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Description 

The old version of After Story can be read here. After Nightmare's defeat, Kirby's duty as 
a Star Warrior is long from over. Join him on his adventures as he meets new friends, 
faces new foes, and learns more about himself along the way. Contains continuity from 
both the anime and games. 


1. The Blob 


Author’s Note: Well, here’s the first chapter to my Kirby 
longfic. I really do mean this fanfic is long. It’s going to cover just 
about every Kirby game made. Starting with Kirby’s Dream Land 
2. It’s going to occur in the anime-verse with the game’s events 
following up. 


Disclaimer: I own none of the characters or Kirby. That 
belongs to Nintendo and HAL Laboratories 


It has been several months since Holy Nightmare Corporation was 
brought to it’s knees by Kirby. Peace has returned to Dreamland now 
that the Demon Beasts were no longer in existence. Fumu and Bun 
were actually able to teach Kirby proper speech without a Demon 
Beast interrupting the tranquility of their town every week. He was 
learning fast, but he would still utter a “poyo” often. 


On this particular day, Kirby, Fumu, and Bun were sitting by the 
river near town. The sun was shining and the wind was blowing 
softly. Kirby watched the fish swim below the surface of the water, 
then stuck one pink arm into the river. He frowned as his potential 
afternoon snacks swam away. 


“Kirby, I don’t think you'll catch a fish that way.” ,Fumu giggled. 


However, when she turned to Kirby, his focus was on something 
else. She brushed the thought aside as Kirby sometimes had a short 
attention span. After another thirty seconds Bun noticed that Kirby 
had a perplexed look on this face. 


“What’s wrong Kirby?” The siblings asked, concerned for their pink 
puffball friend’s sudden change of mood. 


A few seconds later Kirby tugged on their arms then pointed with 
one of his pink stubs. 


“Who that, poyo?” 


Fumu and Bun stared in the direction Kirby was pointing. Across 
the river stood a round ball like creature dark blue in color and round 
eyes staring down into the flowing stream. Fumu felt a sudden alarm. 


“Is it a demon beast? They were supposed to share their demise with 
Nightmare!” she thought in a quiet panic. “Wait, maybe I’m 
overreacting. I should try to talk to it first.” 


“Hello. I don’t remember seeing you here before. What are you 
doing here?” Fumu calmly asked the strange blob. 


(watch?v = MqqczTWtFKE) 
The creature suddenly looked up in surprise as if from a daze. 
“Oh uh, am I bothering you? I can go if you want me too.” 


“No no. Youre not bothering anyone.” Fumu called to the blue 
blob. 


“Oh good. I didn’t want to be trespassing on someone’s property 
and then get a fine and then go to jail because I couldn’t pay the fine 
and then yeah!” the blob replied somewhat loudly. 


“Come over here so we can talk to you.” 
“Okay good. Because this shouting is making me tired!” 


The blob hopped on the large stones in the river, crossing his way 
over to Kirby and the siblings. 


“So, what’s your name?” Bun asked. 

“And what are you doing here in the village?” Fumu finished. 
“Well my name is Gooey.” the blue blob replied. 

“My name is Fumu. I’m the cabinet minister’s oldest child.” 


“T’m Bun, she’s my sister.” 
“Gooey, Gooey!” Kirby cried out, jumping up and down. He was 
excited over saying his new friend’s name. 


“And this is Kirby.” Fumu introduced the excited pink puffball. 
“Oh, Kirby hmm?” Gooey had a strange look on his face. 


“T like it! Kirby! Kirby! Kirby!” Gooey replied, jumping up and 
down with Kirby. 


“This guy is one pear short of a fruit bowl...” Bun whispered to his 
sister. 


“Bun!” Fumu sternly whispered in response. 


After Gooey and Kirby calmed down, the siblings decided to use 
this time to ask questions. 


“By the way, you never did tell us what you were doing here.” 
Fumu began. 


“Oh, that’s right. I was fishing.” Gooey responded. 


“Fishing?” Bun chuckled. “How can you fish if you don’t have any 
hands?” 


“Like this.” Gooey hopped closer to the water’s edge and focused on 
the fish that swam below. Then without any warning, Gooey’s long 
thin tongue shot out of his mouth, grabbed a fish , then swallowed it 
whole. 


Fumu and Bun’s mouths were hanging open, while Kirby cheered. 
Kirby wished he could fish like that. Every time he tried using his 
inhale ability to catch fish, he always ended up swallowing something 
unsavory. Like that time he accidentally ate that rotten old fishing 
boot. Where did it even come from anyway? Most of the Cappies don’t 
even wear shoes! 


“How... how did?” Bun stuttered. 


“Pretty amazing eh? My tongue could make a chameleon green 
with envy! Well actually, chameleons are already green, but they can 
change colors you know. So maybe the chameleon would change into 
another shade of green? Maybe sea green? That color’s pretty.” Gooey 
rambled on, lost in his thoughts. 


“This guy is a basket case.” Fumu thought. “At least we know he isn’t a 
threat. That’s what’s most important for Kirby’s sake.” 


“So when did you come to Dreamland? Are you a traveler?” Fumu 
questioned, bringing Gooey out of his monologue on the different 
shades of green. 


“Oh uh... well... you could say that.” Gooey responded, becoming 
uncomfortable in the changing conversation. 


“Gooey all well poyo?” Kirby asked, stepping a bit closer to his new 
friend in concern. 


“JT... I didn’t want to involve anyone in my problems. I’ll just go.” 


“Gooey no go poyo!” Kirby cried out, little tears forming in his 
eyes. If Gooey leaves now he might never see him again! 


“Okay okay! I’m not going! Just please stop making that face. It’s 
too sad!” 


“Poyo!” Kirby cheered. Instantly brightening up. 
“See, the truth is... I was recently kicked out of my home by my... 
family.” 


“That’s horrible!” Fumu gasped. 
“Why’d you get kicked out? Did you do something bad?” Bun 


asked, ignoring the uncomfortable look on Gooey’s face. 


“Well, my... family... wanted me to be something I’m not. They 
wanted me to go into their line of work, but I didn’t want too. So they 
said I was a disappointment and kicked me out before you could say 
‘That’s Mama Luigi to you.” Gooey sighed. 


“You did the right thing. You shouldn’t have to go into your 
family’s career path if you don’t want to.” Fumu said. 


“But I have no where to live! I suppose I’ll go sleep in a trashcan. I 
heard that the smell isn’t as bad once you get used to it.” Gooey 
replied, about to hop off in search of shelter. 


“Poyo. Gooey stay with Kirby.” Kirby offered, jumping in front of 
him. 

“T can’t do that. You know what they say about houseguests. 
They’re like fish. After three days they stink!” 

“Kirby have food at home, poyo.” 

“Well, I guess I could stay. Just for tonight.” Gooey turned around. 


Fumu smiled. Kirby was growing up, sharing his food supply and 
providing shelter for someone going through rough times. He was 
happy to have made a new friend and she was happy for him. 


“Hey sis, does this mean we have to invite Gooey over for dinner 
too? What if he eats like Kirby?” Bun questioned, already thinking of 
the inevitable consequences of Kirby’s hospitality towards Gooey. 


Fumu laughed. “Bun, trust me when I say that no one can eat like 
Kirby.” 

“Oh my gosh, he’s eating like Kirby!” 

Fumu watched in shock as Gooey was keeping pace with Kirby. 

“Oh my, you are hungry aren’t you?” Memu asked the blue blob. 


“Lady, for the past three days I’ve had nothing to eat but a few 
mushrooms and swampy water. If I hadn’t run into the river, I would 
be a Gooey no more.” He said between swallows. 


“Oh you poor darling. It’s a good thing Fumu, Bun, and Kirby found 
you.” Memu said, thankful that the blob child was getting enough to 
eat. 


“Thank you people so much. I’ve never been shown so much 
hospitality before... I could... I could cry a rainbow of happiness!” 
Gooey blubbered. 


After dinner was over, Kirby decided to escort Gooey to his house. 
“Be careful!” Fumu called out to them as they strolled on their way. 
“Kirby and Gooey will Fumu poyo!” Kirby waved. 


After a short amount of time they arrived at Kirby’s house. 
“Small but cozy. I like it!” Gooey bounced on the bed. Suddenly, a 
shrill shriek came from the bed. 


“Kirby why did you— aaaagh!” The bird Tokkori screamed. 
“What are you?! Why are you here?!” He screeched at Gooey. 
“Tm Gooey and—” 


“Tt doesn’t matter why you’re here, because you’re not staying here 
long!” Tokkori began to peck at Gooey frantically. 


“Tokkori poyo! Gooey is friend! Friend poyo!” Kirby cried out in a 
feeble attempt to stop Tokkori’s attacks on Gooey. 


Gooey abruptly stopped hopping away and turned around. He gave 
Tokkori a stern look and grabbed him with his tongue then placed him 
on the floor. 


“Giiiirl you listen up!” Gooey started. 
“T’m a boy smart guy.” 


“Oh you are! I’m sorry, I honestly thought that you were— oh 
anyway!” Gooey stopped himself from getting sidetracked. 


“Boooy you listen up! First, you don’t treat someone like that when 
they’re trying to apologize. Second, Kirby was trying to talk to you 
and you didn’t even pay attention! This is Kirby’s house, not yours! 
His house his rules!” Gooey said matter-of-factly. 


Tokkori growled. “Fine! If you want to be friends with an 
overgrown blueberry with a freakish tongue, that’s your choice Kirby! 
Forget you, who needs ya!” Tokkori flew outside, leaving the two 
alone. 


“Aw Kirby, ’m sorry. I made your friend leave.” Gooey looked 
down in shame. 


Kirby patted Gooey. “It okay poyo. He be back soon.” 


The rest of the sleepover went without interruption. The two told 
stories, watched Channel DDD on the TV which Gooey thought was 
mediocre like the rest of the village’s population, and laughed. Kirby 
fell asleep on his bed and Gooey on a pile of blankets Kirby had 


dragged out for him. 


The next day was like the one before. The sun was shining and a 
soft breeze would arrive. Bun was playing with the village children 
Hohhe, Iroo, and Honey. Fumu was quietly reading a book. Kirby and 
Gooey were sitting under the shade of a tree. 


(watch?v = z_sBr1Bj1XE) 
Suddenly, the sky grew darker. 


Fumu looked up. “I don’t remember anything about a storm in the 
weather.” 


The once calm wind began to blow viciously and thunder rumbled 
off in the distance. 


Then the sky started to flicker like a light bulb. Something felt very 
off about this storm. It wasn’t natural. 


“Everyone! Let’s go to town to find shelter! The storm’s getting too 
rough!” Fumu yelled over the wind. 


The group of children took refuge at Kawasaki’s Restaurant. 


Kirby was trying to calm Gooey down, who was having a panic 
attack. 


“Tt doesn’t make sense.” Fumu said. “Storms like this don’t appear 
out of thin air. Something’s wrong, I just know it.” 


Then things got worse. Much worse. 


Professor Curio was running down the street yelling in a frenzy. 
“It’s gone! It’s gone!” 


“Hold on Professor. What’s gone?” Fumu asked. 


“The... bridges... the... rai... ow... bridges” he said between 
breaths. 


“The what bridges?” Bun said in confusion. 
“The Rainbow Bridges.” Mabel, the town’s fortune teller answered. 
“Rainbow Bridges? What are those?” Honey asked. 


“The Rainbow Bridges are what connects the Rainbow Islands 
together. Now that they’re gone, it will be more difficult to travel to 
the other islands.” Mabel answered. 


“But... how? How are they gone?” Bun wondered. 


“They’ve been completely destroyed.” Curio answered now that he 
had his breath back. 


The gears in Fumu’s head turned. She knew who’s fault this was. 
Somehow, someway, it was him. 


“Dedede!” 


Fumu, Bun, Kirby, and Gooey raced to the castle. Fumu stormed 
into King Dedede’s throne room only to see a very alarmed Escargon. 


“Admit it! The Rainbow Bridges being destroyed is all your fault!” 
Fumu accused. 


“No it’s not. We don’t have anything to do with it!” Escargon 
protested. 


“Do you really think we’re that dumb to fall for that?” Bun said 
pointing at Escargon. 


“Tt’s not our fault! I can prove it!” Escargon motioned to the floor 
behind him. Dedede was on the floor completely motionless. 


“When that storm arrived, he suddenly fell over and hasn’t moved 
since.” Escargon said with worry in his voice. 


“Then... then... if it wasn’t Dedede... then—” 


A massive wind suddenly propelled everyone outside the castle 
doors. Fumu, Bun, Escargon, Kirby, Gooey, Parm, Memu, Waddle Doo 
and the Waddle Dees were flung outside. 


The massive wind then grabbed Kirby and was carrying him away. 
Fumu, Bun, and Gooey tried in vain to hold onto the pink puffball, but 
the wind was too strong. 


“Kirby! You have to fix the Rainbow Bridges! You have to save 
Dreamland!” Fumu manages to call as Kirby was swept away. They 
watched until he was no more than a pink dot in the sky. 


Author’s Note: And so it begins. I have a soft spot for Gooey, 
seeing as he disappeared after Kirby’s Dream Land 3. No cameos, 
no mentions of his existence in-game. Nothing. He’s kind of a 
scatterbrain. 


2. The Rainbow Islands 


Kirby slowly opened his eyes. Where had the wind carried him off 
to? He sat up carefully the looked to his right. There was a sign that 
said “Grass Land”. He must have landed at one of the Rainbow 
Islands. Fumu’s words echoed in his head. 


“Kirby has to save Dreamland, poyo.” He said quietly. “For Fumu, 
for Bun, for Gooey, for Dedede poyo!” 


With newfound will and strength, Kirby ventured onwards into 
Grass Land. 


(watch?v = _f7qgrZ32SA) 


After a few minutes, Kirby ran into a small cave. It was somewhat 
dark, but he could still see. He could hear something that sounded like 
muffled shouts. He looked directly above and saw a large brown sack 
tied to the ceiling. Then a figure jumped out from the shadows. A 
round black creature with spikes and yellow eyes lunged towards 
Kirby. Kirby quickly dodged and the being hit the wall behind him. 


“Owowowow. Why you do that to Efreeti?” it mumbled. So the 
creature’s name was Efreeti. Kirby noticed a discarded umbrella on the 
ground, then inhaled it to become Parasol Kirby. 


“You try to take Efreeti’s dinner? Efreeti will burn you!” he charged 
towards Kirby again in a ball of flames. Kirby jumped just as he passed 
Kirby, then smacked him on the head with the umbrella. After 
repeating the same process two more times, Efreeti was defeated. 


“Owowow. Efreeti will remember this! Efreeti will go for fear of the 
object with the handle!” He yelled as he bolted from the cave. 


Kirby floated to the sack on the ceiling then untied the rope. From 
the sack emerged a furry creature with white and orange fur. “Rick! 
Rick!” Kirby bounced. 


Rick the hamster dusted himself off. “Kirby thank you! I was taking 
my daily walk when that thing jumped me and stuffed me in that 
sack! If you hadn’t showed up I might have been... never mind. So, 
what are you doing here anyway?” 


“Saving Dreamland, poyo. Saving Rainbow Bridges.” Kirby replied. 


“Saving Dreamland again, eh? Hmm, you have quite a ways to go 


all by yourself. Why don’t I come along? I can travel across any 
treacherous terrain and I’m pretty strong.” 


“Okay poyo! Rick go with Kirby!” Kirby picked up his umbrella and 
raised it high into the air as the two stepped out of the cave and 
further into Grass Land. 


(watch?v =_wdI5EsdDIo) 
“T can do this. I can so do this.” Gooey said in determination. 


After Kirby had flown off somewhere by the wind, Gooey was given 
the task of watching his house until he came back. If he came back. 


“No no! Kirby will come back! No ‘ifs’!” Gooey reassured himself. 
Kirby was going to come back and everything would be hunky dory 
again. 


“T’ve got this.” Right at that moment he backed into the bookshelf 
and knocked it over. The bookshelf collided into the shelf on the wall, 
then the shelf piece unhinged and flew across the room knocking a 
lamp to the ground. The lamp then caused a few bricks from the 
fireplace to fall out. 


“Waah, I’m not good at this at all! Worrying makes me clumsy!” 


“Gooey is everything okay in there?” Fumu asked from outside. 
When had she shown up!? Gooey had to stall her! 


“Hey there!” He greeted when he flew out of the house and 
slammed the door before Fumu could peer inside. 


“Hey Gooey. Are you taking care of Kirby’s house?” 


“Yup yup! Everything’s hunky dory! Sunshine and rainbows!” he 
chuckled nervously, eyes darting in different directions. 


“Gooey, you did something, didn’t you?” She said, stepping closer 
to him. 


“Everyone does something. You do something. I do something.” 
“Gooey, what have you done?!” 


“Why are you asking so many questions!?” Gooey yelled, close to a 
breakdown. 


“Hey sis. We need you over here!” Bun called out to his sister. 


Fumu glared at Gooey for a moment, then turned around and 
walked in the direction her brother’s voice came from. 


“Whew that was a close one! At least this is as messy as I’ll allow it. 
No more accidents!” As soon as those words left Gooey’s mouth, the 
door fell off the hinges. 


(watch?v = _f7qgrZ32SA) 


The duo of Kirby and Rick trekked further into Grass Land. Kirby 
whacked a few blocks out of the way with his umbrella then sat down. 
The long walk was taking it’s toll on the pink puffball and he knew 
they had to traverse the other six islands too. 


“You getting tired? I could give you a lift if you need it.” Rick 
asked. Kirby shook then stood back up. Now was not the time to think 
negatively. They had to press on. Kirby walked a few more steps, then 
tripped over something. 


“Are you okay buddy?” Kirby nodded, the breath knocked out of 
him from the impact. Kirby looked at the object that had caused him 
to fall. It was a small treasure chest. Kirby slowly sat up and opened 
the chest, because the proper thing to do when finding a treasure 
chest is to open it. 


Inside the chest was a beautiful stone that shined with all the colors 
of the rainbow. Kirby noticed a note inside the chest, however he 
couldn’t read it. He handed it to Rick. 


“Rainbow Drop No. 1. Keep separated from others.” Rick read. “I 
don’t know about you, but I think this might be very important.” 


Kirby nodded in agreement. Somehow, just looking at the Rainbow 
Drop gave him the strength and determination to get back up again. 


“You know what this means, don’t cha?” Rick asked Kirby. 
“Treasure hunt, poyo!” 

“That’s right!” 

“Poyo!” 


The duo charged off with newfound energy and willpower, ready to 
face whatever challenge awaited them. 


After a while of walking, they finally stopped at a big tree. Not just 
any tree, but a tree that talked and was wearing swirly glasses and a 
doctor’s mask. 


“Who dares trespass in my land?” The tree boomed, then proceeded 
to throw an apple at Kirby. Kirby was not expecting such an action, so 
the apple hit him on the head. 


“Whispy, why would you throw an apple at Kirby, poyo?” Kirby 
cried, holding his forehead in pain. 


“That’s not Whispy Woods, Kirby. It’s Whispy Woods.” Rick 
explained. 


“Poyo wha?” Kirby said in confusion. 

“This isn’t the same Whispy Woods.” 

“But, Whispy and Whispy look the same, poyo.” 

“Tt’s sort of like the Nurse Joy situation in Pokemon.” 


“Enough of your meaningless talk! Turn back the way you came or 
I'll force you out!” Not Whispy Woods bellowed. It was no use. They 
would have to fight Not Whispy Woods. Several apples fell from above 
them, but they managed to dodge most. Kirby charged at Not Whispy 
with his umbrella, instead getting struck with one of the roots below. 


When Kirby fell to the ground, Rick managed to kick Not Whispy in 
the face, then Kirby jumped up and smacked the root with his 
umbrella. 


Not Whispy’s mask and glasses fell off. He blew gusts of air at the 
duo in an attempt to be rid of them. They easily dodged his attacks 
and dealt the final blow. Not Whispy was unconscious and they 
continued on their way. 


Suddenly, the Rainbow Drop they obtained earlier began glowing, 
and returned the Rainbow Bridge. The bridge would lead them to Big 
Forest and to the next Rainbow Drop. 


The Rainbow Island Big Forest was exactly what the name implied. 
A big forest. Kirby and Rick ventured through the large expanse of 
trees, until finally coming to a clearing. 


They could hear muffled sounds coming from above, and noticed a 
brown sack tied to a tree limb. Something felt eerily similar. Then 
something jumped out of the bushes. It was a strange creature with 
the body of a brown umbrella and one foot wearing a sandal. It had 
one dull looking eye and it was sticking out its tongue. Whatever it 
was, it was one of the strangest things Kirby had ever seen. 


“That’s Jumpershoot. I heard he’s sort of a big shot around here.” 
Rick whispered to Kirby. 


Jumpershoot rocketed toward the two. Kirby and Rick dodged the 
attack, then Kirby inhaled a Spikey that had decided to attack him 
from behind. Kirby sent a few needles Jumpershoot’s way, stunning 


him for a moment. The angry umbrella creature jumped up, then sent 
his sandal flying into Rick’s face. 


“Hey Kirby, I have an idea. Jump on my head.” Kirby jumped onto 
Rick’s head. Jumpershoot charged toward’s them, then the fur on 
Rick’s back stuck out similar to a porcupine. The collision was enough 
to defeat Jumpershoot. The umbrella creature babbled angrily then 
hopped of into the forest. 


Rick climbed up the tree, then untied the brown sack. A purple owl 
flew out on a frenzy. 


“Coo? You were kidnapped too?” Rick said in slight surprise. 


“Yes, that ruffian called his henchman and they stuffed me in that 
sack and declared that it was for getting in the way of Nruff.” the wise 
owl explained. 


“Nruff? Isn’t he like the boss around these parts?” Rick asked. 


“A few months ago Nruff and his Nellys took over and Big Forest 
hasn’t had much peace since then.” 


Kirby chuckled. He thought that sounded very similar to King 
Dedede. Then he remembered the state he was in at the castle. Kirby 
suddenly grabbed Rick’s paw and started pulling. 


“Hey, what’s got you in a hurry? I know we have to find the rest of 
the Rainbow Drops, but why the sudden rush?” 


“Have to save Dedede, poyo!” Kirby cried, pulling harder. 


“Save Dedede. What for? Did he run out of snacks and throw a 
tantrum or something?” Rick chuckled. 


Coo looked at the sudden serious look on Kirby’s face. 


“Kirby, something happened to the king. What is it?” Coo asked 
gently. 


Kirby explained as well as his limited speech could allow what had 
happened to King Dedede. 


“What?! You didn’t mention that part earlier!” Rick shouted. 


“Hmm. Kirby, if this is true then the Rainbow Bridges being 
destroyed has more of a sinister purpose behind it.” Coo said, deep in 
thought. “We need to collect the rest of the Rainbow Drops. The very 
fate of Dreamland depends on it.” 


Rick tilted his head. “We? Then does that mean—” 


“T’'m going with you.” 
(watch?v = UMgcgRPR8qs) 


The trio traveled onward through the dense forest until they ran 
into a block formation similar to the one in Grass Land. Kirby re- 
equipped the Needle ability then sent the blocks tumbling down. 


“That must be the Rainbow Drop. I didn’t expect it to be as easy 
this time.” Rick mused. 


Kirby picked up the treasure chest, but was rammed into by a small 
boar creature. The treasure chest was sent flying into the air and 
landed in front of a larger boar creature. 

“Kirby! Are you okay?” Rick lightly shook Kirby. 

“Nruff! What is the meaning of this?” Coo angrily called. 

“Bringing outsiders into Big Forest. That’s against the rules.” Nruff 


had a deep intimidating voice with a slight southern accent. “Wasn’t 
Jumpershoot supposed to be watching you?” 


“Kirby beat him. Now we really need that box.” Rick said. 


“This box I assume was closed up for a reason. I don’t know what’s 
in it, but it’s going back where it was.” 


“You don’t understand. The very fate of Dreamland lies in that 
chest.” Coo tried in a futile effort to reason with the boar. 


“A bunch of outlaws like you don’t deserve it.” 
“Outlaws?! What have we done ‘officer’?” Rick crossed his arms. 


“You’re outsiders entering the forest, attacking a high ranking 
officer to free a prisoner, destruction of forest property, attempted 
theft, and mocking the ruler of Big Forest. That’s against the rules.” 


“You’re not the ruler. You arrived and forced everyone to serve 
you. The forest belongs to everyone, not just you.” Coo glared at the 
boar. 


Nruff stomped his hoof. “Resisting arrest!” 


“Get ready Kirby, we might have to fight this one out.” Rick 
whispered. 


“The rest of Dreamland may be chaos, but in my forest there will be 
order.” Nruff grunted, then kicked the treasure chest to the side, A 
herd of Nellys came to his side. One of the Nellys grabbed the chest 
and ran into a hole in one of the two trees. The trees had two rope 


bridges with three large holes in each tree. Nruff and the Nellys 
jumped onto one of the bridges. Kirby and his friends jumped on the 
other side of the bridge. 


Nruff began by running into one of the holes. Then he charged out 
of the one behind them and trampled the trio. Kirby and friends sat 
back up. 


“T understand his strategy now. Nruff is trying to confuse us. Kirby, 
stand on this bridge. Rick, stand on the bridge below.” 


Coo flied above the two bridges. “I’ll watch which direction he’s 
going and can point him out from the Nellys. The Nellys can’t take 
orders without a leader.” 


The two nodded. The fate of Dreamland was on their shoulders. 


“Kirby, Nruff is charging from your right.” Kirby used his Needle 
ability and Nruff’s face was scratched. He growled and changed 
direction. 


“Rick, he’s coming in from your left.” Rick jumped up, causing 
Nruff to collide into a Nelly. 


Coo’s strategy worked for a few turns, then Nruff began to catch on. 
He charged towards Kirby on the left, then at the last second jumped 
on the bridge below. Rick was thrown into a Nelly and was bucked 
into a tree. He tried to stand up only to fall back down. Coo flew 
down and latched onto Rick, picking him up and placing him under a 
tree out of harm’s way. 


“No, I can still fight.” Rick mumbled. 
“You need to rest. Kirby and I can handle this from here.” 


Another idea had began formulating in Coo’s mind. He swept in 
and grabbed Kirby. 


“Kirby, I’m homing in on Nruff. When I drop you, use your Needle 
ability.” 


“Poyo!” Kirby knew the plan. 


Coo dropped Kirby directly over Nruff. Nruff bellowed in pain and 
hurled Kirby. Coo swooped in and grabbed Kirby then they heard a 
loud creak. The bridges collapsed with Nruff and the Nellys falling 
into the bushes below. The chest with the Rainbow Drop fell in front 
of Kirby. 


Nruff grunted. “You can’t escape punishment. I am law!” 
“Not anymore.” Coo retorted. 


Kirby opened the chest revealing the Rainbow Drop. It shined and 
glowed, revealing the next Rainbow Bridge. Rick was back on his feet 
again, perhaps by the power of the Rainbow Drop. The trio walked a 
bit further until they decided to set up camp. They had too much 
excitement in one day and needed to rest for the trip to the third 
Rainbow Island tomorrow. 


(watch?v = yegYycnF6-g) 
“Whew, it took seven hours, but Kirby’s house is finally fixed!” 


Gooey was proud of himself. He had cleaned the house all by 
himself without Fumu knowing. Bun had done him a solid and kept 
Fumu distracted long enough to make the repairs. The sun was just 
beginning to set, but he felt too tired to stay up any longer. 


Gooey sat down in the pile of blankets Kirby gave him the night of 
the sleepover. He could have slept in Kirby’s bed, but it seemed like 
taking advantage of Kirby’s absence. Which is rude. 


He sighed in content, relieved to finally rest after a rough day of 
being on edge and fixing everything himself. Gooey could have asked 
the village kids to help him, but he made the mess so it was his 
problem. 

He didn’t like asking others to help fix his mistakes, he was afraid of 
being yelled or laughed at. 


“The important thing is it’s fixed and I can get some rest.” At that 
moment a soccer ball crashed into the window, breaking it into 
several pieces. 


“Waaaaaah!” 


Author’s Note: Kirby lands on the Rainbow Islands and meets 
some animal friends. As Kirby travels to each island, the 
challenges become more dangerous then the last. Gooey has 
difficulty taking care of Kirby’s house with everything breaking. 
Pll give a cookie to the first person who knows who Nruff’s 
personality and voice were inspired from. (It’s not English dub 
Dedede from the anime.) I did take a little creative license on this 
chapter, in the game Kirby can’t have more than one animal 
friend with him at once. 


3. Water and Ice 


The next morning, Kirby and friends woke up early to start their 
journey to the next Rainbow Island. 


“No, oh no.” Rick said suddenly when he realized which island was 
next. 


It was Ripple Field. Rick and Coo couldn’t travel with Kirby 
through the water. 


“Kirby, this is something you'll have to do alone. As soon as we find 
a way, we'll meet at the next Rainbow Bridge.” Coo said, not liking 
the idea of leaving Kirby to fend for himself. 


Kirby watched Rick and Coo head another way, then Kirby plunged 
into Ripple Field. 


(watch?v = c EMwFxjkQA) 


The water was clear with little to no waves. Kirby dived under the 
water and noticed a small cave with light streaming in. Kirby swam in 
the cave and noticed a brown sack hanging from the ceiling. Who’s 
been kidnapped this time? A strange green creature that looked like a 
squid lunged towards Kirby. Kirby has had enough of this hair-brained 
madness. He simply inhaled Master Green and obtained the Spark 
ability. Kirby untied the brown sack and out popped someone 
familiar. 


“Hi Kirby. How’s Fumu-san?” Kine the Ocean Sunfish asked, not 
even bothering to tell his adventure of being kidnapped. Kirby 
explained to Kine what has happened so far. 


“T will go with you Kirby. Traveling in the ocean can be dangerous 
without someone to guide you.” Had Kine forgot he had been 
kidnapped? Nevertheless, Kirby needed someone who was familiar 
with Ripple Field. 


The two swam through the ocean with little to no trouble. Then it 
became darker. 


“The more we swim towards the seafloor the darker it gets. Did you 
know that there’s actually a better map of space than the ocean 
floor?” Who knew Kine had trivia knowledge of the sea? 


It had become so dark that the two could no longer tell where they 


were going. Kirby suddenly had an idea. He grabbed Kine, then used 
his Spark ability. Kine began to glow like a light bulb, illuminating the 
once dark ocean floor. Kine and Kirby eventually arrived into an air 
pocket. 


Kirby ventured forward into the small cave and noticed a familiar 
pattern of blocks. However, he couldn’t break the blocks with the 
Spark ability. He inhaled a nearby Rocky and obtained it’s ability. 
Kirby used his Stone ability and the impact was strong enough to 
decimate the block structure. Kirby walked over to the treasure chest 
that revealed the Rainbow Drop. 


Kirby switched his Rock ability for the Spark ability, then went 
back the way he came to Kine. 


After swimming for about an hour, the two had to pass through a 
trench. The trench was dark, even with the Spark ability. In the 
distance, Kirby could see a soft yellow glow. 


“Kirby, no! Don’t get close to it!” Kine called out. 


Out from the shadows emerged a large brown angler fish with 
green-yellow fins. It had a menacing appearance and continued to 
stare at Kirby and Kine for several more moments. 


“That’s Sweet Stuff.” Kine murmured. “He’s a vicious hunter and 
has most of Ripple Field in his fin.” 


Sweet Stuff wasn’t going to let them pass by peacefully it seemed. 
Sweet Stuff was surrounded by Squishies and Tincells. Suddenly, a red 
spark was fired at the duo from Sweet Stuff’s lure. They barely missed 
being shocked. One of the Squishies made a beeline towards them. 
Kine smacked the Squishy with his tail, sending it towards Sweet 
Stuff. 


Sweet Stuff sent an arrow-shaped laser beam in their direction. The 
two dodged with ease, then sent a Tincell back to Sweet Stuff. This 
method of attack succeeded, and Sweet Stuff fled deeper into the 
trench. Kirby and Kine swam up to the surface, then the Rainbow 
Drop revealed the next Rainbow Island. 


The next island was Iceberg, a cold region with ice and snow. Kirby 
noticed Rick in the distance. Kirby waved, but noticed Rick was alone. 


“Where Coo, poyo?” 


“T think he might have flown ahead of me. He’s probably already on 
Iceberg.” Rick looked across the bridge to Iceberg. 


“There are two options you can take, Kirby. You could take the sea 


path and swim with Kine, or you can go with me and travel on the 
land.” 


Kirby thought the situation over. Going with Kine meant swimming 
in ice cold water and could be very dangerous to his health. If he went 
with Rick, he would be traveling in a way familiar to him. Also, Rick 
had warm fur that could protect Kirby from the elements. 


“Kirby will go with Rick, poyo.” Kirby decided. 


“Oh, that’s okay I guess.” Kine was sad that he wouldn’t have 
Kirby’s company, but knew that this was the best choice for Kirby. 


“Tll be swimming to the next island. I’ll see you there.” Kine called 
and swam off. 


Kirby and Rick headed to the next island, prepared to find the next 
Rainbow Drop and one step closer to saving Dreamland. 


Gooey could cry. He could seriously cry. 


He had spent the night trying to fix the broken window, and was so 
tired. Next time Kirby went on an adventure, he was going with him. 
Kirby’s adventures couldn’t be this tiring and heartbreaking. 


He wonders if it’s the house’s structure, or if it’s just his dumb luck. 
It was almost as if a being was writing out his misfortunes as a form of 
comedy. 


Maybe it would be best if he stepped out for today. He was hungry, 
but he refused to eat any of Kirby’s food he has stored here. That 
would be taking advantage of Kirby, which is wrong. 


Gooey didn’t have any form of currency. No money means no food, 
and he wouldn’t beg someone for food either. He could get a job, but 
what was something that he could do that was useful? 


Then he remembered, he was the best at fishing. He could eat the 
fish, catch it and sell it for more food, he could start a business! A fish 
market! 


After a quick nap, he could catch a bundle of fish and strike a 
proposition to the village. Then he could get money and buy a house 
in the village close to Kirby! 


The bleak and dreary situation of being homeless suddenly held a 
new window of opportunity. His entire life could take a different 
direction. Ending up in this village was probably the best thing to 
have ever happened to him. 


(watch?v = 2m5wa9CsGfQ) 


Kirby knew that they had to keep going, but the cold makes him so 
sleepy after long exposure to it. 


As much as he loved the snowy landscape, looking at nothing but 
white for a while can drive someone bonkers. After more walking, 
they had finally run into something that wasn’t snow. Ice. 


The moment Kirby stepped onto the frozen lake, he lost his balance 
and fell on his face. 


“Poyow...” he mumbled. 


“Here, climb on my back. I can cross this no problem.” Rick said 
confidently. 


Kirby complied and Rick stepped foot on the icy ground. Rick didn’t 
even slide a little. He continued to go in a straight line, not allowing 
Kirby to slip off of his back. 


Across the ice was a cave. The two entered in caution. They looked 
up seeing a very familiar sight. A brown sack. Then a noise was heard 
on the other side of the cave. 


“Ugh, not you two again!” Rick buried his face in his palm in 
frustration. 


“Efreeti said Efreeti would remember this, and found a jumping 
friend like the object the pink one used against Efreeti!” 


Efreeti and Jumpershoot were now a team against Kirby and Rick. 
They wanted their revenge. 


“Efreeti and jumping friend found a tasty purple bird in icy land. 
Tasty purple bird will make great housewarming dinner.” 


“You took Coo again?!” 


“You will not take Efreeti’s dinner this time! Efreeti and jumping 
friend will make sure of that!” 


Kirby quickly grabbed a piece of ice and inhaled it, becoming Ice 
Kirby. 


Kirby breathed an icy wind on the two enemies, turning them into 
blocks of ice. Kirby simply kicked the two out of the cave in their icy 
prison blocks. 


“That was anti-climactic.” Rick said as he untied the sack. 
Coo emerged from the sack in a flurry. 


“Being kidnapped again! This has been most embarrassing. At least 


last time Jumpershoot was only supposed to watch me. That ruffian 
Efreeti wanted to EAT me!” He ruffled his feathers. 


“T was on the dinner platter first.” Rick said matter-of-factly. Coo’s 
only response was a disturbed face. 


As the reunited trio caught up with each other’s adventures, they 
noticed a small island of ice in the distance with a familiar block 
pattern. Then they noticed a familiar fish swimming by. 


“Kine! We need you for a moment!” Rick called out. “We need you 
to carry Kirby over there.” 


Kirby hopped on Kine’s top fin to stay out of the frigid water. Even 
in Ice Kirby form, that water would still be enough to hurt him. 


“Actually, the water is actually much warmer than it used to be.” 
Kine said, as if he knew Kirby’s thoughts. 


“Why, poyo?” Kirby asked. 


“T don’t know. Flamers have started moving into Iceberg. It could 
be because of the Rainbow Bridges or whatever is happening to 
Dedede. Maybe they’re related. Maybe he’s trying to build another 
private resort for himself.” Kine grumbled the last sentence. 


The ice blocks couldn’t be kicked or knocked down by Kirby. Kirby 
then noticed a Flamer close to him. He discarded the Ice ability, and 
inhaled the flamer to become Fire Kirby. 


He spit little flame bursts at the blocks. They melted instantly, 
revealing the chest they were trying to conceal. Kirby grabbed the 
Rainbow Drop, then hopped back on Kine. 


“Thank you Kine. We couldn’t have gotten the last two Rainbow 
Drops without you.” Coo said. 


“Your welcome! I’m glad I can help Dreamland!” The ocean sunfish 
swam away, waving his fin at the trio. Kine was going to swim to the 
next island. He had never been there, but Dreamland was at stake and 
he needed to learn as much as he can for Kirby. 


The trio went further into Iceberg until they were stopped by a 
peculiar being. It looked like a tuskless walrus with light blue cheeks, 
dark blue overalls, blue shoes, and white fur. It’s first response to 
seeing the trio was to create a block of ice and chuck it in their 
direction. 


“Why is everything trying to attack us on this adventure?!” Rick 
shouted in disbelief. 


“Some Dreamland residents are very territorial. Take Nruff for 
instance.” Coo replied. 


“Try just about everyone we’ve encountered so far on the Rainbow 
Islands!” 


Mr. Frosty sent another ice block their way. Kirby kicked it, sending 
it hurling toward’s Mr. Frosty’s face. 
Kirby blew a small stream of fire at their enemy. Mr. Frosty patted the 
flames away and hurled one more block of ice at the trio. 


Kirby blasted a flamethrower at Mr. Frosty, the walrus creature ran 
away with his bottom on fire. 


“Wow Kirby. You handled him by barely even moving. We haven’t 
really helped you much on this adventure. We’ve just gotten 
kidnapped.” Rick said sadly. 


“No true poyo! Rick help Kirby against Not Whispy and Nruff. Rick 
help going across ice. Coo help fight with Nruff. Kine help Kirby swim 
in ocean.” Kirby protested. 


“Aww. Yow’re a sweet little guy.” Rick patted Kirby on the head. 
“Now come on. We’ve got a boss to beat up.” 


“Why do you think we will need to fight someone?” Coo tilted his 
head. 


“Everywhere else we had to fight, so why not here?” 
“That is the proper logic on this quest.” 


The trio stopped at a very large den. There was a large amount of 
cold air coming from the mouth of the cavern. They cautiously peered 
inside to find... an Ice Dragon. A small Ice Dragon. 


Kirby had fought an Ice Dragon before, but the one before was 
much bigger. This was going to be a piece of cake! Kirby wondered if 
after the adventure was over if they could all order one big cake 
together. He would bring that idea up later. 


The Ice Dragon noticed their presence and fired icicles in their 
direction. 
Kirby spewed his flame breath, melting them before they could reach 
him. The Ice Dragon blew a frosty breeze at Kirby, while the pink 
puffball sent a fiery breath in return. The fiery inferno was 
overpowering the Ice Dragon. 


Kirby released one last fire blast and the dragon was felled. The 
dragon gave on last roar, then retreated somewhere far into Iceberg. 


The Rainbow Drop they obtained earlier glowed, then the next 
Rainbow Bridge appeared, leading them to the next island. The trio 
decided they would set up camp at the beginning of the next island, 
Red Canyon. 


Gooey had done a good job today. He looked at his bundle of fish 
that he intended to sell to the town. He hopped with the bundle on his 
back towards the mayor’s house. 


Then he noticed Dedede’s Castle. It had an eerie look to it now that 
a dark ominous cloud was floating above. Gooey continued on his 
way. 


Dark ominous cloud? That wasn’t there before! Gooey couldn’t 
stand around worrying about fish when the people of the town could 
be in grave danger! 


He knew that dark, cold, unforgiving cloud meant impending 
doom. It’s pure uncontrolled chaos. Gooey could only wonder... 


“Have they found me?” 


I’m sorry if Ripple Field seemed to go by too quickly, but 
nothing much happens there in-game, and that place reminds me 
of The Water Temple from The Legend of Zelda. Poor Gooey’s 
been through enough accidental property damage, so I decided to 
give him a break. There’s only so much you can break in a house 
that small anyway. That blue blob seems to be _ hiding 
something... 


4. Canyons and Clouds 


Kirby and his friends continued on into Red Canyon. The landscape 
was dry and unforgiving, the sun’s rays weren’t helping the situation 
at all. 


Kirby noticed a nearby Rocky and inhaled it. With the Stone ability 
the rocks no longer dug into his feet. The group decided to stop for a 
moment and catch their breath, then they heard a rumbling noise. 


“Kirby, now is not the time to be thinking about food.” Coo 
scolded. 


“Not Kirby, poyo.” 
“Pardon?” 


A boulder was falling towards them down a cliff. They started to 
run out of the boulder’s path, but Kirby tripped in front. 


“KIRBY!” Rick and Coo shouted. The boulder had most likely... 
squished him. 


“Why Coo why?! He was so young! He had so many meals ahead of 
him!” Rick wailed. 


Suddenly the boulder cracked apart, revealing Kirby completely 
unharmed. His Stone ability had protected him. 


“Oh, Kirby! We thought you had expired!” Rick and Coo grabbed 
Kirby, trapping him in a group hug. Kirby stood in place with a 
bewildered expression before hugging them back. He didn’t 
understand why they were so panicked, but it didn’t matter because 
he was getting a free hug. 


(watch?v = Vs5cbH60o0bY) 


The three continued on their way without any more accidents. They 
noticed something green in the distance. An oasis! They rushed 
towards the oasis, hoping it wasn’t a mirage. They stepped into the 
small forest of green and noticed a clearing. Kirby stepped into the 
middle, only to narrowly avoid being body slammed my a ninja-like 
being. 


“It’s Waiu...” Coo murmured. 


“Who?” Rick questioned. 


“Waiu. He’s a famed ninja around here. I’ve heard tales of his 
ambushes and thievery.” 


Waiu picked himself up and flipped into the air, then rocketing 
towards Kirby. Kirby was thrown into a tree by the force of the kick. 


“Hey Kirby, let’s try combining abilities.” Rick helped him up. 
Kirby understood. 

Kirby leaped onto Rick’s back, the hamster suddenly turned into a 
giant rock. Kirby rolled Rick around by balancing on top of his rock 
form and barreled towards the ninja. Waiu was completely flattened. 


After a few moments, he stood up then vanished in a puff of smoke. 
He was gone leaving behind a brown sack. 


Rick untied the sack to reveal a very dehydrated ocean sunfish. 


“Kine!” Rick quickly tossed him into the oasis water. Kine took a 
deep breath of water and panted. 


“Kine, how long were you in there?” Coo asked. 
“T don’t know. A long time.” Kine breathed. 


“Okay, new team rule. No one is getting left behind from this point 
onward.” The purple owl declared. 


“Now how are we going to get him onto land?” Coo pondered. 
Rick suddenly pulled out several empty plastic bottles from his fur. 


“Simple. We’ll fill up these bottles and give some water to Kine 
when he get’s dehydrated again.” 


“T don’t want to be kidnapped again! I don’t want to be sushi!” Kine 
shouted. 


“If your with Kirby, this shouldn’t ever happen again.” The owl 
comforted Kine. 


The quartet continued onward through the canyon. Kine hopped 
behind the rest. He was slow, but he could survive a while onto land 
even without the water bottles. 


They noticed a familiar block structure in the distance. Kirby 
inhaled a Sparky and obtained the Spark ability. Kiby and Rick 
combined abilities to create a giant spark beam that destroyed the 
block formation. 


Kirby walked through the wreckage and retrieved the fifth Rainbow 
Drop. 


The group headed on their way, climbing a treacherous mountain. 
They reached the top and sat down, thinking they deserved a rest. 


Suddenly they were stopped by two cosmic beings. 
“Tam Mr. Bright.” A being resembling the sun said. 
“And I am Mr. Shine.” The crescent moon being said. 


“We rule both the night and day! This leaves no time for you Kirby! 
Be gone!” 


“That’s just rude.” Kine whispered. 


Mr. Bright sent a fiery beam towards them. The team quickly 
dodged as the flames flew over their heads. Then, Mr. Shine tried to 
ram them. The two astral beings switched positions, with Mr. Shine in 
the air and Mr. Bright on the ground. 


Mr. Shine rained several small stars onto their heads. Kirby inhaled 
one to gain the Cutter ability. Kirby threw the cutter in Mr. Bright’s 
direction, striking him. They switched positions. Kirby continued to 
attack whoever was at ground level until both rose into the air. 


The sun and moon began to circle each other, leaving only a small 
shadowy patch with sunlight everywhere else. Kirby motioned for 
everyone to dive into the shadows. A second later, everywhere there 
was sunlight lit up into a fiery inferno. Kirby threw his cutter up into 
the air, hitting both Mr. Shine and Mr. Bright. 

The two beings scowled at Kirby before ascending back into the sky. 


“Did... did you just fight the sun and the moon?” Was all Rick 
could say. 


Kirby shrugged and held the Rainbow Drop over his head revealing 
the next Rainbow Bridge. 


(watch?v = QJLXF48ENxw) 
Fumu paced back and forth in the town library. 


“Where is Kirby? Shouldn’t he be back by now? What if something 
happened to him?” she thought frantically for the past few days. 


“Sis, if you keep it up you’ll wear your footprints into the floor.” 
Bun called from across the room. “So stop worrying.” 


“Stop worrying? Stop Worrying?!” Fumu stomped over to her 
brother. “How can you not worry?! We’ve been kicked out of the 
castle with no way inside, Dedede was in a coma the last time we saw 
him, that cloud over the castle is getting bigger with every passing 


hour, Meta Knight hasn’t shown up in days, and we have no idea if 
Kirby is alive!” She shouted in Bun’s face. 


Bun’s response was to put the comic book he was reading down and 
look directly in Fumu’s eyes. 


“I don’t know about the rest of that stuff, but ’m not worried about 
Kirby because I know him. He defeated Nightmare, and whatever he’s 
doing now I’m sure he’s handling it.” 


Fumu was taken aback by her brother’s sudden change in attitude. 
She had been worrying for days, thinking he might have gotten 
distracted or walked directly into danger without a care. Bun had faith 
in Kirby the whole time she had been pacing around. Was he growing 
up a little? 


Fumu sat down next to Bun and sighed. 


“T know... it’s just... I can’t help but wonder what would happen if 
something actually got to him.” 


“You mean if he had lost the fight to Nightmare?” 
“Yes, something like that.” 


The thought chilled Fumu to the bone. Imagining if something had 
defeated Kirby. If Kirby was no longer apart of their lives. No longer 
apart of the town. Thinking about the looks of disbelief and shock 
from the residents, even Dedede. 


She knew that despite Dedede’s insistence that he couldn’t stand 
being within a mile of Kirby, he really cared. That time when Dedede 
thought Kirby had exploded proved that. He said he needed Kirby to 
be his enemy. 


Speaking of Dedede, she wondered what had happened to him. 
Dare she think it, but she was actually a bit concerned for the 
bumbling king. She hated not knowing anything on a certain subject. 


“Bun?” 
“Hmm?” Bun looked up from his comic book. 


“What do you think happened to Dedede?” She tip-toed around the 
question carefully. She didn’t want him to think she wasn’t smart 
anymore just because she didn’t know the answer to one question. 


“He might be possessed.” Bun answered, completely serious. 
(watch?v = l8Wegtyxp4) 


“Bun, PLEASE tell me your joking.” Fumu crossed her arms. She 


might have considered it a small possibility if the Demon Beasts were 
still around, but now? 


“You’ve been reading too many of those comic books. Read 
something intellectual for a change like I do.” 


Bun rolled his eyes. “I’m just saying, it sounds very similar to a 
story I heard once.” 


“Was this story by any chance something you read from one of 
those paranormal magazines you pick up at the store?” 


“...Maybe, but it could be true!” 


“Mhmm, and maybe Dedede is only one of the many victims of this 
evil possession.” 


“You know, I think I liked it better when you were just pacing. You 
didn’t make fun of what I read when you were doing that.” 


“Ugh, you’re so ungrateful to my sisterly advice!” Fumu stood up 
and stomped off to the non-fiction section of the library. 


Bun rolled his eyes again. Finished with his comic book, he headed 
to the paranormal section and sat down to read. 


(watch?v = fM-ez_-5rQs) 


Kirby and his trio of animal friends had crossed the Rainbow Bridge 
and were in the Rainbow Island of Cloudy Park. 


They stepped onto the soft white clouds, not used to such a feeling. 


“Hey, I just thought of something.” Rick said suddenly. “Clouds are 
actually just water right?” 


“Yes, I can breathe up here without problems.” Kine said. 


“No, I mean... how have we not fallen through the clouds by 
gravity and physics?” 


Kirby’s only response was to shrug and continue on his way. 


He bounced happily through the clouds without a care in the world. 
Then he tripped on something. How can one trip on a cloud? Rick, 
Coo, and Kine tugged Kirby, who was stuck in the cloud headfirst, 
freeing him. 

They looked at the offending object, only to see a familiar block. 


Kirby used his cutter on his hat to break through the blocks and 
pulled out a chest. Kirby opened the chest to reveal the sixth Rainbow 
Drop. 


The rest of the trip through Cloudy Park was a breeze. They had 
little to no trouble out of any of the residents, and the clouds had 
many shortcuts. Suddenly, Kirby tripped over something again. Kirby 
peered down only to see a giant eye staring back at him. 


Kirby jumped back and the eyeball sprung out of the clouds. It was 
Kracko Jr. back for revenge. Right now he was in his weakened form 
until he becomes Kracko again. 


Kracko Jr. sent small shock waves towards Kirby. He quickly 
dodged them and threw his cutter blade at Kracko Jr., wounding him. 
Then it suddenly exploded. 


Rick clapped. “Well, that was quick. Now we can go and—” 


Then Kracko emerged, in his full cloud form with yellow spikes 
sticking out. He fired a star laser beam towards Kirby. He dodged and 
threw his cutter blade. Kracko flew higher into the clouds, striking 
Kirby with a lightning bolt. Coo grabbed Kirby and flew up to the 
cloud cyclops. 


Kirby threw his cutter blade once more and struck Kracko down. 
Kracko then retreated into the clouds, letting them pass. 


Kirby held the Rainbow Drop up to the light, revealing the next and 
last Rainbow Island. Kirby’s town was the seventh Rainbow Island all 
along. 


(watch?v = h6wZfvDiL2Y) 


Now it was Gooey who was pacing around the library in a quiet 
panic. 


He couldn’t let the town share the same fate as so many other 
places, but what could he do? He was just a blob. A sad, sad little 
blob. 


“Hey Gooey, what are you up too?” 


“Tt’snotmyfault! Oh, Bun. It’s just you.” Gooey sighed in relief. 
“What are you reading?” 


“It’s a book about paranormal activity. My sister thought it was 
dumb. Wanna look?” 


Gooey hopped over to Bun, only to feel extremely uncomfortable 
looking at the book contented with such horrors. 


“Isn’t it creepy? There are residents from other planets that say 
they’ve been possessed before, going into long comas and their bodies 
start mutating or something.” 


“Mutating how?” Gooey was almost afraid to ask. 


“They grow extra eyes in certain places, extra mouths, pretty much 
extra body parts.” 


“Ewww... that’s gross.” 


“The strangest part is that after they wake up from the possession, 
all the mutations are gone. They’ve never been able to prove the 
possessions were true, even though there were pictures.” 


“If there were pictures then why wasn’t that enough proof?” Gooey 
asked. 


“My sister says that anyone can edit a picture to make it look real. 
She would go crazy if I was actually right about something instead of 
her for once.” 


Gooey sort of knew how it felt. His family never listened to him 
either. Never listened to his thoughts or opinions on something. That’s 
why he doesn’t really share his opinions with anyone anymore. 


However, Bun’s family actually loved and cared for him. They 
would never kick Bun out for choosing a job he wanted and loved 
instead of their preferred choice. Gooey longed for such a family... 


A dark rumble was heard from the castle. Fumu, Bun, and Gooey 
looked out the window to see the castle completely transformed into a 
place that reeked of something evil. Then they saw someone walking 
down the street with a determined expression. 


“Kirby!” 


Author’s Note:Another chapter done! We’re getting so close to 
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5. Floating Darkness 
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“Kirby!” 


Kirby was marching up the road with his animal friends. Fumu 
raced towards Kirby. She grabbed him and squeezed him in a tight 
hug. Bun and Gooey followed. 


“See sis. I told you he could handle it.” Bun crossed his arms and 
smirked. 


“T knew that. Don’t be stupid.” Fumu puffed her cheeks. 


“Tt’s not over yet. We still have one more place to go.” Coo pointed 
over at the dark castle. 


“Oh Kirby, I thought you might have been doomed for a moment 
there!” Gooey bounced to Kirby. 


“Kirby okay, poyo.” Kirby reassured everyone. Then glanced to the 
castle. He knew what he had to do. They all knew what had to be 
done. 


“Kirby, just promise me you'll be careful.” Fumu looked at Kirby in 
the eyes. 


“Kirby promise, poyo.” Kirby smiled, then headed towards the 
ominous castle that was once their home. 
Fumu didn’t want to let him go, but if he didn’t do something who 
would? 


(watch?v = cOlCCc-_2sg) 


Kirby and friends approached the drawbridge that was still sealed 
shut. Kirby held out the six Rainbow Drops. The drawbridge slowly 
creaked open and the quartet stormed inside. They needed to find the 
last Rainbow Drop, but where was it? 


The group then noticed tiles on the floor. One was of Spark Kirby, 
then Flame, then Ice. They headed down the hall where the tiles were 
pointing at. Inside was a room with copy abilities. Kirby chose the 


Spark ability. 


“Of course. The doors will open depending on the order of the copy 
abilities.” Coo understood the puzzle. 


Kirby approached the door and it opened revealing the next room. 
Kirby chose the Flame ability. The next room he chose the Ice ability. 


The final room revealed a chest like the ones they saw before. The 
seventh Rainbow Drop. Kirby held it expectantly. Nothing happened. 
Wasn’t something supposed to happen when they were all together? 
Regardless, they continued on their way through the castle. 


It was frightening the way the castle had changed. The once bright 
windows were now in gloom. The halls were now dark and deserted. 
It looks like the castle has been left for ten years rather than a few 
days. Kirby could only wonder where Dedede was. 


The group reached the balcony to find Dedede waiting for them. 


“Dedede okay, poyo!” Kirby rushed to the now awake king only to 
be bopped on the head with his hammer. Then Kirby glanced into the 
king’s eyes. No emotion, no reaction, no life in them at all. Dedede 
raised his hammer again. Kirby dodged and ran behind Dedede 
cowering. 


(watch?v = HPmYIFEuSPQ) 


Dedede jumped up, attempting to step on Kirby. Kirby didn’t want 
to fight him, but it would seem that’s his only choice. Kirby inhaled a 
star and hurled it at Dedede. The penguin fell over, but rose back up 
to his feet. It was like Dedede wasn’t in control of himself. As if the 
poor king were being tugged by strings similar to a puppet. 


Kirby inhaled another star when Dedede lunged for Kirby. It hit the 

penguin once again. The king was beginning to get angry and threw 
his hammer at the pink puffball in his blind rage. 
Kirby dodged the hammer and hurled another star. This only made the 
king angrier, slamming his hammer on the ground sending shock 
waves. Kirby hurled one final star. The king slumped onto the ground 
in defeat, his foot twitching every few seconds. 


Suddenly, the Rainbow Drops began to glow. They floated in the air 
then joined together to form a sword of vibrant colors. The Rainbow 
Sword. Fumu, Bun, and Gooey raced to the balcony to find Kirby and 
the king. Then Dedede’s body began glowing a dark color. A black 
being with one eye floated out of Dedede and into the dark cloud 
above them. The Rainbow Sword dragged Kirby along with the 
creature. 


Bun stared at Fumu. 
“Bun, don’t you even—” 
“I was right! It was possession!” 


“That doesn’t mean anything! Kirby’s in danger!” Fumu yelled in 
defense. 


If Gooey had fingernails, he would be biting them in suspense and 
Worty. 


Kirby and the creature were ascending into the starry skies. The 
creature now took the form of a swordsman with long spiky black 
hair, wearing a tan coat and cape. 


“Who are you, poyo? What wrong with Dedede poyo?” Kirby 
frowned. 


“T am Dark Matter.” it spoke. It’s voice sounded distorted and 
monotone. 


“What trying to do to Dreamland?!” Kirby shouted. 


“Tt’s simple really. Domination. This land was so peaceful and quiet, 
it was too easy. A land with a king that doesn’t have any respect or 
admiration from his subjects. Who would care?” 


How could Dark Matter speak of taking away a person’s free will so 
lightly? Maybe Dark Matter didn’t have much free will to begin with. 


“So, what will it be little Star Warrior? Will you step down and 
accept defeat from your obviously more experienced opponent, or will 
you oppose me?” 


Kirby swung the Rainbow Sword at Dark Matter, sparks flying as it 
was swung against his face plate. 


“T thought that would be your answer. I will show no mercy. I 
cannot feel such emotion as pity.” 


(watch?v = Cz1BVfc9HJg) 


Dark Matter swung his sword at Kirby, a black sphere heading his 
direction. Kirby redirected the sphere towards the swordsman, taking 
damage from the attack. Dark Matter rushed forward with his sword. 
Kirby maneuvered out of the way. 


The pink puffball swung his sword across the dark swordsman’s 
face. Dark Matter sent a dark sphere towards the Star Warrior. Kirby 
redirected the attack once again. Dark Matter swung his sword, 
releasing small beams from it. Kirby dodged with ease and redirected 


another dark sphere. 


Dark Matter gave a soft cry and disappeared in a puff of smoke. In 
the swordsman’s place was a round black creature with one large 
orange eye with a ring of small orange spheres around it’s body. Kirby 
thought it almost looked like a sunflower. An evil sunflower. 


Suddenly, Kirby felt a sinking feeling. Both of them were slowly 
descending back to Popstar. 


(watch?v = D6QzebilKDo) 


“Ugh. You idiotic puffball!” It bellowed, finally showing emotion. 
“You’ve reduced me to my true form, but no matter. I may fall, but 
I’m taking you with me.” Dark Matter regained his composure and 
flung four orange orbs at Kirby. The Star Warrior sent them back with 
ease. Dark Matter repeated his attack with Kirby flinging them back. 


Dark Matter fired dark beams in a circular motion, then charged 
towards Kirby. The pink puffball swung the Rainbow Sword at Dark 
Matter. They were falling faster than before. Dark Matter sent a black 
laser beam from his eye. The young Star Warrior dodged again. 


The dark being flung the orange orbs again. Kirby redirected them 
again, this time severely wounding it. They were falling faster towards 
the surface. Kirby’s stomach did flips as their descent intensified. 


Dark Matter lunged towards Kirby one final time. The Star Warrior 
swung his sword, then Dark Matter’s eye widened. 


“He said... this was supposed... to be easy... I’ve been... defeated 
by a child... you were... supposed to be felled... with me...” Dark 
Matter evaporated into a black substance. 


Kirby was still falling at an alarming pace. He couldn’t do anything. 
The pink puffball slowly felt himself losing consciousness. 


There was a bright flash of light that could be seen from Popstar. 
The last Rainbow Bridge was restored. All the Rainbow Bridges began 
to glow, signaling that they were complete once again. The dark cloud 
had vanished along with Dark Matter. 


“But where’s Kirby?” Fumu thought desperately. 


Dedede had managed to stand up, and looked towards the sky. 
Everyone looked up with him. 


“KIRBY!” Fumu yelled, seeing the puffball’s rapid descent. 
(watch?v = sOSSUHxIqQA) 


Kirby’s eyes blinked open, then grabbed the Rainbow Sword that 
was falling with him. Kirby flew over the sky, sword in hand. He 
waved at his friends before landing on the castle balcony, completely 
unharmed. 


“Kirby!” He was trapped in a hug by Fumu, Bun, Gooey, Rick, Coo, 
and Kine. Kirby was happy to get such positive attention, but he 
couldn’t help but wiggle free and make his way towards Dedede. 


“Kirby just saved you! You owe him a thank you!” Fumu growled at 
the king. 


Dedede looked at the smiling puffball, holding his stubs out for 
him. 


“No one else would have saved me if you hadn’t... so I guess I 
should say...” Kirby’s smile grew with each word. 


“Thaaaaaaa— Clean up this mess you idiot!” Dedede stomped off 
flustered. 


“Ugh. So ungrateful. He owes Kirby a thank you and an apology!” 
Fumu stomped her foot. 


Bun chuckled. “Speaking of apologies sis, you owe me one.” 


“What do I have to apologize for?!” Fumu denied, then ran back 
inside the castle. 


Kirby wasn’t upset by Dedede’s reaction at all. He knew that deep 
down, the king was very thankful towards him. He was just bad with 
expressing such feelings. 


One week later, almost everything was as if the Dark Matter 
incident had never happened. Fumu and her family, along with 
Escargon and the Waddle Dees had moved back into the castle. 
Gooey’s fishing business had went over very well with the town. 
Gooey even had a house next to the river now. Rick, Coo, and Kine 
went to their respective homes on the Rainbow Islands, but promised 
to visit Kirby soon. 


Kirby was doing as well as ever. He walked into his home after a 
long day of playing in the town. Then he saw something on his table. 
It was a watermelon with a note attached. 


It said, “I know I didn’t properly thank you, so um yeah. Here’s your 
thank you. Just because I gave you a watermelon doesn’t mean I like you 
or anything! — DDD” Kirby couldn’t really read all of it, but he saw 
Dedede’s signature so he knew who it was. He knew Dedede really did 
care, but now he had a note to prove it. 


After eating his watermelon dinner, Kirby crawled under the covers 
of his bed ready for a good night’s rest. 


“T,.. ’m ashamed of my failure.” 

“T... Pll succeed at the next planet...” 

“No... you are not to be assigned any more mission by yourself.” 
“TJ... 1 know I can prevail! If that pink Star Warrior hadn’t—” 
“Are you questioning my orders?” 

“No... no never...” 


“Experimentation and observation... that is what we do. If we can 
not succeed at such a goal, what purpose do we have? Now... we are 
going to strive for another experiment...” 


“T understand... I follow your orders without hesitation.” 


Author’s Note: The first arc is finished with another one 
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6. Darkness Arises 


It has been one month since the Dark Matter incident. Kirby had 
attended other speaking lessons, and could speak mostly proper 
English, except he still spoke in third person. He still said everyone’s 
names instead of saying ‘he’ ‘she’ or ‘they’ because he insisted that, “If 
Kirby doesn’t say everyone’s names. Everyone will forget everyone’s 
names.” Fumu thought this was ridiculous and tried to reassure him 
that everyone wouldn’t forget their names or Kirby’s. However, 
considering some of the people in the village he might be properly 
paranoid. 


It was a beautiful day. Rick, Coo, and Kine had come to visit on the 
beach. They had come to catch up on each other’s lives. Rick had 
recently found a girlfriend. Coo had been living peacefully in Big 
Forest since Nruff had been taken down from his pedestal. Kine had 
the most exciting news. 


“Can you believe it?! I’m married!” The ocean sunfish jumped up 
from the water. 


“Oh, that’s great!” Fumu clapped, remembering Kine’s silly crush 
on her a while back. 


“Wait, you mean in the one month you’ve been gone, you’ve 
already got a girlfriend and got married?” Bun scratched his head. 


“T know it seems too soon, but we actually knew each other for a 
while. Suddenly, we just decided we were meant to be together.” 


“Aww!” Fumu blushed while Bun snickered in the background. 
Kine sang, “Out of everyone in the sea, she’s the only girl for me! ~” 


“Anyway, there’s another reason we’ve come here today.” Coo 
cleared his throat. “Some friends of ours are going to be staying in 
Dreamland until we can find other residence for them if they want it.” 


“Okay, who are they?” Fumu crossed her arms. 


“T would like to introduce Pitch the bird.” A small greed bird with a 
white stomach stood next to Coo. 


“Nago the cat.” Nago was light orange on the head and tail, brown 
on the back, and white on the stomach. He was also a bit portly. 


“and ChuChu the flapjack octopus.” A pink octopus with large 
purple eyes and a red bow on her head waved. She was eyeing Kirby 
cautiously. 


Kirby waved back at ChuChu, causing her to giggle lightly. Her red 
cheeks brightened. 


“Okay, now that everyone’s introduced where are we supposed to 
stay?” Nago inquired. 


Coo thought for a moment. “Pitch can find a tree very easily, 
ChuChu can stay at the beach, and Nago can bunk with Gooey.” 


“A cat staying in Gooey’s house, the place where he fishes, doesn’t 
sound like a good idea.” Bun pointed out. 


“Just because I’m a cat and chubby you automatically assume I’ll 
eat everything? Typical.” Nago grumbled. 


“It’s okay. Gooey already agreed that Nago could stay for the time 
being.” Coo said. 


The sun was beginning to set, so the group went their separate 
ways. It was just another normal day. 


Fumu woke up in the middle of the night, feeling as if something 
wrong was in the air. 
She hadn’t slept well that night anyway. She continued down the 
hallway until she saw Dedede on the balcony? What was he up to this 
late at night? She tiptoed closer to the king only to see a very unusual 
sight. 


(watch?v = Brl F46tZiQo) 


Dedede suddenly floated off the ground and straight across 
Dreamland. His eyes were tightly closed. Fumu had heard of 
sleepwalking, but this was ridiculous. 


Fumu raced down the hallway waking everyone up. Fumu 
explained what was happening to Dedede. Everyone including 
Escargon, Bun, her parents, and the Waddle Dees could only watch in 
astonishment as their king was floating away like a stray balloon only 
in a vertical line. 


“Your majesty, please wake up!” Escargon called. 
“Tf he wakes up, couldn’t he fall?” Parm said. 


“Do you think if I hit him with a rock he would come down?” Bun 
suggested. 


“Bun, that’s a terrible idea!” Fumu shouted. 


They could only watch as the king floated away beyond the 
horizon. 


The next day the Waddle Dees and Commander Waddle Doo were 
sent on a search party to find Dedede. They hadn’t seen hat or beak of 
the king. There were no traces of the penguin king. 


Kirby was puzzled by Dedede’s disappearance, but thought maybe 
it was something the king spent his money on. Paying someone for the 
power of flight didn’t seem to out of character for Dedede. 


Gooey and Kirby were fishing on this bright and sunny day. Kirby 
suddenly looked up to see a dark cloud sweep over the sky. The 
ground began to shake and a loud crash was heard. Fumu was running 
towards them in a frantic pace. 


“Popstar’s rings! They’re broken!” 
“No, not again!” Gooey cried. 


“Not again? What do you mean, not again?” Fumu eyed Gooey 
suspiciously. 


“Nothing! Anyway, we should take cover.” The blue blob hopped 
into the castle with Kirby and Fumu behind him. Kirby’s animal 
friends, new and old, were here too. 


“Coo, do you know anything about this?” Fumu asked the wise owl. 


“No, I don’t know what’s causing it. This darkness isn’t just here, 
it’s all over Dreamland.” The owl shook his head. 


“What can we do about it?” ChuChu asked frowning. 
There was a moment of silence. 
“T think Kirby should go.” Bun suggested. 


“Alone? Bun. He just came back from one adventure last month.” 
Fumu argued. 


“He won’t be alone. We'll go with him.” Coo, Rick, and Kine 
stepped up. 


“Us too!” Pitch, Nago, and ChuChu cried. 


“Don’t leave me here!” Gooey shouted. He wanted to help Kirby, 
but he also didn’t want to get stuck with house-sitting Kirby’s abode 
again. Fumu was also asking far too many questions out of Gooey’s 
comfort zone. She was constantly asking where he had come from or 


what his species was. 


“ ,.Fine, but be careful!” Fumu finally agreed, then eyed Gooey. She 
had a feeling he was hiding something, but she just couldn’t put her 
finger on what it could be. 


It was agreed. Their system of travel would be that one animal 
would travel through a certain section of each land with Kirby and 
Gooey at a time. The others would travel separately on a different 
path to look for the king as well. 


They had no idea what to do except look for Dedede. This plan was 
really dependant on flying by the seat of their pants, but they would 
figure out something. 


Kirby, Gooey, and the animal friends headed off on another 
adventure. They would begin their search in Grass Land. 


Fumu was letting Kirby go into danger blindly again. She knew he 
was a strong Star Warrior, but she couldn’t help but worry every time 
he wasn’t in the town or safe at his home. 


“You know you can’t act like his mom forever.” Bun said. 
“Shut up, Bun.” 


Unknown to everyone, under Dedede’s castle lied a secret project. 
Only three knights knew about this project. Sword Knight, Blade 
Knight, and Sir Meta Knight. 


Meta Knight glanced at the remains of the once powerful airship, 
the Halberd. The ship had been destroyed during the battle with 
Nightmare, but they were going to restore it to it’s former glory. 


“So, do you understand why you’re here?” Meta Knight asked his 
two knaves. 


“Yes sir. May I ask a question?” Sword asked. 
Meta Knight nodded his head, motioning for him to continue. 
“Why do we need an airship anyway?” 


“Dreamland may need a source of heavy artillery one day.” Was the 
dark blue knight’s only response. 


Blade and Sword shrugged their shoulders. If their superior wanted 
the Halberd fixed, he must have had good reasons for it’s future. 


“First, we should check under the hood for damage checks.” The 
blue knight instructed. 


Sword waved his hands, “Um, Sir Meta Knight? I may have forgot 
to mention—” 


(watch?v = KFPB2sVUXGI) 


Meta Knight lifted the hood to find no internal mechanisms of any 
kind. Instead, there were blankets, books, canned foods, a few 
utensils, and a ukulele. The knight turned towards Sword in slight 
puzzlement, Blade as well. 


“Er, I didn’t know we were going to fix it later. I thought it might 
make a good storage place.” 


“We spent money on this airship! We ordered supplies for repairing 
it a month ago! Why wouldn’t we fix it?!” Blade threw his hands up. 


“Well, I just thought that—” 


“Ts that my hairdryer?!” Blade sifted through the objects stowed in 
the airship. 


Meta Knight began looking through the pile and pulled out a book 
titled, “Toxic Buddy: Coping With an Angry Friend.” 


“Why would you need this?” Blade eyed Sword. 


Meta Knight continued to stare at Sword. “You could have hid 
everything inside the ship instead of the hood and there wouldn’t have 
been a problem.” 


“So that means...” 

“Remove everything from the Halberd’s hood and engine.” 
“By myself?” 

“By yourself.” 


Meta Knight tucked the book he took from the pile under his cape, 
deciding he would read it later. 


There were a few questions buzzing in Blade’s mind. 
“Why are we repairing the Halberd now?” 

“What is it going to be used for?” 

“Who is Sword’s ‘Toxic Buddy’?” 

“Why would Sir Meta Knight want to borrow that book?” 


He eventually decided that these were questions that could be 
answered at a different time. 
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7. Grass Land Returns 


(watch?v = VZiau4CTL4o) 


Kirby and his friends traveled to Grass Land. Kirby, Gooey, and 
Rick decided to journey through the first path while the others took 
an alternate route. 


Waddle Dees roamed the land carefree, despite the slightly dark 
skies. The group of three continued on their way. 


“Dedede, poyo!” Kirby called, looking for Dreamland’s king. 


“Kirby, if Dedede fell from the sky I don’t think he’ll be able to 
answer you...” Rick worded his response carefully. 


“Rick, stop poyo!” Kirby pushed his friend out of the way, landing 
on a startled Gooey. 


“What? What was that for?” Rick asked bewildered. 
Kirby pointed to a single pink tulip in front of the group. 
“Rick almost stepped on the flower, poyo.” 


Rick was a little irritated that Kirby tackled him for a flower, but 
admired his will to protect the flora of Grass Land. 


“T can’t breath.” Gooey’s muffled voice said from under Rick. 


Rick climbed off of Gooey and they continued their search. A short 
time later, being careful not to step on any tulips, they reached the 
end of the path. A tulip was planted in the ground as if waiting for 
them. 

Then the tulip sparkled and a strange object was in Kirby’s arm stubs. 
It was the shape of a heart, but glittered and shined like a star. It 
changed color from yellow to orange. 


“Hey, Kirby... what is that thing?” Rick eyed the object. 
“Tt’s so pretty!” Gooey watched the object sparkle. 
They met up with the rest of the group to discuss their find. 


Coo examined the object. “It’s a Heart Star. They form with feelings 
of sincere gratitude. It’s been said in legend that collecting several 
Heart Stars can create a super weapon.” 


“A weapon based off of hearts and gratitude?” Rick chuckled. 


“Haven’t you heard the expression ‘kill with kindness’?” Coo 
responded. 


Kirby felt warm and fuzzy inside holding the Heart Star. He wanted 
to see more. 


(watch?v = Fn3m3cNwqAM) 


ChuChu joined Kirby and Gooey through the next path. She was 
fascinated by Dreamland as she lived in a different country most of 
her life. This land had things the others didn’t have. 


The three decided to sit down and have a lunch break after 
searching a while longer. They sat under an apple tree. Gooey’s long 
tongue grabbed the apples with ease. However, Kirby was having 
more difficulty. He couldn’t use his inhaling ability, because there was 
a nest with birds in it. He didn’t want to cause an accident. 


ChuChu noticed Kirby’s dilemma and stretched one of her arms. 
She grabbed a shiny red apple and popped it into Kirby’s mouth. He 
blushed a little and mumbled a thank you. 


“Um... excuse me...” a voice was heard from behind the bushes. A 
green creature with a spring-like body and no limbs hopped out. 


“Um... hi. My name is MuchiMuchi. Could you do that again? That 
was so adorable...” he said shyly. 


ChuChu blinked in surprise, but grabbed an apple and pushed it 
into Kirby’s mouth. Kirby blushed a deeper red, not used to the 
attention. 


“Aww... that’s so adorable! I wish I had a girlfriend...” MuchiMuchi 
dreamily smiled, then hopped on his way. 


ChuChu’s face turned rose red at the compliment. 
“But... he’s not... we’re not...” 

She turned around to see Gooey with a goofy smile. 
“Daaw! You two are adorable.” He snickered. 


ChuChu responded by grabbing an apple and chucking it at Gooey’s 
forehead. 


Suddenly, a Heart Star formed in Kirby’s hands, perhaps because of 
MuchiMuchi’s feelings towards Kirby and ChuChu? 


Kirby and his friends found the meeting point and Coo switched 


places with ChuChu. Coo wondered why ChuChu was so flustered. 
(watch?v = hNrG5sEYu80) 


The team of Kirby, Gooey, and Coo continued to search for the 
king. They found no traces of Dedede anywhere. 


Suddenly, a spiked object sailed over their heads. 


“Uh, dudes? Could you help me find my ball?” A round light blue 
creature asked. He looked very similar to Kirby, but he wasn’t a Star 
Warrior and he wore a red cap. 


Kirby jumped into the bushes and pulled out a Gordo. 
“Yeah, that’s my ball!” 

“Sir, that is not a ball. That is a Gordo.” Coo clarified. 
“Where I’m from, we use Gordos as balls.” 


Kirby handed the Pitcher Man the Gordo ball and was rewarded 
with a Heart Star. 


“Ts it just me or does it seem we're just doing community service 
instead of looking for the king?” Gooey asked. 


The three knights were hard at work repairing the Halberd. 


Meta Knight had been hunting out potential crew members. He 
found a very eager Waddle Dee with a sailor hat that was simply 
dubbed ‘Sailor Dee’. “The Waddle Dee was currently checking the 
exhaust pipes and internal workings in the back of the ship.” Sailor 
Dee. “Meta Knight called, wanting a status report. 


(watch?v = p6kAruRfZHO) 


“You rang, dude? I mean, sir. You rang, Sir Meta Knight, dude? 
Meta Knight? Sir Meta Knight, sir?” 


“’,.What sort of condition is the back of the ship in?” Meta Knight 
disregarded Sailor Dee’s odd greeting. 


“Well, there are holes in the exhaust pipes. Some of the gears in the 
back have been torn out or damaged.” 


“Very well, replace the gears and arrange them in their correct 
order.” Meta Knight handed an instruction manual to the Waddle Dee. 


“Yes sir dude. I mean Meta Knight sir dude. I mean Sir Meta Knight 
sir!” Sailor Dee sprinted to the back of the Halberd. 


Sword shook his head. “Yeesh, new recruits.” 


Blade glared at his companion. 


“Ooh look! The Halberd’s hood is empty! I should stuff a ukulele in 
it!” Blade’s voice was dripping in sarcasm. 


“T cleaned all of that up! So quit bringing it up.” 

“Do you even play the ukulele?” 

“T might learn one day...” 

“Lies! You just pick up something when you think it’s cool!” 
“Not true!” 

“True!” 


The two stopped when they noticed Meta Knight was standing 
behind him, watching them squabble like children. 


“Er, Sir Meta Knight...” They said nervously. 


“Report to the back of the ship and assist Sailor Dee with the 
gears.” The blue knight’s focus was on them. 


Sword and Blade walked to the back of the Halberd as they were 
told, their heads down in shame. Meta Knight would fix the hood 
himself. 


“I feel so ashamed.” Blade said. 


“T feel the same. We shouldn’t fight over stupid stuff like that.” The 
other knight nodded. 


“Sir Meta Knight dude sir! We’re ready to test the exhaust pipes!” 
Sailor Dee called. 


Meta Knight nodded. The moment the Halberd was activated smoke 
was spewed from the pipes. Sailor Dee was rolling on the ground, 
coughing from the nauseous fumes. Sword, Blade, and Meta Knight 
weren’t as affected due to their masks. 


“Okay, we still need to work on the exhaust pipes!” Sailor Dee 
coughed. 


“You three may take a break. I can work by myself for a while.” 
Meta Knight instructed his crew of three. 


“Sir... are you sure?” Sword hesitated. 


“I do want you to find a gas mask for Sailor Dee. The fumes are too 
strong to withstand without one.” Meta Knight looked at the poor 
Waddle Dee still coughing on the ground. 


“Yes, sir.” Each knight took one of Sailor Dee’s arms and lifted him 
up. 
“Tt’s okay little buddy. We’ve got you.” Sword reassured Sailor Dee. 


They carried him to their room where he could rest for a while. 
They found a gas mask for the Waddle Dee for when he was ready to 
work again. 


“Hey Blade...” 
“Yes, Sword?” 


“Thinking of masks, have you ever seen Meta Knight without his?” 
Sword asked. 


“Now that you mention it, no I haven’t.” 


Sword put his hand to his chin in thought. “He always wears his 
mask. Even when it’s really hot or when he eats. I think when he has 
to take off his mask to eat something, he always retreats somewhere 
else.” 


“T’ve noticed he’s missing around dinner sometimes.” Blade said. 


“Why do you think he never takes it off? What do you think he 
looks like?” 


“Maybe he has a really severe scar? Remember when we first met 
him? He was chasing Chilidog, so maybe the beast burned his face 
before and hides it like The Phantom of the Opera?” Blade theorized. 


“That could be true. I’ve wanted to ask him about it, but he can be 
so... intimidating.” 


“.... can’t help but feel that we’re thinking about something 
forbidden.” Blade shivered. 


“Forbidden? How?” 


“Let’s just try to forget about it. If he wanted us to see his face, we 
would know what he looked like by now.” 


“Aww... but it’s just so mysterious! Admit that you want to know 
too!” Sword said exasperated. 


“That may be true, but I will respect Sir Meta Knight’s privacy. 
That’s the end of the matter.” 


Blade sighed. “You love to kill my fun, don’t you?” 
(watch?v = BuBQJ3eeCTS8) 


Kirby, Gooey, and Nago traveled the fourth area of Grassland. They 
were stopped by a rare sight. A human girl. She had black hair tied 
into twin braids and wore a red outfit. 


“Excuse me. Can you help me? My name is Chao. My monkey 
friend Goku is missing. Could you find him?” She asked. 


“Sure, we’ll find him miss.” Nago said. 
The three headed off in search of the monkey. 


“Nago, are you sure that was such a good idea? We don’t know if 
we can find a monkey.” Gooey asked. 


“How hard can finding a monkey around these parts be?” 


An hour later, there was still no sign of the monkey. They 
continued searching anyway. 


Finally, they came across a block structure. Kirby inhaled a nearby 
Rocky and transformed into Stone Kirby. Kirby knocked down the 
blocks with ease. They traversed through the cavern and stopped in a 
room. 


A creature with a body of flames and grey feet charged towards 
them. Nago picked up Kirby in his Stone form and tossed him at the 
creature. The being was knocked out instantly. A sack dropped from 
the ceiling and a monkey popped out. 


“Goku, poyo!” Kirby pointed. 


The trio escorted the monkey to Chao and were rewarded with a 
Heart Star. 


(watch?v = Fn3m3cNwqAM) 
The fifth path was taken by Kirby, Gooey, and Kine. 


“Hey guy. Is it okay if I can visit my wife? She lives here.” Kine 
asked. 


They went by Grass Land’s ocean and saw a pink ocean sunfish. 
“That’s Mine! My love!” Kine hopped to his wife. 
“Hi, Kine! What’s taken you so long to get home?” Mine asked. 


“Well you see. The king’s gone missing and Kirby needs help 
finding him or something really terrible could happen. There’s a dark 
cloud over Dreamland and it could mean impending doom.” Kine 
explained, as if it was an everyday occurrence. 


“Okay. I understand. You need to help Kirby. Thank you for telling 
me you’re going somewhere though.” 


“T’ll be back as soon as this mess blows over!” Kine said. 


A Heart Star formed in front of the trio. The love of Kine’s wife 
created it. 


(watch?v = VZiau4CTL4o) 


On the sixth and final path of Grass Land, there was a billboard in 
their way. 


“Juggling shapes lost, if found please return to Pierre.” It read. 


“T suppose we’re supposed to look for shapes?” Coo asked. On their 
way, they found a blue rectangle block, an orange sphere, and a green 
triangle. 


At the end of the path, they saw a clown they assumed was Pierre. 
The clown was overjoyed and rewarded them with a Heart Star. 


Kirby and Gooey arrived at a large familiar tree. 
“Not Whispy, poyo!” 


“Ugh, it’s you again... you have the arrogance to show up again?! 
This dark cloud must be your fault!” Not Whispy bellowed. 
“This isn’t our fault! We just need to pass through so it can’t do any 
more damage!” Gooey protested. 


“You may have caused pain and sorrow here, but no more! You’re 
not going anywhere!” Not Whispy threw apples at Kirby. Kirby and 
Gooey grabbed the fruit and threw them back. This only made Not 
Whispy angrier. 


Not Whispy ripped himself from the ground, chasing after them 
using his roots as feet. He continued to throw fruit at Kirby and Gooey 
in an attempt to slow them down. The two threw it back at Not 
Whispy. The tree finally gave up and planted his roots again. 


Suddenly, the Heart Stars began to glow. A strange dark substance 
was sucked out of the ground and air. The dark cloud above Grass 
Land disappeared. 


“Huh, what am I doing way over here?” Not Whispy asked. “It’s not 
too bad. I can feel the sun better here anyway.” 


Not Whispy allowed them to pass without any further interruptions. 
Tomorrow, the group would go to the next land to search and gain 
more Heart Stars. They would go to Ripple Field. 


Author’s Note: Not Whispy has returned! But only for this 
chapter. Like I said, not much action in this chapter, but luckily 
Sword and Blade are here to make it funny. Sailor Dee is so 
adorable. I picture him as really awkward when he first joins the 
crew. See if you can spot the Paper Mario: The Thousand Year 
Door reference. Reviews are very welcome. 


8. Tropical Island Tears 


Kirby and his friends arrived at Ripple Field. Before, Kirby traveled 
through the ocean part of Ripple Field, but this part was the land 
section. 


“Hey Kirby, can I go with you this time?” Kine asked. 
“But I wanted to go with him!” ChuChu protested. 

“T knew you liked him!” Kine said. 

“Shut up! Even if I do, that’s none of your business!” 


Kirby was at a loss on what to do. He’s seen people fight before, but 
it was never over him. 


“Umm, Kirby decided Kirby will go with Pitch.” Kirby said. 
Kine and ChuChu frowned, but ceased fighting. 
(watch?v = InMWwhOohMoYI) 


The trio of Kirby, Gooey, and Pitch traveled through the beautiful 
islands of Ripple Field. A little while later they stopped to notice a few 
shriveled white flowers called Kamuribanas. They desperately needed 
to be watered. 


Pitch dived into the water and spewed it out on the flowers. They 
instantly perked up. Pitch was rewarded with a Heart Star. 


On the second path Kirby and Gooey traveled with Kine. Kirby was 
using his umbrella ability to shield himself from the sun. Gooey for 
some strange reason doesn’t get hot easily. Kine was swimming along 
next to them. 


They noticed a yellow egg-shaped person with a green frill around 
their waist. He had an umbrella on his head. 


“You there! Twirl your umbrella!” The person said. 
Kirby complied, twirling the umbrella with style and grace. 


“My name is Bakasa. I am an expert on umbrellas, and you have 
impressed me with your skill.” 


Kirby had no idea what any of that meant, but he was rewarded 
with a Heart Star. 


(watch?v = 6FaV_fQ IXs) 
On the third path, the trio consisted of Kirby, Gooey, and Rick. 


On their way, they passed by a jar that was rolling about. Kirby 
shook the jar and an eel popped out. 


“Aah!” Rick yelled. “It’s an eel, ugh.” 


“Hey, man. I don’t think your big teeth are very attractive, but I 
don’t shout it to the world.” The eel said. 


“My name is Elieel. I got stuck in that jar. If you hadn’t seen me, I 
could’ve been stuck in there for a while.” He said, then gave them a 
Heart Star. 


“Thanks a lot man!” Elieel said, before diving into the ocean. 


Kirby couldn’t help but wonder what would happen if they had 
more. What was that weapon Coo described like? 


(watch?v = QJLXF48ENxw) 


Fumu and Bun were at the library. Bun was reading his paranormal 
magazines, which King Dedede recently was featured in. Fumu was in 
the non-fiction section again. 


Fumu couldn’t believe that her brother had been right about that 
possession nonsense. If he had been right about that, who knows what 
else he could be right about. She decided to swallow a small amount 
of pride and talk to her brother. 


“Hey Bun. What are you reading?” 


“My paranormal magazines. I think they should move them to the 
non-fiction section. Maybe you would take them seriously then.” Bun 
answered. 


“No! Just because one thing in that magazine was right, doesn’t 
mean the entire series should be moved!” 


“Ha! You admitted that I was right! Yes!” Bun did a fist pump. 


“Shut up! Anyway, there’s something I wanted to ask you.” Fumu 
asked in a serious tone. 


“Well, what is it sis?” 
“What do you think Gooey is?” 
“Ugh, this again?” Bun rolled his eyes. 


“Bun, this is serious! I’ve looked in every encyclopedia in this 


library and nothing matches up!” 


“What does it matter? Gooey is Kirby’s friend and is nice to him. 
That’s all that should matter to you.” Bun went back to reading his 
magazine. 


“Bun, don’t you ignore me!” 

Bun was engrossed in reading. 

“Bun!” 

“Fine, but Kirby better not get hurt!” she stomped off. 


He knew he didn’t have to worry about Kirby. Grass Land was 
already clear of the darkness, and he knew it was Kirby that did it. He 
didn’t know why his sister always had to be such a busybody. She 
wanted to know everything about everyone. 


Really, if Gooey is Kirby’s friend then she shouldn’t have anything 
to worry about. Even if Gooey did turn out to be some sort of monster, 
Kirby would be able to stop him. Kirby may be young, but he was a 
powerful Star Warrior. 


Bun continued to sift through his magazine. 


Dark Matter. The being that took control of Dedede. Could it have 
taken over others in the past the same way as their king? Where was 
their king now? Could Dark Matter have control of other planets, or is 
it apart of something greater? Something more powerful? 


It could be possible. He had read in the magazines that often 
widespread paranormal beings answered to something higher in 
power. If that were true, what does Dark Matter answer to? 

Wherever Kirby was now, he hoped he was ready. If it was true that 
Dark Matter answered to a being of higher power, Kirby might 
actually be in trouble. 


(watch?v = MnFdDNYnoNA) 


Kirby, Gooey, and Kine continued on the fourth path. Suddenly, 
they were stopped by a crying frog. 


“What’s wrong, poyo?” Kirby asked the frantically sobbing frog. 


“My... my baby! My name is Gamugael. My... my baby is missing. 
He’s gone... I’ve looked high and low... but there’s only so much 
ground I can cover...” she wailed. 


“Don’t worry. We'll find your baby.” Gooey tried to calm Gamugael. 


“Thank you! Please find him! His name is Kogamuguel!” 


The trio set off to search for the frog baby. They eventually stopped 
at a chamber. 


A strange creature that looked like a big gordo dropped down on 
them. It fired one of it’s spikes at Kirby. He inhaled it and shot it back 
at Captain Stitch. It then tried to ram them. They dodged and it fired 
another spike at Kirby. The spike was redirected at Captain Stitch. 


Kirby used his inhale ability on Captain Stitch, changing into 
Needle ability. But where was Kogamuguel? 


“Heeelp!” A faint cry was heard. 


The baby frog was trapped in a block cage. Kirby used his Needle 
ability to break the blocks. Kogamuguel was safe at last. They escorted 
the baby frog to his mother. 


“Thank you! We can be a family again!” Gamugael rewarded them 
with a Heart Star. 


On the fifth path, Kirby and Gooey were accompanied by Pitch. 


“Hey Kirby, if it’s okay there’s something I need to take care of 
here.” Pitch said suddenly. 


“What is it Pitch?” Gooey asks. 


“See, I actually ran away. I’m not supposed to be on this adventure. 
I want to make things right with my mom.” 


“Okay, poyo.” 


They walked until they could see a frantic bird that looked like 
Pitch, except pink in color. 


“Um, hi mama.” Pitch said quietly. 
“Pitch! Where have you been?! What are those things?!” She cried. 


“That’s Kirby and Gooey. They’re my new friends. I’ve been helping 
them get rid of the dark clouds.” 


“One looks like a giant blueberry and the other looks like a pink 
marshmallow with limbs! You’re coming home now!” 


“No mama. I want to help Kirby and Gooey. I want to help 
Dreamland.” Pitch stood his ground. 


“Absolutely not! You’re coming home and that’s final!” She 
shrieked. 


“So me coming home is more important than saving Dreamland?” 


“Tt’s too dangerous! Come home and you’ll be safe.” 


“Mama, if something isn’t done then no one will be safe. You have 
to let me go.” 


Pitch’s mother turned towards Kirby and Gooey. 
“Ts this true?” 


“Yes, it’s very likely.” Gooey replied. “All the darkness was sucked 
out of Grass Land, so something must have caused it to be there in the 
first place. If we don’t do anything, it could come back. Everyone 
could be in danger if nothing is done about it.” Gooey said, completely 
serious. 


“Mama, please let me help them. I can help.” Pitch quietly begged. 
“They need you. I guess I have to let you go...” 
“Mom, please don’t cry.” 


“No, ’m sad but happy at the same time. I’m sad to see you go, but 
happy that you’re needed for Dreamland’s sake.” 


“Mom...” Pitch’s eyes watered. 
“Just know that I’ll always love you, son. My little Pitchybird.” 
The two hugged out their differences. 


Gooey was sniffling at the beautiful display of family love. Why 
couldn’t his family have been more like that? 


Then a sparkling shiny Heart Star appeared in Kirby’s stubs. 


After Pitch’s tearful goodbye to his mother, they went on the sixth 
path. Rick was traveling with the two now. 


Then they passed by a crying block creature. 
“What’s wrong guy?” Rick asked. 


“T’'m HB-002. I’ve got all of these blocks... and I was going to carve 
a statue of myself with them.” He cried. 


“So, what’s stopping you?” Gooey asked. 

“T remembered I’m terrible at sculpting!” HB-002 wailed. 

Gooey and Rick sighed. They knew what was going to happen next. 
They arranged the blocks into HB-002’s exact shape. 

“Oh, it looks just like me!” He blushed. 


Kirby, Rick, and Gooey were rewarded with a Heart Star. 


Kirby and Gooey stopped at a large cave that would take them to 
the next land. They were stopped by a large grey whale. 


“Hey, are you friends with the floating penguin that disturbed me?” 
The whale asked. 


“Dedede, poyo?” Kirby asked. 


“Oh, so you DO know him! My name is Acro. For the good of 
Ripple Star, I will flatten you!” Acro tried to ram Kirby and Gooey. 
Acro crashed into the wall, sending a large boulder tumbling towards 
them. Kirby inhaled it and spit it at the whale. 


Acro growled and sped towards their direction again. Kirby 
repeated the process. Acro screamed in frustration and did a flop, 
making the floor below them cave in. 


Kirby and Gooey plunged into the water. Acro spat a rock at Kirby. 
He blew a large bubble, redirecting the rock into Acro’s face. The 
angry whale charged at them, causing an underground avalanche. 


Kirby and Gooey cautiously dodged the rocks. All the rubble 
headed towards Acro. The battle was over. 
Kirby and Gooey swam to the surface. The Heart Stars they collected 
suddenly pulled the darkness out of the sky and ground. 


Acro bobbed to the surface. “What happened to the floor? I didn’t 
hurt you guys did I?” 


“Kirby’s fine, poyo.” 
“Yeah, I feel fine too.” Gooey answered. 
“Acro said Acro saw Dedede, poyo?” 


Acro nodded. “Yeah, that penguin floated here not too long ago. I 
don’t know why it made me so mad. Maybe because penguins aren’t 
supposed to fly?” 


“Well, we’re chasing that penguin. Do you know where he went?” 
Gooey asked. 


“He floated towards Sand Canyon. Not sure if he’s still there 
though.” 


“Thanks Acro, poyo!” Kirby said. Kirby and his friends would head 
to Sand Canyon tomorrow and look for the king. 


Author’s Note: I feel like this chapter was well written 
somewhat. I like Pitch’s reunion with his mother. Fumu is such a 


busybody, just like the anime. Reviews are welcome. 


9. Sand Canyon Dreams 


(watch?v = cITumqjYU_k) 


Kirby and his friends arrived in Sand Canyon. The land was mostly 
dry, but there was some plant life scattered around. On the first path, 
Kirby and Gooey were accompanied by Rick. 


They were walking along when they were stopped by a strange 
sight. Talking mushrooms. 


“Please... please help us...” One of them whispered. 


“We are Geromazudakes... We can’t breathe properly... with the 
tulips here...” 


“Please... get rid of them...” 


Kirby knew a way this could work out for both of them. Kirby 
picked the tulips carefully, making sure he got them by the roots. 
Then he placed them in a water bottle Rick had been keeping. He was 
rewarded a Heart Star by the Geromazudakes. 


When they met up with the others, Kirby immediately gave the 
tulips to ChuChu. She blushed and said a quiet thank you. 


“Aaaw...” Gooey said, thankfully out of ChuChu’s hearing. 
(watch?v = 15Ms08TDzKO) 
On the second path ChuChu joined them. 


The three were on their way when they noticed a very angry 
woman She was round and yellow with red hands and black feet. She 
was furiously sweeping inside a building. 


“Of all the... how dare they leave me here...” she grumbled. 
“Excuse me, miss? Why are you so angry?” Gooey asked. 
“Angry?! Who said I was angry?!” She shouted. 


Kirby and ChuChu held their heads and Gooey fell on the floor in 
shock. 


“Sorry kids. My name is Obachan. Some idiots left the windows 
open here and a sandstorm blew in. Now there’s all this sand and 
guess who has to clean it up all by herself?” 


“Um... you?” Gooey said. 
“Yep. Now if you kids will excuse me, I have a mess to clean up.” 


Kirby, Gooey, and ChuChu looked at each other. All three picked 
up a broom and began sweeping. 


In one hour the building was sand free. 


“Thank you kids. I would have been here for three weeks if you 
hadn’t shown up.” Obachan then handed them a glittering Heart Star. 


On the third path, Pitch stood in for ChuChu. 


They had been walking for a while and still no sign of Dedede, 
floating or otherwise. They ran into a panicked chick-like creature 
with an eggshell on their upper body. 


“Oh, please calm down! Don’t touch that! Stay still!” He shouted at 
some Gordos. 


“Having some trouble?” Pitch asked. 
“My name is Caramello. I was asked to watch these Gordos, but they 
won't listen to me!” He replied. 


Kirby thought for a moment, then had an idea. 
“Poyo. Does Caramello have a newspaper?” Kirby asked. 


“Sure.” Caramello handed the pink puffball a newspaper. Kirby 
rolled it up then approached a misbehaving Gordo. It rumbled at him 
and was about to charge at him. Kirby whacked the Gordo in the face 
with the newspaper. 


“Bad Gordo! Bad!” Kirby whacked it again. 


“They just need discipline.” Pitch said as the whacked Gordo 
calmed down. 


Kirby handed the newspaper to Caramello. 
“Do you think you can handle them now?” Gooey asked. 


“Yeah, I can now. Thanks guys!” Caramello gave Kirby a Heart Star 
in exchange for their help. 


Meta Knight, Sword, Blade, and Sailor Dee continued their work on 
the Halberd. Sailor Dee could work on the back of the ship now that 
he had a gas mask. Sword and Blade were helping Sailor Dee with the 
gears and tailpipe, until they ran into a technical problem. 


“Um, Sir Meta Knight dude sir? We have a problem.” Sailor Dee 


said, his voice slightly muffled by his gas mask. 
Meta Knight approached the three. 


Sword pointed to the inner mechanisms on the Halberd. “See this 
part? It needs to be screwed in but we don’t have that kind of 
screwdriver.” 


“T guess that means we’ll have to go to the store for one.” Blade 
suggested. 


Meta Knight sighed inwardly. “Sword. Blade. I need you to come 
with me.” 


“Hey, while we’re there, can we get groceries?” Sword asked. 
(watch?v = ycgYycnF6-g) 


The three knights arrived at the town’s store to find a screwdriver, 
and on Sword’s suggestion, restock the fridge. 


“T don’t really like coming here.” Meta Knight said to his knaves. 
“Why not, sir? Is it because of the customers?” Blade asked. 
“No. They don’t bother me.” 

“Then why?” 


“It’s because...” Meta Knight was standing on the tips of his feet 
trying to reach a box of cookies. “I’m too small for everything here...” 
He thought. 


Somehow, the sight of their superior struggling in a futile attempt 
to grab something out of his reach was somewhat... odd. They had 
usually seen Meta Knight as a powerful and sometimes intimidating 
authority figure. Times like this made the blue warrior seem so small 
and vulnerable. 

Granted, they weren’t any taller than Meta Knight, but still... Blade 
approached the blue knight and lifted him up. Meta Knight grabbed 
the box and hopped off of Blade’s shoulders. 


“’..Thank you for your assistance, Blade.” Meta Knight walked to a 
different section of the store. 


“So... I guess he doesn’t like it here because he’s so short?” Sword 
said. 


“He’s too proud to ask for someone’s help or a ladder.” Blade 
replied. 


“Meta Knight’s cape can turn into wings. Why can’t he fly here 


when he needs to?” 


“The force his wings create would knock everything over, and it 
might scare some of the town residents.” 


Sword thought for a moment. “Have you noticed how Meta Knight 
is usually standing on something when he’s in public?” 


“Maybe he likes to feel taller?” 
Then the two realized something. 
“He has a height complex?” They both said. 


The thought of Meta Knight having doubts and insecurities was 
somewhat foreign to them. He always seemed so valiant. Since they 
had a discussion on the reason behind his mask, the two knaves had 
begun thinking about him in a different light. 


A few moments later, Meta Knight returned with the proper 
screwdriver. 


As the three knights returned to the castle, there were questions on 
Sword and Blade’s mind. 


“Sir Meta Knight, the king has been missing for a few days. What 
do you think happened to him?” Sword asked. 


Meta Knight thought for a moment. “I think a larger force is 
involved.” 


“Do you think Kirby can save Dreamland this time?” Blade asked. 
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...” Meta Knight’s only response was to look up into the dark 
clouds above in deep thought. 


(watch?v = 6FaV_fQ IXs) 
On the fourth path, Kirby and Gooey were accompanied by Nago. 


They continued on their way until they ran into a girl with long 
black hair with a ponytail wearing a kimono. 


“Excuse me. My name is Hikari. I can’t find my brother, Donbe. Can 
you find him? He’s short and has long light blue hair.” She said. 


The three agreed to find her brother. After a short time of walking, 
they found a small cavern. 


A strange enemy that had the appearance of a giant broom with a 
face attacked them. 


Haboki jumped high into the air, then crashed into them, slamming 


them into the ground. Kirby quickly inhaled Haboki, becoming Clean 
Kirby. 


They traveled further into the cavern and found Donbe. Kirby, 
Gooey, and Nago reunited the siblings. Hikari gave Kirby a Heart Star. 
“Oh, sis! I thought I would never see you again!” Donbe clung to his 
sister. 


“It’s okay now. We’re together again.” Hikari patted her brother on 
the head and held him close to her. 


Gooey could feel the sting of tears in his eyes. Why couldn’t he 
have a loving family like that? Why didn’t he have family that he 
could cry to when something was wrong? Family that would tell him 
everything would be okay and reassure him? It wasn’t fair. Fumu and 
Bun had their parents and each other. 


Kirby didn’t have any family, but Fumu and Bun thought of him as 
a member. Gooey pondered over this. Did Kirby ever wonder if there 
were others of his species? Did he ever long to learn of his origins? 


Gooey sighed internally. Kirby probably didn’t care about that kind 
of stuff. He had all the love he could ever want from Fumu and Bun. It 
just wasn’t fair. 


“Gooey poyo, is Gooey okay?” Kirby lightly shook Gooey. 


“Yeah...” Gooey composed himself. “Yeah, I’m fine. It just makes 
me feel funny when I see families together.” 


(watch?v = cITumqj YU_k) 


On the fifth path ChuChu joined them and Nago returned with the 
others. 


“Hey, did you know that a friend of mine lives around here? She’s 
an octopus too.” ChuChu said. “Can we visit her?” 


One question on the boys’s minds was how an octopus could 
survive in this type of environment. Maybe she had tons of bottled 
water like Kine? 


After a small amount of time passed, they met ChuChu’s friend. She 
looked like ChuChu except yellow with a white and pink sailor hat. 


“Nyupun!” ChuChu yelled. 
“ChuChu!” The two octopi hugged. 
“So, what have you been up to?” Nyupun asked. 


“Oh you know, community service. Looking for a missing king. 


Saving Popstar.” 


“Saving Popstar? Looking for a king? Sounds pretty important to 
me.” 


“Well, it’s sort of crazy how things work out like that.” 

“You always walk into crazy stuff.” The two octopi hugged again. 
Kirby felt left out so he joined the hug too. 

“Kirby?” ChuChu blushed. 


“Aww! Is he your boyfriend?” Nyupun asked while Gooey chuckled 
in the background. 


“No, he’s not... I mean...” ChuChu blushed a deeper red. 
“He’s so cute! Do you know where I could find someone like him?” 


Kirby didn’t know what they were talking about, but the 
conversation was making him nervous. 
“You two are so cute together!” Nyupun chuckled while Gooey was 
trying not to laugh. 


“Ubh... uh...” ChuChu’s untire body was the color of tomato. “We 
have to go! It was nice seeing you!” 


A Heart Star landed in a very confused Kirby’s arm stubs while 
being dragged away by ChuChu. Gooey hopped along behind them. 


(watch?v = GEiJzuXYZ98) 
On the sixth path, the trio consisted of Kirby, Gooey, and Coo. 


Suddenly, Kirby tripped over a strange object. It looked like a 
rectangular robotic head. The trio decided to take it with them, 
deeming it important somehow. A little walk later and they found 
what appeared to be a robotic body of the same design. 


They found two arms and the bottom of the body. With all the parts 
in hand they were approached by an old man in a lab coat. 


“Did you find my R.O.B.?” He asked. 
“What des that mean?” Gooey questioned. 


“Tt stands for Robotic Operating Buddy. He’s my greatest and most 
cherished invention.” 


Professor Hector took the parts and arranged them together to form 
R.O.B. again. Once the robot was complete, the trio was awarded a 
Heart Star by the scientist and robot. 


Kirby and Gooey finally reached near the end of Sand Canyon. They 
came across two layers of platforms. Suddenly, the two were suddenly 
attacked by an army of miniature raccoons and foxes. Then a larger 
raccoon and fox appeared. 


“My name is Pon.” The raccoon said. 
“Tam Con.” The fox said. 


“Um, excuse us. We’re trying to find a penguin. Possibly a floating 
penguin?” Gooey said. 


“Is that penguin a friend of yours?” Con asked, rubbing his paws 
together. 


“Um, sort of. Wait...” Gooey then realized he made a terrible 
mistake. 


“That penguin has made a mess out of our home!” Pon pounded his 
fists. 


“You said you knew him. That must mean you are here to spread 
more damage.” Con said. 


“No, poyo! Kirby and Gooey only want to help!” Kirby cried out. 


“Help? Look at that dark cloud. That wasn’t there before until you 
showed up.” Pon pointed to the cloud above, 


“You know, you haven’t exactly been trying to help Sand Canyon, 
you know.” Con pointed out. 


“Me? You haven’t helped at all either!” Pon yelled in retaliation. 
“Stupid tanuki!” 
“Greedy kitsune!” 


“Enough! We need to get rid of what’s causing the problem in the 
first place.” Con turned towards Kirby and Gooey. 


“We need to get rid of them.” 


The tanuki and kitsune duo dropped a spiked bomb at Kirby. The 
pink puffball grabbed Gooey and dodged. 
Some small raccoons charged at them. Kirby inhaled them and 
repelled them at Pon’s direction. Kirby and Gooey dodged another 
spiked bomb and inhaled the small raccoons and spit them back at 
Con’s direction. Con threw another spiked bomb, but the two dodged 
with ease. 


A small army of foxes stampeded towards Kirby. He used his inhale 


ability and spit them back at Pon and Con. The tanuki and kitsune 
both fell to the ground. 


The Heart Stars gathered around and dispelled the darkness from 
Sand Canyon. Light was restored to this area of Dreamland. Pon and 
Con steadily returned to their feet. 


“Why... why did we get so angry?” Pon said. 


“T don’t know. I’m sorry I called you a stupid tanuki. Even if you 
can be sometimes.” 


“Ym sorry I called you a greedy kitsune. Even though you are 
often.” 


The duo turned to Kirby and Gooey. 
“You said you were looking for a floating penguin?” Pon asked. 
“Yes, we heard that he went to this area.” Gooey said. 


“He did come by here. Then he passed us and floated in the 
direction of Cloudy Park.” Con answered. 


“Then our next destination is Cloudy Park.” Gooey said. 


“Thank you, poyo!” Kirby waved at Pon and Con. The two waved 
back and wished them luck on their journey. 


Gooey hoped they wouldn’t be too late. The king was always one 
step ahead of them. If they didn’t hurry, Dedede could meet a terrible 
fate. Gooey knew it was very possible, but as long as they collected 
Heart Stars everything should be fine. He could only hope. 


Author’s Note: All I can say is, it must be pretty embarassing to 
be one of the strongest warriors in the universe, but can’t even 
reach a box of cookies from a high shelf. There’s much more to 
Meta Knight than being a Star Warrior and teaching Kirby. He’s 
got problems and feelings too. 


10. Black and White 


Kirby and his animal friends arrived in Cloudy Park. This land was, 
as expected, mostly clouds. However, there were also mountains that 
reached up to Cloudy Park and buildings on the cloudy terrain. 


(watch?v = QvkaRYvrdZM) 


On the first path, the trio consisted of Kirby, Gooey and Rick. On 
their way through the clouds they stopped on a mountain to rest. 
Then they noticed some poor dirty flowers. 


“They’re Hibanamodokis.” Gooey said. “The air has gotten so thick 
with the dark clouds around that they can’t stay clean.” 


Kirby, Rick, and Gooey decided to clean the flowers. After the dark 
substance was taken from the flowers, they were now pink with a 
yellow center. The trio was awarded with a glittering Heart Star. 


On the second path, Kirby and Gooey were accompanied by Pitch. 


They had seen eye nor beak of Dreamland’s king. Dedede was no 
where to be seen here either. They continued on through the clouds 
until they heard a cry for help. They saw a frantic mother hen. 


“Hello, my name is Keko. My baby Piyo saw a balloon and when 
she got close to it the string wrapped around her foot and swept her 
away!” 


“Hmm, I know how we can get Piyo down.” Pitch said. 
Kirby inhaled a nearby Spikey to turn into Needle Kirby. 


“Here’s what were going to do.” Pitch told Keko. “Kirby is going to 
fly up to the balloon and when the spikes on his hat pop the balloon 
’ll catch Piyo.” 


It didn’t take long to find Piyo. She was scared and crying for her 
mother. Kirby inhaled to inflate himself and waved his arms to fly. He 
approached the balloon and popped it with the needles. Pitch swept in 
and caught the baby chick on his back. The mother and daughter were 
reunited. 


Piyo and Keko cried, this time with relief instead of fear. Gooey 
teared up a little and the trio was rewarded with a Heart Star. 


On the third path, ChuChu took Pitch’s place in the trio. 


They were walking along on the cloudy path until they noticed a 
being made of three spheres the top sphere with the face was yellow. 
The bottom sphere on the left was blue and the one on the right was 
red. 


“Ugh, since that dark cloud showed up, I can’t see color to save my 
life.” They grumbled. 


“Ts there anything we can do to help you?” ChuChu asked. 


“Tm glad you three came along. My name is Tamasan. See these 
Gordos here? I have to catalogue their colors, but I’ve lost the ability 
to see colors since the dark cloud showed up.” 


Gooey shuddered. The closer they were to the dark clouds, the 
worse the effects were. 


“It’s okay, poyo. Kirby, Gooey, and ChuChu will help Tamasan.” 
Kirby reassured Tamasan. 


The three catalogued the colors of the gordos in a short amount of 
time. 


“Thank you guys. I would have been stuck here waiting to see if my 
eyesight predicament would wear off if you hadn’t shown up.” 


The trio was rewarded with a Heart Star for their trouble. 


Fumu had been in the library for a while, researching what species 
Gooey could be. She didn’t care what Bun said, something was 
suspicious about that blue blob. 


Gooey seemed to have some knowledge of Dark Matter as far as she 
could tell. He would dodge and evade her questions and always went 
to Kirby first. He was hiding something, she knew it. 


Suddenly, she heard the chime of the library door opening. Meta 
Knight had arrived with a pile of books to turn in. All of them seemed 
to be about mechanics. 


“Sir Meta Knight? Where have you been?” She asked, somewhat 
annoyed at the knight’s absence for the past few days. 


The knight gave no response, he simply gazed at the several books 
Fumu had spread across the table. 


Realizing the blue knight wasn’t going to answer her question, she 
decided a different approach was best. 


“Sir Meta Knight, do you think Kirby’s friend might be dangerous?” 
Fumu asked. 


“He hasn’t shown any signs of hostility.” Meta Knight replied. 


“That’s what Bun said! What if he tries to hurt Kirby?! What if it’s 
too late to save him?” she growled. 


The knight was silent for a moment. “Fumu, could it be that you’re 
protective of Kirby?” 


“What’s that supposed to mean? Is it bad that ’'m worried for his 
well being? That I don’t want him to be brutally attacked?” 


“No, it’s natural to be worried. However, you can’t hold his hand 
forever.” 


“You did the same thing. When the demon beasts were around, you 
were there to watch or help him when he needed it.” 


“When Kirby needed my help. I will not continue to supervise him 
if he doesn’t need it or want it.” 


“Do you mean that Kirby doesn’t want my help anymore? He 
doesn’t want me around him anymore?” Fumu sniffled. 


“No, he would never think that way about you. However, this 
constant feeling of his choices being questioned could have effects.” 


“So... what should I do?” 


“Sometimes you need to blow on the flame, but sometimes the 
flame must be left alone so it can grow on it’s own.” Meta Knight 
walked to the checkout section with a new pile of books. 


Meta Knight returned to the castle, books in hand pondering the 
conversation. 


Considering that something dark was lurking in Dreamland, 
possibly more powerful than Dark Matter, could Kirby defeat this new 
darkness? 


Meta Knight delved into the basement to hear several screams and 
loud screeching. He cautiously opened the door, anticipating a 
possible ambush. 


Sailor Dee was holding his head, the loud noises increasing. “Sir 
Meta Knight dude sir! We were working on the inside of the Halberd! 
Then Sword pushed something and now it won’t stop making that 
noise!” 


Sword and Blade were frantically pushing buttons, trying to stop 
the obnoxious sirens. 


“Yow’re doing it wrong!” Sword yelled. 


“T think you made it worse!” Blade tried screaming over the sirens. 


The two knights immediately stood attentive when their superior 
stepped on board. 


“Sir Meta Knight!” Both of the knights were embarrassed to be 
caught in such a helpless position. 


Meta Knight simply walked up to the controls, pushed a small 
button once, then the sirens stopped altogether. 


The two knaves and Sailor Dee breathed a sigh of relief. Where 
would they be without their glorious superior? 


(watch?v = QvkaRYvrdZM) 
On the fourth path, Kirby and Gooey were accompanied by Coo. 


There was still no sign of the missing king. They continued onwards 
until they ran into a snowman-like creature. 


“Hello, my name is Kagamimocchi. My friend Mikarin is missing. 
Could you find him?” He asked. 


So the trio set off to find Mikarin. They traveled through the clouds 
until they stopped in a building. Then they saw someone they never 
expected to see again. 


“Jumpershoot!” Kirby and Coo cried. 
“Who?” Gooey asked, very confused. 


“When Kirby was on his quest for the Rainbow Drops, that ruffian 
Jumpershoot abducted me twice!” Coo explained. 


The battle proceeded similar to the last encounters. Jumpershoot 
tossed his sandal at Kirby. He inhaled the sandal and spit it back at 
Jumpershoot. He screeched angrily, then hopped off. 


Kirby, Gooey, and Coo continued until they heard a small cry for 
help. The winds were strong, so Coo dived through the winds onto a 
high ledge. 


Mikarin, a small tangerine-like creature, was high in the clouds. 
Mikarin hopped onto Coo’s back and they flew down to safety. They 
escorted Mikarin to Kagamimocchi. 


The trio was given a Heart Star for their help. 
On the fifth path, The trio consisted of Kirby, Gooey, and Rick. 
The three took this path because Rick’s girlfriend lived around 


there. 


“So, exactly why does your girlfriend live here? So high above the 
ground?” Gooey asked. 


“T don’t know? Because she wanted a change of scenery? Because 
she wanted to?” Rick answered, slightly annoyed. 
Gooey chuckled. “Then I guess you could say...” 


“Don’t.” Rick warned. 

“That your girlfriend...” 

“T said don’t.” 

“Has her head in the clouds.” 


“Seriously? You seriously made that joke?” Rick whacked Gooey on 
the head in retaliation of the terrible pun. 


Pick, Rick’s girlfriend, lived on the high mountains of Cloudy Park. 
She looked similar to Rick except her fur was colored pink instead of 
orange and wore a large red bow on her head. 


“Oh Rick, you showed up!” Pick said happily, hugging her 
boyfriend. 


Rick blushed and returned the gesture. “Of course I would, but you 
know I can’t stay long.” 


“Why? What’s going on?” 


“Tm sure you’ve noticed. The dark clouds are getting worse with 
each land we’ve traveled to.” 


Pick rubbed her paws together. “You’re helping him? Kirby, I 
mean?” 


“Yes, Dreamland’s king is missing and I have a feeling that it’s not a 
coincidence either.” 


Pick squeezed Rick. “You’re so brave! Find the king and save 
Dreamland so we can spend more time together, okay?” 


“T will. Don’t worry about a thing. Kirby will return Dreamland to 
it’s proper state. Then I’ll be back.” 


The trio was given a Heart Star by Pick for a visit from her 
boyfriend. 


On the sixth path, Rick returned to the others and was replaced by 
Nago. 


The trio was walking along when they noticed a crying block 
creature. 


“What’s wrong?” Gooey asked, feeling a sense of déja vu. 


“My name is HB-007... I have all of these blocks... and I wanted to 
make a statue of myself... but then I realized something!” 


Gooey sighed. “You realized you're terrible at sculpting?” 
“Yeeeees!” HB-007 cried. 


Gooey and Nago sighed, while Kirby kept his usual happy 
demeanor. The three finished the sculpture and were rewarded with a 
Heart Star. 


Kirby and Gooey were reaching the far corner of Cloudy Park with 
still no sign of Dedede. The two were becoming slightly discouraged. 
They eventually stopped when they noticed a human girl painting on 
a canvas. She had short black hair above the shoulders and wore a 
green shirt and blue skirt along with a red beret. 

She finally seemed to acknowledge the pair and turned around to face 
them. The girl had grey eyes, and for some reason appeared angry. 


“Go away. I can’t concentrate.” 

The two were taken aback, not expecting such hostility. 
“We just need to pass through miss and—” 

“T said go away. Go back the way you came.” 


Kirby tried to reason with the young artist. “Kirby and Gooey need 
to go this way, poyo.” 


“Have you not been listening to me?! My name is Ado, and I said to 
leave!” Ado hid behind her cloud canvas and began painting an Ice 
Dragon. To their surprise, the painting sprung to life and attacked 
them. 


The Ice Dragon threw a block of ice in their direction. Kirby inhaled 
the ice, prepared to turn into Ice Kirby. However, he could not 
transform. 


The Ice Dragon spewed it’s icy breath, weakening Kirby and Gooey. 
Then it threw two ice blocks. Kirby and Gooey inhaled the ice blocks 
then spewed them back at the Ice Dragon. The creature returned to 
paint once more. 


Ado came out from behind her canvas and angrily painted 
something else. Sweet Stuff leaped from the canvas to attack the duo. 


Sweet Stuff created a star beam and fired it at Kirby. He inhaled it 
with ease and repelled it. Sweet Stuff bounced around the clouds and 
fired two stars. Kirby and Gooey inhaled them and attacked Sweet 
Stuff. The painting melted to the ground. 


The young artist growled from behind the canvas and painted Mr. 
Shine and Mr. Bright. The painting doubles tried to corner Kirby and 
Gooey. Mr. Bright flung a fireball at Kirby, who inhaled it and sent it 
to Mr. Shine. 


Mr. Shine returned to the air while Mr. Shine hovered close to the 
ground. Mr. Shine threw a crescent blade at Gooey. He dodged the 
attack, then inhaled and spit towards Mr. Bright. 


Mr. Shine had returned to his paint form, while Mr. Bright flew 
erratically. The painting produced several fireballs, some hitting the 
duo. Kirby and Gooey inhaled the projectiles and fired them at Mr. 
Shine. Both had become nothing but paint. 


Ado stepped out from behind the canvas to furiously paint another 
familiar enemy. Kracko flew from the canvas and chased Kirby and 
Gooey down, attempting to strike them with lightning. Kirby inhaled a 
piece of cloud and spit it in Kracko’s eye. 


The angry cloud painting chased Kirby with lightning bolts raining 
down. Gooey inhaled another cloud and fired it at the living painting’s 
eye. Kracko floated to the ground, meeting the same fate as the 
paintings before. 


Ado had finally lost her patience and ran from behind the canvas, 
swinging her large paintbrush blindly at Kirby. The pink puffball 
simply crouched down and the artist tripped over him. She rolled and 
tumbled a short distance, defeated at last. 


The Heart Stars they had collected floated into the air, pulling the 
black clouds apart. The area was cleansed of it’s dark and dreary 
possession. 


Ado slowly rose to her feet and faced the two. 
“Uhnn... what happened?” Ado rubbed her head. 


Kirby carefully approached the girl. “Does Ado remember anything, 
poyo?” 


“Not much. I came to Cloudy Park to practice my painting, but then 
everything got dark and I felt very angry. It was like something took 
over and forced me to fight.” 


Ado walked over to her canvas and began to paint. Then she 


whirled the painting around to show a picture of Kirby and Gooey. 
Thankfully, this time her art remained sedentary. 


Ado smiled. “Then I was saved by a pink puffball and a friendly 
blue blob.” 


Gooey stared at the painting. “The pink puffball is Kirby and that 
devilishly handsome blob is named Gooey.” 


Kirby then remembered why they were here in the first place. 
“Poyo. Has Ado seen a penguin? A floating penguin, poyo?” 


“A floating penguin?” Ado’s hand went to her chin in thought. “I 
think so! He went that direction. To Iceberg.” 


“Poyo! That’s where Kirby and Gooey must go, poyo!” 


“Be careful if your really going that way. It’s very cold and I’ve 
heard Iceberg is dangerous around the area your going.” Ado warned. 


“Kirby and Gooey have to, poyo! Have to save Dreamland!” 


“Okay, if you really want to go I won’t stand in your way. Just 
know that the creatures there aren’t pushovers like me.” 


Kirby and Gooey actually thought that her painted minions put up a 
good fight, but they knew she didn’t want to fight in the first place. 


Ado approached the duo and gave them a gentle squeeze. “I’ll never 
forget you two. If anyone can stop this mess and save Dreamland, it 
would be you.” 


Kirby and Gooey returned her hug and set off to Iceberg. They 
knew it would be dangerous, but they had no choice. Dreamland must 
be saved from whatever has appeared and King Dedede must be 
found. 


Gooey had made several friends over the course of this adventure. 
Ado really believed in the two, and Kirby truly thought of him as a 
friend. A best friend. Would Kirby still be friends with him if he knew 
what Gooey really was? The guilt was eating him alive, but he had to 
press forward. 


Gooey sighed and thought to himself. 
“Kirby doesn’t have to know...” 


Author’s Note: Next chapter is going to be pretty dark. I mean 
it, it’s been sunshine and unicorns for the most part, but next 
chapter we see the dark side of the Kirby series. Gooey is 
definitely hiding something. 


11. Dark Side of Fate 


Kirby and his friends journeyed into the land of Iceberg. As 
expected, it was very cold and the dark clouds brought a depressing 
atmosphere. 


(watch?v = fmI93WqFLXQ) 
On the first path, Kirby and Gooey were accompanied by Rick. 


The trio walked along the icy path until they noticed something. It 
looked like flowers were frozen under the ice and snow. 


“They’re Kogoesoues.” Rick said. “They naturally thrive in cold 
environments, but the clouds must have made them freeze.” 


Kirby thought for a moment, then inhaled a nearby Flamer. Kirby 
gently blew his fiery breath over the frozen flowers until they thawed 
out. The beautiful thawed out flowers were a light lilac with an 
orange center. 


A shining Heart Star appeared in Kirby’s arms as a reward. 
On the second path, the duo was joined by Nago. 


They had been searching for a while with no sign of Dedede. They 
were wondering how many more lands they would have to traverse 
before the missing king was found. 


They eventually stopped at a large volcano. It wasn’t very unusual 
that a volcano would be in Iceberg, because there was magma deep 
under the surface of ice. The trio wished with all their might that the 
volcano was dormant. 


One room in the volcano had six strange creatures. They had a light 
blue gelatinous body with four small claws. Their bodies were 
transparent and their brains were visible. They flew around 
erratically, trying to latch or bite onto Kirby. 


Kirby blew his fiery breath onto the creatures, but the attack had 
no effect. Kirby inhaled a block of ice outside, then scurried back to 
the hostile creatures. He spewed a frosty breath and the alien-like 
beings. They shattered like glass and gave a bone-chilling cry in 
defeat. 


Abruptly, a strange person in an orange metal suit approached the 


trio. Kirby and the person stared at each other for a moment, until the 
stranger removed their helmet. 


A woman with beautiful long blonde hair and blue eyes was 
standing before them. She kneeled down and placed a Heart Star in 
Kirby’s arms, then fled from the volcano. 


The trio continued on with Nago still in the group. 

They exited the volcano and traveled the snowy landscape. 

Kirby, Gooey, and Nago saw someone unexpected in Iceberg. 
“Kawasaki, poyo?” Kirby scratched the top of his head in thought. 
“What are you doing here?” Nago asked. 


“Well, I was going here to get ice for some recipes, but a Gordo 
stole my chef hat.” Kawasaki explained. 


It didn’t matter if Kawasaki had the freshest, rarest, or most 
plentiful ingredients. He somehow ruined every dish he tried to 
create. The most tragic part was Kawasaki’s restaurant was the only 
one in the town. Kirby was one of the only customers he had that 
could stomach his food with a smile. 

“Kirby will help Kawasaki, poyo!” Kirby dragged Gooey and Nago to 
find the Gordo with the stolen hat. 


It didn’t take long to find the chef’s hat. Kirby snatched the hat off 
of a very stubborn Gordo and returned it to Kawasaki. 


“Thank you, Kirby! When this dark cloud business blows over, I'll 
treat all three of you to free dinner!” 


Kirby squealed with delight while Gooey and Nago exchanged 
nervous glances. 


Kawasaki rewarded the trio with a shining Heart Star for their 
efforts. 


Fumu was sitting in the living room in the castle, lamenting over 
Meta Knight’s words. Trying to decipher their meaning, she mulled 
over her thoughts. 


Kirby had been away for several days, it was only natural that she 
was worried. However, this wasn’t a problem that could be solved in 
one night, she knew that. The Star Warrior needed time to fix 
Dreamland, but what if he was rapidly running out of time? 


Just for once, she decided that maybe it would be best to take her 
brother’s advice. She opened the paranormal book that Bun had 


checked out at the library and began reading. 


Bun was right about Dedede being possessed before by Dark Matter. 
He said all the symptoms the king had matched other victims in the 
books and magazines. She flipped through the pages after she was 
sure that no one could see her. 


There were entries on different bizarre entity sightings or rumors. 
Several that seemed relevant to the Dark Matter incident. 


“Metroids, Halcandrans, and...?” Fumu murmured. 


In the entry marked?, there was an artist’s picture of a pitch black 
blob with orange petal-like spheres around their body. The entities 
had a single menacing eye. Fumu felt unease by just looking at the 
picture. 


Fumu read quietly to herself. “No one knows what this strange 
creature wants or if it is the only one of it’s kind. The only evidence of 
it’s existence are brief sightings and claims of bodily possession. This 
strange entity has been said to display hostile behavior and little to no 
emotion.” 


That didn’t help at all. They already knew Dark Matter was hostile 
after it took over Dedede and was so determined to rule the entirety of 
Popstar. Dark Matter was so malevolent that after defeat, it attempted 
to drag Kirby down with it. 


She put the book down and walked to the balcony. The same 
balcony Dedede disappeared from. Suddenly, a loud rumble was heard 
in the distance, shaking the ground. The trembles were so strong 
Fumu fell on her back. 


“Hey sis, are you okay?” Bun ran to his sister in concern, 


“Tm fine, but where did that rumble come from?” Fumu stood up 
and looked at the gloomy sky. 


“I don’t know. It shook the whole town.” 


The siblings made their way to the castle courtyard, prepared to 
investigate the strange occurrence. 


King Dedede’s car sped towards them with Meta Knight behind the 
wheel. 


“Get in.” 
The two complied and hopped in the back seat. 
“Meta Knight, what’s going on?” Fumu asked the knight. 


“The small earthquake was not a normal occurrence. It came from 
the direction of Iceberg.” Meta Knight explained. 


“So, we’re driving to the object of danger, why?” Bun asked. 
“Because Kirby is there.” 


Fumu’s heart stopped beating for a second. “Is it related to Kirby? Is 
he in trouble?” 


The blue knight was quiet for a moment before carefully answering. 
“Most likely, Kirby will be involved.” 


“Do you know what it is?” 
“It involves the darkness over Dreamland.” 


Fumu huffed, they already knew what it was coming from and Meta 
Knight knew that too. What she needed to know was what IT was. 


Bun felt the need to ask a question that had been on his mind since 
they were in the car. 


“Hey Meta Knight, how can you drive if you can’t reach the 
pedals?” 


Sword and Blade appeared from the floorboards. 
“We push the brakes and gas pedals.” Blade answered. 


Sailor Dee peeked out from the seat next to Meta Knight. “I get to 
push the buttons that activate the weapons!” 


Fumu and Bun had never seen the Waddle Dee before, so they were 
quite confused at the presence of the newcomer. 


“Um, who are you?” Fumu asked. 


“T’'m Sailor Dee! I’ve been employed by Sir Meta Knight sir dude.” 
The Waddle Dee happily answered. 


“Employed for what?” Fumu asked, thinking that something 
seemed suspicious. 


Sword popped up from the floorboards again. “He’s sort of like our 
intern. He helps us with stuff.” 


“What kind of stuff?” Fumu asked while Bun groaned at his sister’s 
growing number of questions. 


Blade sprung from the floorboards. “Everyone be quiet so Sir Meta 
Knight can watch the road!” 


Sword and Blade returned to the pedals while Meta Knight was 
focused on driving, not paying much attention to the previous 
conversation. Sailor Dee’s attention was on reading the colorful 
buttons’s labels. 


Fumu sighed and watched the scenery around them. Everyone was 
being so secretive, she wasn’t sure what to do anymore. 


(watch?v = fmI93WqFLXQ) 


On the fourth path, Nago returned to the other animal friends while 
ChuChu joined Kirby and Gooey. 


Kirby and his friends had felt the rumble go through Iceberg, but 
disregarded it as a moving glacier. They were very common around 
this region after all. 


They continued on their way through the snowy landscape, until 
they were stopped by someone. A brown mollusk without a shell 
approached the trio. 


“My name is Nametsumuri, I’ve lost my shell. Could you help me 
find it?” He asked. 


The trio agreed and left to find the missing shell. They found the 
shell a short time later half buried under the snow. The three heaved 
and carried the surprisingly heavy shell to it’s owner. 


“Oh thank you!” Nametsumuri put his shell back on. The shell was 
orange with a pink swirl. Kirby wondered if this mollusk was one of 
Escargon’s relatives. 


The trio was rewarded with a Heart Star for their help. 
On the fifth path, ChuChu left and Nago rejoined the trio. 


“Hey, is it okay if I check on my girlfriend? She lives here and I 
want to make sure she’s okay.” Nago asked. 


Gooey tilted. “You have a girlfriend?” 


“Yeah, her name is Shiro. Her fur is white as the newly fallen 
snow.” 


Gooey chuckled to himself. It seemed a lot of people were being 
bitten by the love bug. 


They stopped at a little house and went inside. 


Shiro was inside as if she had been waiting for them. Her fur was a 
pure white and had she had large brown eyes. 


Nago ran to embrace his girlfriend. She returned the gesture and 
looked him in the eyes. 


“Youw’re here to track down the king, isn’t that right?” Shiro asked. 
The trio was surprised at her knowledge. 
Gooey stuttered “How... How did—” 


“T heard about a pink puffball and his friends traveling to find a 
king. I assumed that you were helping him.” 


Kirby approached Shiro. “Did Shiro see where Dedede went?” 


Shiro pointed outside her window to a blue tower. “He floated that 
way. You should go there if you want to find him.” 


Shiro turned to Nago. “Good luck. I can’t for us to spend time 
together again.” 


She held Nago’s paw for a moment, then placed a Heart Star in his 
palm. 


On the sixth path, Kirby and Gooey were joined by Pitch. 


They noticed a small fairy-like creature in distress. The small being 
approached them. 


“Hello, my name is Angel. I’ve lost some of my feathers. I can’t fly 
home until I get them back.” she said. 


Angel had short yellow hair around her shoulders and wore a baby 
blue and white dress with a red ribbon. A halo was over her head . 


The three agreed to find the angel’s missing feathers. 


They searched high and low, finding that the feathers were spread 
about. However, they managed to find them all and returned them to 
Angel. 


“Thank you!” She held the feathers close and they reattached to the 
wings on her back. Angel handed the trio a sparkling Heart Star. 


“If you hadn’t helped me, I wouldn’t be going home to Ripple Star 
now.” She floated up into the air and disappeared. 


Kirby and Gooey finally arrived at the icy tower. Their search 
should be coming to an end. They scaled the frozen tower, finding no 
sign of Dedede. 


They reached the top of the foreboding tower to find a familiar 
sight. 


“Dedede, poyo!” Kirby rushed to the missing king and tackled him 
into a hug. Dedede looked down at Kirby with tightly closed eyes. He 
grabbed Kirby and tore him off of his person, then threw him into 
Gooey. 


( watch?v =7xSel98ODRw) 


The duo stood up in a daze from the impact. Dedede approached 
them with an emotionless glare. He swung his hammer carelessly. The 
two easily dodged and ran behind Dedede. Kirby inhaled a star and 
spit it at Dedede. 


The king started to spin around and attempted to stomp on Gooey. 
He inhaled a star too and repelled it at the insane king. Dedede 
staggered to the ground, then picked himself up. He spun around 
again, almost squishing Kirby in the process. 


Kirby inhaled another star and spat it at Dedede. The king swung 
his hammer at Gooey in a lazy fashion and Gooey flung one more star 
at the king. 


Dedede groaned in pain and fell to the ground. Kirby and Gooey 
cautiously approached the fallen king, fearing they might have done 
permanent damage. Then a dark aura surrounded the king. A 
miserable look formed on his face, then he began floating through the 
air. 


Kirby tilted his head in confusion while a mortified expression 
occupied Gooey’s face. 


Dedede grimaced and fidgeted in the air for a moment. His eyes 
were open as wide as his face would allow. The king’s mouth was 
open as if he were trying to scream in agony as a hole began tearing 
it’s way through his stomach. A large gaping mouth with sharp bladed 
teeth had formed on the king’s stomach. The extra mouth opened 
wide with a red eye glaring back at them from the inside. 


The poor king could only utter small sounds of pain. “He... ple... 
Heee...” 


Kirby looked at the once proud king in horror while Gooey hid 
behind the pink puffball and gave a soft wail. 


Dedede floated after them with his extra mouth making gnashing 
sounds. The duo scurried out of the way, fearing the now transformed 
king. The eye reappeared and created several black blobs to follow 
them. 

Kirby regained his senses and inhaled the dark blob, sending it back 
into the eye. Dedede winced in pain from the attack. The pink Star 


Warrior didn’t want to fight him, but he didn’t have any other option. 


The mouth on Dedede’s stomach opened again, black teeth 
gleaming in the little light that could reach through the dark clouds. 
The eye returned to shoot several black spheres at Kirby and Gooey. 


Gooey braced himself and inhaled one of the blobs and spit it back 
at the eye. The king’s eyes widened and his mouth flew open, but no 
sound would come from his throat. 


Dedede could only dangle in the air with misery as the mouth 
snarled. Kirby repelled one more dark sphere at the eye. The eye 
glared at the duo before Dedede fell onto the surface of the tower. His 
eyes open wide in shock. Kirby and Gooey exchanged worried glances, 
afraid that this was the end of the king. 


The Heart Stars they collected began to circle around the tower, 
pulling the darkness out of Iceberg. All that remained of the darkness 
was one giant black cloud in the sky. 


Dedede was still motionless, beginning to scare Kirby and Gooey. 
Then the king moaned for a moment and shifted a small amount. 
Dreamland’s monarch was still among the living, but was possibly 
hurt his battle and painful transformation. 


The two heard what sounded like a car driving to the tower. 
Suddenly, the rest of Kirby’s group arrived. Rick, Coo, Kine, Nago, 
Pitch, and ChuChu ran to Kirby and Gooey. 


“We saw the fight from below! Are you two okay?” Rick asked. 


“Kirby is fine, poyo. Gooey?” Kirby looked toward Gooey, who still 
looked somewhat shaken. The blue blob gave a slight nod. 


“Kirby, I thought you might have...” ChuChu ran to Kirby and gave 
him a slight squeeze in worry. Kirby blushed, but returned the hug. 


Then, a small party appeared from the tower’s steps. Fumu, Bun, 
Sword, Blade, Meta Knight, and Sailor Dee raced to the pink Star 
Warrior. 


“Kirby!” Fumu shouted. “Are you okay, Kirby?” 


“Kirby is fine, poyo... but Dedede...” Kirby glanced at the king, the 
gaping mouth on his stomach was still there. 


Fumu and Bun looked at him in awe. 


Bun shook his head. “I don’t know if I should be amazed or cover 
my eyes in horror. This is nightmarish.” 


Everyone watched as the extra mouth slowly disappeared from the 
Dedede’s stomach. 


(watch?v = RCZoNkXHou4) 


Then the ground began to shake again, but more violently than 
before. The single dark cloud above them flashed a black aura, then a 
familiar being formed in front of them. 


“So... we meet again... Star Warrior...” 


“Dark Matter!” Fumu growled under her breath. Dark Matter was in 
it’s true form. 


“Yes... Fumu?” 
Fumu tensed. How did it know her name? 
“How... how do you know my name?” Fumu shivered. 


“I know many things about all of you...” It turned to the rest of the 
group. 


“Rick the hamster, who resides in Grass Land...” Dark Matter 
glanced at Rick. 


“Coo the owl... you live in Big Forest. You’re seen as the wise man 
among the other animals.” 


“Kine the ocean sunfish... you have made your home in Ripple 
Field and recently married.” Kine shook in fear. 


“Nago the cat... you had to move from your home because you 
were framed... for thievery, correct?” Nago gasped at Dark Matter’s 
accuracy. 


“Pitch the bird... you live on the islands of Ripple Field and ran 
away from home. You’re mother missed you, but let you continue 
with Kirby... because she loved you... what a ridiculous sentiment.” 
Pitch internally scowled at Dark Matter. 


“ChuChu the flapjack octopus... you moved from your home 
because it was destroyed... and I can see the pathetic emotions that 
you feel... for someone...” ChuChu blushed angrily. 


“Fumu, the cabinet minister’s daughter... and Bun... Fumu’s 
brother...” 


Dark Matter faced Sword and Blade. “You joined Meta Knight... 
because he saved your life... after you tried to rob him...” Meta 
Knight stepped in front of his knaves and the siblings protectively. 


“And Meta Knight... one of the highest ranking soldiers in the 
Galactic Star Army... How does it feel to know that after you fought 
so bravely... it ultimately amounted to nothing... because almost all 
of the Star Warriors are dead...” Meta Knight’s eyes turned a dark red 
in anger. 


“Kirby... the Star Warrior that defeated Nightmare... and defeated 
me as well... you have brought much misfortune upon me...” 


“So, what’s your point? You know a lot about us?” Bun said 
irritated. 


“IT know about you... because I’m everywhere... I could be 
anywhere at any given time...” 


Dark Matter began to float around idly. 


“Oh, I have forgotten someone...” It glared at Gooey, who was 
trying to make himself unseen. 


“What could be wrong...? Could it be your hiding something from 
everyone...?” Dark Matter watched Gooey squirm, getting more 
panicked with each passing second. 


“Gooey? What is Dark Matter talking about?” Kirby asked his 
scared friend, who inched away from him. 


“He has not told you...? About who he is... where he came from...? 
Who his relatives are...?” Gooey emitted a sob as Dark Matter flew 
closer. 


Fumu glanced at Dark Matter then Gooey with growing curiosity 
and suspicion. 


“Very well then... I guess it does not matter anyway... they would 
not mind if I said...” Gooey was hyperventilating as each word came 
from Dark Matter. 


“You are one of us... a part of me... related, as some would say...” 
A few stepped away from the blue blob in shock, but not Kirby. 


“Gooey, poyo... say it isn’t true...” Kirby looked at his friend in the 
eyes. 


Gooey backed away from Kirby, sobbing in fear and loathing. 
“Tm sorry Kirby... but I’m a member of Dark Matter...” 


Author’s Note: Gasp! Gooey is one of Dark Matter! I’m not 
making this up, in the Kirby’s Dream Collection booklet, it 
confirms Gooey’s species as a benign Dark Matter. So dramatic. 


Reviews make me happy. 


12. The Hyper Zone 


(watch?v = waNChyu-3PY) 


Most of the group gasped and backed away from the crying blue 
blob. Kirby looked down in utter shock, not sure how to respond. 


“T knew there was something suspicious about you!” Fumu growled 
at Gooey, who was now sobbing in hysterics. 


“You’ve been helping Dark Matter along this whole time, haven’t 
you?! You’ve been using Kirby to gain his trust so it would be easier to 
defeat him!” 


Kirby stepped in front of Gooey protectively, staring at Fumu with a 
determined look. Dark Matter looked on with faint interest, then 
returned to the cloud above. 


“Why are you still defending him?! He’s part of Dark Matter! The 
story about his family abandoning him was a lie!” 


“NO! You don’t understand!” Gooey wailed. 
“No, I’ve had enou—” 


Meta Knight interrupted Fumu. “Let the blob speak.” He nodded to 
Gooey. 


“Tm... ’m nothing more than an unwilling pawn in this sick game 
of cruelty!” 


Kirby patted Gooey and nudged him to continue. 


“T didn’t want to take over universes and have everyone hate me! 
So they threw me on Popstar! I’m just a pawn! A PAWN!” Gooey cried 
into Kirby’s arm stubs. 


Meta Knight stepped over to Gooey. “You are familiar with Dark 
Matter, so you should know more than any of us what it’s strengths an 
weaknesses are.” 


Gooey sniffed. “Positive emotions. He hates positive emotions of 
any kind.” 


Fumu tilted her head. “He?” 


Everyone looked up at the cloud and saw an unexpected sight. 
There was not only one Dark Matter, but dozens. Dark Matter was not 


a single entity, the entire dark cloud itself was made of Dark Matter. 
They began their descent onto Dreamland, fully intending to take over 
the land in it’s entirety. 


Suddenly, all thirty obtained Heart Stars began to glow, joining 
together to form a powerful weapon. The ‘weapon’ was a red and 
yellow striped wand. The wand began at a point and ended in a flat 
surface topped with a golden heart. Somehow, just by holding it he 
knew everything about this strange legendary item. It was the Love- 
Love Stick. 


Rick scratched his head in confusion. “That’s supposed to be the 
legendary super weapon?” 


Kirby gave Gooey an expectant look, wanting Gooey to join him. 


“No Kirby, I... I can’t. I can’t fight anymore...” Gooey looked down 
in shame. 


Meta Knight stepped in front of the group. “We only have a few 
minutes until the Dark Matter descends into Dreamland. We must 
defeat as many as possible to prevent them from getting any further. 
Kirby will go into the Hyper Zone and face the source of the problem.” 


Everyone except Gooey nodded and prepared for battle. Gooey felt 
too disgusted with himself. 
Kirby took one last look at his friends before floating into the Hyper 
Zone. 


“Watch out! Here they come!” Bun shouted. 


The Dark Matter swarmed the tower. Everyone fought in their own 
way. Rick and Nago grabbed a Dark Matter and body slammed them 
together. Coo and Pitch aimed for their large eyes. Kine flailed 
around, causing the Dark Matter to collide. ChuChu used her tentacles 
to smack and grab them, throwing the enemies to the ground. 


Meta Knight, Sword, and Blade fought with their swords, taking 
down several at a time. Sailor Dee used the car’s various gadgets to 
fight off the malevolent entities. Fumu and Bun were behind Sailor 
Dee, working the vehicles weapons as well. 


One Dark Matter had cornered Gooey, ready to finish him off. 


Gooey gulped. “Go ahead, do your worst. I deserve it. No one will 
care anyway...” 


Gooey squeezed his eyes shut and braced himself, ready for the 
finishing blow to be dealt. Suddenly, the Dark Matter was struck by a 
large hammer. Gooey opened his eyes to see King Dedede wielding the 


hammer, standing on top of Dark Matter. 


“Now kid, that’s no way to act.” The king said, looking at the blue 
blob before him. 


Gooey looked at Dedede in shock, before wrapping his tongue 
around Dark Matter and sent it hurling into the wall of the tower. 


“That’s better. Now stop moping and help us get rid of these 
freaks.” Dedede whacked another Dark Matter into oblivion. 


Gooey, though still not quite composed, joined the fray against 
Dark Matter. 


( watch?v = QTaoEXvCk0o) 


Kirby entered the Hyper Zone with the Love-Love Stick in hand. 
The Hyper Zone itself was a mass of blue with black spots swirling 
around endlessly. Several black blobs joined together, forming the 
Dark Matter from before. The same that Kirby had fought wielding the 
Rainbow Sword. 


“So... you could not leave well enough alone... and chose to fight 
me once more...” 


“Dark Matter hurt Gooey, poyo! Dark Matter hurt lots of 
Dreamland!” Kirby shouted. 


“As insolent as ever... at least I can distract you... for now at 
least... but I will give you the option... to flee the battle... it would be 
the easiest option...” 


“Poyo, maybe the easiest but not the best!” Kirby retaliated. 


“Very well then... even if you make it past me... you will not defeat 
him...” 


Before Kirby could even react, a small laser beam came from Dark 
Matter’s eye. The black colored beam hit Kirby, who uttered a small 
squeak in shock. Kirby swung the Love-Love Stick, a golden heart 
beam was sent to Dark Matter. The malevolent being took damage, 
closing his single eye in pain. 


Dark Matter released another series of laser beams. The pink star 
warrior dodged them with ease and determination. He waved the 
wand once again, injuring Dark Matter with it’s immense power. 


The orange spheres on Dark Matter’s body began to detach, floating 
around Kirby in an attempt to hold him back. He hit every one with 
the Love-Love Stick, causing the spheres to return to Dark Matter. 
Dark Matter released the lasers from it’s eye. A golden heart beam was 


sent into it’s eye, dealing a sufficient amount of damage. 


Dark Matter tried to fly into Kirby, his final trial against the pink 
puffball. Kirby waved the wand one last time, successfully wounding 
the dark creature. 


It’s body dissolved into a black substance, leaving only the eye to 
glare at Kirby. 


“You may have defeated me with ease... but the true nightmare has 
yet to come...” The eye exploded in the black mess. 


The entire Hyper Zone trembled and quaked, then was enveloped in 
a blinding white light. 


When Kirby regained his sense of sight, a strange being was before 
him. What appeared to be a large white sphere with a single red eye 
floated in front of the Star Warrior. 


The white eyeball continued to stare at Kirby until the pink puffball 
finally broke the silence. 


(watch?v = YYb9kSCKjE8) 
“Why is Dark Matter taking over Dreamland, poyo?!” Kirby asked. 


”? 


“Because I commanded them to. 
simply. 


The white eyeball explained 


Kirby decided he didn’t like that answer. “Why, poyo? Dreamland is 
unhappy!” 


“I am Zero, creator of all Dark Matter. I cannot feel such emotions 
as....happiness.” 


That was the saddest thing the young Star Warrior ever heard. 
Someone that had never felt happiness before... this was unthinkable 
to the pink puffball when there was so much beauty and love in the 
world. 


“Poyo... Kirby didn’t know... Is Zero just sad?” 


The eyeball scoffed at Kirby. “Your sentiment means nothing to me. 
I cannot feel any sort of positive emotion, so why should anyone 
else?” 


This statement confused him further. Fumu had told him one of the 
best feelings in the world was to make someone happy and bring a 
smile on their face. Why would Zero want to cause the opposite? 


“Why... why, poyo? Why would Zero make Dark Matter possess 
Dedede and the rest of Dreamland? Why not make Dreamland happy, 


poyo? Then Zero will be happy too!” 


The creator of Dark Matter stared at Kirby. “You do not understand. 
You are nothing but a child.” Zero slowly floated around the Hyper 
Zone, rotating around Kirby. 


“Emotions are fleeting. The positive emotions you feel will only 
bring momentary happiness. Leaving pain, fear, and hatred to fill the 
empty space.” 


The Star Warrior had never been so confused in his life. If Zero 
truly was an enemy, he wondered why he was listening to him 
anyway. However, he felt compelled to listen to the ruler of Dark 
Matter. 


“The friends that you have could leave you at any moment. Deceive 
you, betray you, creating grief and anger. The ones that are closest 
may be the ones to plot your downfall.” 


Kirby tried not to listen, but he couldn’t block out Zero’s words. 
They were painful and poisonous. It was as if his monologue was 
hurting Kirby physically. 


“Imagine a universe without that pain. With Dark Matter possessing 
the entire population, there will be no emotions. The lie that is love 
and happiness will no longer cloud the minds of others, allowing a 
new reality to be seen.” 


“NO, POYO!” Kirby shouted. “If that is Zero’s plan, then Kirby will 
fight Zero to the end!” 


“Foolish child... you know nothing of the cruel reality that must be 
faced.” 


( watch?v = SKrJDHMIb8U) 


Zero floated into Kirby, ramming the pink puffball. He nearly 
dropped the Love-Love Stick, but kept a firm grip on it. Kirby and the 
wand were Dreamland’s last hope. The Star Warrior swung the wand, 
releasing the golden heart beam on Zero. This seemed to cause far 
more damage on him than Dark Matter. 


Zero whirled around the Hyper Zone. A red substance was sprayed 
near Kirby, but he managed to dodge the strange liquid. Kirby hurled 
the Love-Love Stick again, a golden heart striking the white being. 


Zero summoned four smaller Dark Matter. They proceeded to make 
a beeline towards Kirby, who managed to dodge all but one of the 
dark fiends. Kirby was punted further into the Hyper Zone, still firmly 
grasping the Love-Love Stick. 


Zero crashed into Kirby again, but the Star Warrior would not give 
up. 


“Child, surrender this strife. Your opposition was doomed from the 
beginning.” Zero’s red eye was analyzing the pink puffball’s every 
move, his every expression, as though he was trying to peer into 
Kirby’s mind. 


“No, poyo! Kirby will never give up! Kirby won’t let Dreamland 
give up happiness!” Kirby fired his weapon at Zero, who reeled away 
from the attack. 


The creator of Dark Matter revolved around the Hyper Zone, 
spreading the red substance once again. Kirby moved out of it’s way 
and attacked Zero once again. He flinched from the impact and sent 
another wave of Dark Matter. 


Kirby danced out of their line of attack, focusing on their master 
instead. The Love-Love Stick was flung once again, this time seemed 
to gravely injure Zero. Kirby didn’t want to fight him, but it was 
necessary. The Star Warrior hoped that the Love-Love Stick could use 
it’s power to help Zero understand positive emotions and convert to a 
benign being. Zero had a completely wrong concept of emotions, and 
Kirby wanted to change that. 


The master of Dark Matter was about to slam himself into Kirby, 
then the Star Warrior swung the wand again. The golden heart beam 
hit Zero in the eye, causing him to spiral in an erratic fashion. The 
Hyper Zone swirled faster, while the red liquid was flung again. 


Zero returned in front of Kirby. Three red markings appeared 
around Zero’s eye, three above and three below. The red substance 
was fired at Kirby from the six markings. He dodged and continued to 
attack with the Love-Love Stick. 


Zero grunted in pain. “It hurts... It hurts...” 


Kirby wondered if he had broken through Zero, that maybe the 
battle was over. Zero slung more of the red substance from the 
markings as an attack towards Kirby. Zero was still unwavering on 
defeating Dreamland’s hero. Kirby managed to elude his attack and 
swung the Love-Love Stick once more, the beam hitting Zero directly 
in the eye. 


His eye was opened wide in trauma, a stream of red liquid leaked 
from it. 


Zero could only scream in misery. “It hurts... it... hurts...” 


The red marks around the eye began to increase in size, tearing 
through Zero’s skin. The red substance was pouring out endlessly 
through the openings in the surface. Kirby realized with horror and 
disgust that it wasn’t some strange liquid, it was blood. 


The tears through the skin continued until Zero’s eye burst from his 
body, the blood spurting in every direction. Zero’s discarded body 
drifted away, being ruptured by the Hyper Zone until there were no 
remains left. 


Kirby wailed in horror at the monstrosity before him. Zero’s 
disembodied eye approached him while the frightened Star Warrior 
desperately tried to create a distance between them. 


“I can hear your heart beat in fear, child. Iam what you fear, and I 
shall use your fear to full advantage.” The eye of Zero circled around 
Kirby. 


Kirby waved the Love-Love Stick, sending the golden beam of 
hearts at the eye in defense. The pink puffball had never been so 
scared in the entirety of his life. 


The eye of Zero began to spiral out of control, severely 
hemorrhaging and exploded in a burst of blood. The Hyper Zone was 
falling apart, light banishing the darkness that once floated above 
Dreamland. 


Kirby gently floated down to the surface, lamenting Zero’s defeat. A 
small tear escaped his eye. He thought if Zero could feel love from the 
Love-Love Stick, then maybe he could understand the emotion. Yes, 
Zero did try to take over Popstar, but the pink puffball couldn’t help 
feeling remorse for Dark Matter’s creator. He wanted Zero to feel 
happiness, he didn’t mean to kill him! 


Kirby carefully landed on the ground, in front of Dedede’s castle. 
Kirby’s friends looked on in confusion at how they had been 
transported home, but decided that Kirby’s well being was more 
important. 


“Kirby! Are you hurt anywhere?!” Fumu asked. Nothing but Kirby’s 
heart had been wounded. 


“Kirby... Kirby is fine, poyo...” 


“What’s wrong, Kirby?” Fumu asked, worried for Kirby’s miserable 
appearance. 


Kirby made his way over to Gooey, ignoring the bewildered looks. 


“What’s wrong? Are... are you still mad about me... being a Dark 


Matter?” 


Kirby shook his head and placed one arm stub on Gooey. “Kirby is 
sorry... Kirby couldn’t save Zero...” Another tear escaped the Star 
Warrior’s eye. 


“So... Zero... he’s...?” Kirby nodded to Gooey quietly. 


“Kirby... who is Zero?” Fumu asked followed by Bun and the rest of 
the group. 


Kirby explained in the best way he could his experience with Zero, 
while Gooey would cut in when Kirby needed a moment to collect his 
thoughts. Meta Knight approached the upset Kirby. 


“Sometimes in the struggle for peace, lost lives are an 
unpreventable necessity.” Kirby nodded to Meta Knight, not feeling 
much better. 


It wasn’t fair. Kirby had made so many Dreamland residents happy, 
but the one that needed happiness the most couldn’t understand the 
concept and died in a terrible way. It wasn’t fair! 


Kirby’s friends decided to go outside in the sunshine and relish in 
Popstar’s returned light. Kirby stayed inside his house, mulling over 
the day’s events. 


The pink puffball decided that being holed up in his house wasn’t 
good for him, so he ventured out into Dreamland. Under a tree stood 
his animal friends, Gooey, Dedede, and a familiar face from their 
journey. 


(watch?v = xrBEfAPmN8g) 
“Ado, poyo?” The artist smiled at Kirby. 


“Hey, I don’t want to see such a sad face. I want to see this.” She 
pulled out the painting of Kirby and Gooey that had been created at 
Cloudy Park. The painting had a cheerful expression on Kirby and 
Gooey’s face. 


ChuChu grabbed an apple from the tree above and pushed it into 
Kirby’s face, but not forcefully. “We’ve missed you for the past hour.” 


Dedede blushed a little. “What we’re trying to say is, it’s not normal 
for you to be so sad. So get happy!” 


Kirby smiled a little at his friends’s efforts to cheer him up. Ado 
then handed him a picture with Kirby and all of his friends together. 
Kirby smiled wider. 


“Thank you, Ado poyo!” 


“Adeleine. My full name is Adeleine.” Adeleine grinned at the joyful 
Kirby. 


It had been an eventful day. Gooey had been completely forgiven 
by everyone for hiding his secret of being a Dark Matter. Rick, Coo, 
and Kine returned to their respective lands. Pitch had returned to 
Ripple Field’s islands where his mother was thankful to see her son’s 
return. Nago had decided to move into Grass Land. ChuChu had 
decided to live around the ocean close to the town. All in all, 
everything had returned to normal. 


Almost everything. Kirby still grieved in his heart for the demise of 
Zero, but knew that it was inevitable. However, Kirby knew that with 
his friends by his side, he could conquer anything. Kirby looked at the 
framed picture gifted to him by Adeleine before going to bed for the 
night. 


If someone had been looking at Popstar in space, they would see 
the planet’s newly restored rings glowing in their vibrant beauty. 


Author’s Note: Zero is truly one of the most frightening yet 
sympathetic Nintendo characters. He can’t feel positive emotions, 
yet he most likely wants to feel happiness and affection. All he 
has is Dark Matter and the void of space. Truly a tragic villian. 


13. Kirby and the Crystal of Joy 


In the Gamble Galaxy lies several planets, including Popstar. 
However, there is a very special planet named Ripple Star, home of 
the fairy race. This planet had the appearance of a heart with a 
smiling face surrounded by three other hearts and a ring with two 
yellow bows. It was known as the planet of love and happiness. 


It was a regular day for the residents of Ripple Star. The sun was 
shining as the fairies went about their day as usual. Then a dark fog 
began to cloud the skies, enveloping the planet in it’s shadow. The 
fairies were sent into a panic, as something like this had never 
happened before. 


Ribbon, a vassal of the Fairy Queen, fled to the palace. Ribbon had 
short pink hair with a red ribbon in the back. She wore a simple red 
dress with a white collar and two yellow buttons with shoes of the 
same color. Her eyes were a friendly shade of dark blue. 


“Queen Mary! What’s happening to Ripple Star?!” Ribbon asked 
their beloved queen. 


Queen Mary had beautiful long black hair tied into twin braids held 
together with purple ribbons. She wore a dress that was white at the 
top with blue decorations, and red at the bottom with a yellow stripe 
and a pink frill. Her eyes were the color of the jewel amethyst. 


The queen herself was in a similar state of panic. She was worried 
not only for her people, but for a mystical artifact that is kept in the 
palace. The Crystal of Joy was Ripple Star’s pride and joy, but in such 
a time as this it’s existence was in danger. The crystal had many 
magical properties, and someone with such power could abuse it’s 
abilities. 


“Ribbon, ’m counting on you. Take the crystal and go!” The queen 
motioned to the crystal. 


“But your highness, I can’t leave you behind! I won’t!” 


“Ribbon, this crystal is far more important than me. It must be 
preserved from whatever is attacking!” 


“But you'll be left alone and vulnerable... I can’t...” A tear escaped 
Ribbon’s eye. 


“You have to be strong. Everything will be fine if you keep the 


crystal safe.” Queen Mary tried to assure her vassal. “Take it and leave 
this planet. That is an order.” 


Ribbon and Queen Mary embraced as this might be their last time 
seeing each other. Ribbon grabbed the Crystal of Joy and flew through 
the escape hatch in the ceiling. She flew away from Ripple Star as fast 
as her wings would allow. 


The pink fairy looked behind to see three black creatures with a 
single eye. She tried to fly faster, but she couldn’t evade them. They 
rammed her all at once, then a sparkling shower of light went across 
the sky. Ribbon plummeted to a planet below, unconscious. 


The Crystal of Joy was no more. 


On the planet of Popstar, Kirby was sitting outside of his home at 
night. It had been three months since Zero’s defeat, something that 
Kirby would woefully remember every once in a while. His speech had 
improved by a great amount, but he still spoke in third person. He 
would say he, she, or it. He just wouldn’t refer to himself in first 
person. 


Kirby looked into the starry sky at what appeared to be a meteor 
shower. He giggled with delight at the rare beauty. Suddenly, 
something had caused Kirby to fall into the ground. 


“Was that a meteorite, poyo?” He thought, rubbing his head as he 
stood up. 


Something small hit him in the back of the head once more. He 
looked behind to find a crystal shard. 
He picked up the small crystal and inspected it with interest, not 
noticing the fairy that landed a short distance from him. The fairy 
named Ribbon awoke, the first thing in her sight being the shattered 
crystal in her hands. 


“No... no! NO!” She cried. She had failed. Queen Mary had given 
her the important duty of protecting Ripple Star’s pride and joy. 
Ribbon had failed her beloved queen. 


Kirby realized that the fairy in front of him was crying. Was it 
because this crystal belonged to her? 


“Hey, poyo. Don’t cry.” Kirby held out the crystal shard to the fairy. 


The two crystal shards floated together, then fused into one. Ribbon 
held the slightly bigger crystal. 


“Miss fairy, what’s your name, poyo? Did you fall from the sky?” 
Kirby asked. 


“My name is Ribbon. I come from the planet of Ripple Star. My 
planet has been attacked by a dark cloud and I was entrusted the 
Crystal of Joy by the queen. Then three black creatures shattered the 
crystal and the pieces are everywhere! I... I’ve disappointed my 
queen...” Ribbon sniffled. 


Kirby realized that it wasn’t a meteor shower in the sky, it was the 
shards of the crystal. It made him very upset to see Ribbon in such a 
state. He felt the need to comfort the fairy. 


“You don’t have to worry, poyo! Kirby is Popstar’s hero!” Kirby 
pointed to himself. The pink puffball didn’t know why he wanted to 
show his hero status off. Kirby thought Meta Knight was more of a 
hero, but he wanted to impress Ribbon at the moment. 


“Really? We’re on Popstar? You’re this planet’s savior?” Ribbon 
looked excited. 


“Yes Kirby is! Kirby is going to help you find every one of the 
shards and save Ripple Star!” 


Ribbon danced in the air with joy. The crash landing on Popstar 
was very fortuitous in her situation. 


Kirby and Ribbon dashed off into Dreamland, the sun beginning to 
rise like Ribbon’s feeling of hope. 


( watch?v = KjFaq2rueKs) 


The first crystal shard was found easily on a path to the river. Kirby 
thought that he might as well see Gooey and ask if he’s found any of 
the crystal shards. 


Kirby and Ribbon entered the log cabin house, not expecting a 
giant N-Z where Gooey was supposed to be. Kirby didn’t have 
anything to fight it with. He dashed out of the house and inhaled a Sir 
Kibble. He spit the ability out, deciding a different one would be best. 
The ability hit a Bobo, causing the abilities to combine. 


He inhaled the new ability, creating the Sword of Fire. He rushed 
into the house and defeated the Big N-Z. 


Ribbon clapped. “That was amazing! You can combine two enemies 
powers into one?” 


“Actually, this has never happened before, poyo. Kirby could only 
use one ability.” 


“Perhaps the Crystal of Joy is lending you it’s power?” Ribbon 
suggested. 


It was the only logical explanation. They decided to run with that 
theory and perhaps the crystal shards would provide new 
combinations. 


A familiar blue blob hopped out from behind the couch. 


“Kirby, can you believe that guy just barged in my home? Oh, 
who’s your fairy friend?” 


Kirby and Ribbon explained their quest for the shards to Gooey. 


“No, I haven’t picked up any of the shards. I did see the shower 
though. It was so pretty, even though an entire planet was in danger 
with it’s destruction.” Gooey winced when Ribbon frowned at him. 


“Hey Gooey, do you want to help on the adventure?” Kirby asked, 
hoping his blob friend would join them. 


“Aww gee Kirby, normally I would jump at the offer of an 
adventure. However, I am very busy with work and... okay I admit 
I’m a coward. Interplanetary travel with the possibility of dangerous 
enemies does not sound good for my health. The last adventure we 
had was fun, until the depressing moments kicked in...” Gooey 
mumbled the last part quietly. 


Kirby and Ribbon looked sad, hoping he would join. 


“Tll keep everything nice and tidy in Dreamland while your gone. 
Good luck with your cute fairy friend!” Gooey called to his pink 
puffball friend. Ribbon blushed in response and they continued 
through their way in Dreamland. 


The two stopped at a big black rock in the middle of a pond. 


“There’s a crystal shard inside. I can sense it.” Ribbon had been 
entrusted with the crystal, so she had begun to hone the ability of 
finding their locations. 


Kirby inhaled a Poppy Bro Jr., gaining the Bomb ability and threw 
an explosive on the rock. The black rock crumbled away, revealing the 
crystal shard within. 


A Waddle Dee was walking along, until it noticed a crystal shard on 
the road. The Waddle Dee inspected the gem, poking it first. He 
picked it up and giggled with glee at the shiny crystal. 


He had the feeling something was watching him. He turned to his 
left, nothing was there. There was nothing on his right either. He 
brought his attention back to the crystal. The Waddle Dee felt 
something nudge him from behind. He turned around to find a round 


black creature with a single eye staring at him. 


The Waddle Dee screeched loud enough to attract the attention of a 
certain puffball and fairy. They approached the Waddle Dee who had 
fallen to the ground, covering their face. The Waddle Dee suddenly 
stood up, it’s appearance drastically changed. He had one big glaring 
eye on his face, looking similar to Commander Waddle Doo. 


The possessed Waddle Dee charged at Kirby. Kirby threw a bomb at 
Waddle Dee, injuring him. Waddle Dee was back on his feet and 
headed in Kirby’s direction once more. Kirby threw one more bomb, 
ending the battle. 


The being identified as Dark Matter left Waddle Dees body, 
relinquishing the crystal shard. After making sure the Waddle Dee was 
in good health, Kirby and Ribbon continued their journey. 


Waddle Dee pondered for a moment, then decided to follow them. 
Kirby and Ribbon noticed their new companion. 


“Hello, what are you doing?” Ribbon asked the Waddle Dee, 
curious. 


“T want to help, too! I can drive and operate machinery.” Waddle 
Dee said. 


Kirby smiled at his new Waddle Dee friend as the three headed on 
into a new area. 


( watch?v = LVD6AyM31B0) 


Their next area of exploration was a dense autumn forest. The trio 
made their way through the beautiful wooded area until they noticed 
a large gap with a crystal shard floating below. 


“Uhh, how are we supposed to get it if it’s all the way down there?” 
Ribbon sighed. 


Waddle Dee noticed a lift beside the abyss. He hopped onto the 
wheel above the panel. Kirby stepped on the lift while Waddle Dee 
walked on the wheel above. They moved closer to the crystal shard, 
now it was directly below them. 


“Tt’s still too far from our reach...” Waddle Dee mumbled. 
Kirby thought for a moment and jumped off the platform. 
“KIRBY!” Ribbon yelled while Waddle Dee covered his eyes. 


Kirby inhaled and floated to the crystal shard, grabbed it, and 
waved his arms to fly back onto the panel. Ribbon squeezed him. 


“Don’t scare me like that! Tell me if your going to do something 
like that again!” 


The three walked into a large hole in the tree next to them. Inside 
was a giant Bouncy. Kirby quickly defeated the enemy to obtain a 
crystal shard. 


In the same forest, a young painter was practicing her art skills. 
Adeleine noticed a crystal by her foot. She picked up the gem in 
interest, wondering where it came from. She smiled at the way it 
sparkled in the sunlight. 


Adeleine returned to her canvas, only to scream when she saw a 
Dark Matter spring from the blank paper. The trio ran to the source of 
the distressed cry. Adeleine stood before them, her once friendly green 
eyes were a light red with an angry smile. 


The possessed Adeleine painted a series of enemies. Kirby released 
his bomb ability on a nearby Poppy Bro Jr. to create the Missile 
ability. Kirby fired the missiles at the enemies, defeating them with 
ease. Adeleine, frustrated with having her small army defeated so 
easily, painted an Ice Dragon. 


Kirby released the missiles at the Ice Dragon, defeating it after 
three hits. The possessed painter created a portrait of Dark Matter that 
flew away from the canvas. Kirby defeated it with ease, determined to 
get his friend back from Dark Matter’s clutches. 


Adeleine squealed in anger and ran towards Kirby. He released a 
tiny missile, knocking Adeleine to the ground. The crystal shard was 
dropped by the fleeing Dark Matter, which Ribbon grabbed post-haste. 
Adeleine sat up with Ribbon checking on the human’s well being. 
Kirby and Waddle Dee shared a high stub. 


Adeleine stood up. “Kirby, I never have properly thanked you for 
saving me from Dark Matter at Cloudy Park, and now you’ve saved me 
again.” 

“Aw, it’s nothing Adeleine, poyo.” Kirby grinned. 

“No, I want to thank you by joining you on your adventure.” 


Kirby, Waddle Dee, and Ribbon did a brief group huddle, then 
nodded their heads in agreement. So the trio turned into a quartet, 
running to the next area ready for anything. 


( watch?v = aMXfmKhm9w.E) 


The quartet arrived at Dedede’s Castle, deciding to ask the king if 
he had seen any of the shards. 


Normally, Dedede would be angered if he so much as heard a single 
‘poyo’ from Kirby at his castle. However, since the Dark Matter 
incident the king has been more tolerant of the pink puffball. 


Kirby inhaled a Sir Kibble and combined the power with another 
Cutter ability to create the Super Boomerang ability. He ventured into 
the castle, wandering through the hallways. In one room, he noticed a 
block with something sparkling underneath. He hit it with the Super 
Boomerang, it crumbled and left a crystal shard in it’s place. 


The pink Star Warrior still searched for the king. In his search, he 
found another crystal shard above a doorframe in a room with a 
fountain. He climbed the stairs to reach the balcony of the castle. 


King Dedede was on the top of his castle, peering at his kingdom. 
Then he noticed a glittering gem on the tiles of the balcony. 


“Dedede, poyo!” A small voice called. 


Kirby, along with a fairy, a Waddle Dee, and Adeleine ran up to the 
king. He realized what Kirby’s eyes were set on, the crystal. As Kirby 
dived for the gem, Dedede picked it up out of the puffball’s reach. 


“That’s King Dedede to you!” He held the crystal above Kirby’s 
head. 


“Dedede, we need that crystal, poyo!” Kirby tried in vain to snatch 
it from the penguin king, who was holding him off with one hand in 
front of Kirby’s face. 


Adeleine and Ribbon looked at each other and sighed. 


Suddenly, something black hit the ground in front of the two. They 
stopped their struggle to acknowledge the strange occurrence, then 
noticed the black being. Dark Matter leered at Dedede, then tackled 
the startled king. 


“Poyo, not again!” Kirby smacked his forehead into his arms just as 
Dedede began to float into the air. 


The king floated in front of the Star Warrior, a menacing expression 
on his face. 


Dedede ran towards Kirby, hammer in hand. He swung the 
hammer, but missed his target. Kirby flung the Super Boomerang, 
damaging his opponent slightly. Then Dedede began to float once 
again, similar to the occurrence three months ago. Kirby knew he 
couldn’t let Dark Matter take him again, so he threw the Super 
Boomerang at the penguin king. Dedede fell on the tiles of the balcony 
with a hard thud. Dark Matter fled, leaving the crystal shard. 


Ribbon grabbed the gem while Waddle Dee helped the king back on 
his feet. The quartet were heading off again. Kirby, Ribbon, and 
Adeleine ran off, but Waddle Dee hesitated. 


“King Dedede, would you like to join us?” Waddle Dee asked. 


“No way am I joining you clowns! You can do your hero stuff 
without me!” The king angrily grumbled, turning away from Waddle 
Dee. 


He waited for a moment and glanced over his shoulder. Waddle 
Dee was still there looking at him expectantly. 


“Well, go!” Dedede yelled. 


“Okay, but you do know that without Kirby there’s nothing to 
protect you from Dark Matter here.” Waddle Dee sprinted to catch up 
with his friends. 


The king hated to admit it, but Waddle Dee was right. He was too 
big of a target without Kirby or Meta Knight to defend him. With 
Kirby doing his ‘hero thing’ and Meta Knight doing ‘Meta Knight 
things’, he was out in the open. He might as well of put up a sign that 
said, “I am completely without defence. Attack me if you please!” 


The king seethed in anger, but decided it was best to join Kirby. He 
jogged to catch up with the small team. 


“Dedede, poyo! You decided to come with us!” Kirby squealed in 
glee. 


“No, I didn’t come because of you! I’m just sick of getting possessed 
by Dark Matter!” 


The five man band was suddenly stopped by Fumu, Bun, and 
Escargon. 


“Kirby, why are all of you leaving in such a hurry?” Fumu asked. 
The group of five gave a short version of their adventure so far. 


Bun gasped. “Dark Matter is back?! Didn’t they all die when you 
killed Zero?” 


Kirby flinched at the memory of Zero. 


“Oh, sorry... didn’t mean to reopen wounds...” Bun rubbed the 
back of his head nervously. 


“Sire, your not really going on this crazy goose chase, are you?” 
Escargon asked his king. 


“As much as I hate to admit it, I’m too big of a target.” 
Bun snickered. “With all that blubber, how could you not?” 


“Watch it, I can boot you out any time I feel like it!” Bun remained 
silenced after the king’s threat. 


“T’ve been possessed by Dark Matter three times too many! I’m sick 
of it, so we’re going to get rid of em this time. They’re like roaches!” 
The king angrily waved his fist. 


“As much as I hate to admit it, Dedede is right.” Fumu sighed. 
“Dark Matter has to be dealt with. We can’t ignore something so 
powerful.” 


Fumu placed a small object in Kirby’s stubs. 
“What’s this, Fumu poyo?” 
“Tt’s a cellphone. That way we can check on each other.” 


“Maybe you won’t be such a worrywart now that you can call Kirby 
every day.” Bun laughed. 


“Be quiet, Bun! Kirby, be careful. We know from experience that 
Dark Matter is nothing to take lightly.” 


Kirby nodded in agreement while Ribbon looked worried. Dark 
Matter was something she had only recently heard of. Kirby noticed 
her expression and gave a reassuring smile. Ribbon returned the 
gesture. 


The five set off to find the crystal shard that Ribbon sensed close to 
the town. 


“Hey Bun, do you think Kirby has a crush on Ribbon?” 
“No, why would you think that?” 
“Oh, never mind.” Fumu giggled. 


The five heroes stopped where Ribbon had sensed the crystal shard. 
Before them was a large tree with three smaller shrubs around it. 


“You said there was a shard around here. I don’t see it!” Dedede 
grumbled to the fairy. 


“It should be right here...” Ribbon floated around, looking for even 
the slightest glimmer. 


“Quiet! You’re too noisy!” The tree bellowed. 


“Whispy! I thought he was supposed to be in the other forest!” 


Dedede scratched his head. 


Kirby shook his head. “No, that’s not Whispy Woods. This is Whispy 
Woods.” 


“Huh? Are you talking nonsense again, Kirby?” The king frowned. 
“No, it’s like the Nurse Joy situation.” 

“Oh, why didn’t you just say so?” 

“Be quiet! You never shut up!” The tree screamed. 

(watch?v = LCYRvbSJOGE) 


The three shrubs bounced towards Kirby, slapping him with their 
leaves. Kirby threw his Super Boomerang, quickly defeating the 
smaller enemies. 


Other Whispy threw an apple towards Kirby. He dodged the attack 
easily. Other Whispy spouted steam in anger, then brought up his 
roots to strike. Kirby hit every root with his ability. 


The tree shook in anger, then flung several apples towards Kirby. 
The pink puffball simply inhaled the tree’s artillery. Other Whispy 
blew a strong gust of wind, but it didn’t phase the young hero. Kirby 
tossed the Super Boomerang one last time, finishing his opponent. 


Other Whispy began coughing strongly, a crystal shard flew out of 
his mouth. The Whispy Jrs. Looked around in confusion, as well as 
Other Whispy. 


“That... that was terrible!” Other Whispy shouted. “I feel much 
better now though.” The Whispy Jrs. Cooed in agreement. 


Ribbon sensed that there were no longer any shards on Popstar. The 
collected shards joined together to create a larger Crystal of Joy. 


“We’re not finished yet.” Ribbon sighed. “There are other planets to 
search. Waddle Dee, Adeleine, Dedede, it’s okay if you want to quit 
now.” 


“No, I’m not leaving my friends behind!” Waddle Dee shouted in 
protest. 


“Tm not leaving either. We’re in this together.” Adeleine smiled. 


“Nuh-uh, you are NOT leaving me to be Dark Matter’s puppet 
again!” Dedede crossed his arms. 


Ribbon grinned at the team’s support, even Dedede. 


Ribbon tossed the crystal in the air, it formed a void in the shape of 
a star. In the portal, a planet could be seen. The fairy flew into the 
void quickly. 


They looked at each other in shock, but decided to rush into it head 
on. Kirby, Waddle Dee, Adeleine, and Dedede jumped into the 
crystal’s portal, sending them to the planet Rock Star. 


“Beware little fairies... when I have control of your land... you 
shall smile... never more...” 


Author’s Note: I know that Kirby Super Star came before Kirby 
and the Crystal Shards. It will happen, because I love that game 
and it has one of my favorite Nintendo characters in it. Speaking 
of which, I’ve finally completed The True Arena. If it hadn’t been 
for Stone ability, I would have never beaten Galacta Knight. He 
was mad and wanted his title back. 


14. Fear and Loathing In Rock Star 


Kirby and his friends arrived on the planet Rock Star. The planet 
was mostly made of rocks, sand, and ruins, but did have some sources 
of water. From space the planet looked unstable, the broken pieces of 
Rock Star were constantly being pulled together and pushed apart by 
it’s own gravity. 


(watch?v = PBHVycBi-oU) 


The group journeyed through the harsh desert, Kirby fought 
enemies with his newly obtained Electric Rock ability. They 
eventually stopped at the entrance of some ruins that bore a 
resemblance to Kabu. 


Kirby entered the long since abandoned ruins. He noticed a 
sparkling object close to the ceiling. Climbing the rocks, he reached up 
to grab the crystal shard. With the crystal shard obtained, he found a 
hole in the ceiling and crawled through. 


The next room was mostly covered in sand with a Big Kacti. Kirby 
fought the mid-boss and obtained it’s crystal shard easily. When he 
entered the next room, sand began to fill the floor rapidly. Kirby 
climbed up the ladders to escape the sand. The pink puffball reached 
the ceiling with the sand still rising. 


Suddenly, a hole crumbled through the ceiling. Waddle Dee had 
broken through the ruins from the outside. Waddle Dee grabbed 
Kirby’s arm and pulled him out of the hole. They reached the outside 
without any harm. 


“Kirby, look at that rock over there.” Ribbon pointed. “I think 
there’s a crystal shard in it.” 


The hero of Dreamland cracked the rock open with the Electric 
Rock ability and obtained another shard. 


(watch?v = 4BfvrlZQW9s) 


Kirby’s friends continued to another section of Rock Star. This part 
of the planet was more lush and green than other areas they’ve seen. 
They passed a line of stone pillars, almost getting squashed by them as 
the structures began to fall on the ground. 


After avoiding a group of Mumbies, Kirby stopped at the top of a 
small stone tower. Unfortunately for the pink puffball, as soon as he 


sat down the floor caved in. 
“Kirby, are you okay?!” Adeleine shouted. 


Kirby returned a moment later with a crystal shard. There was a 
piece at the bottom of the tower, They would have missed it if he 
hadn’t fallen through the stone. 


Kirby’s next action was to enter the ruins next to the tower. 


There was a crystal shard hovering above a large pit below. He 
remembered what happened the last time this occurred. Kirby turned 
to Ribbon, letting her know he was about to jump. The pink puffball 
dove into the pit, grabbed the crystal, then flew up to the other side of 
the room. 


Two more rooms were passed, then Kirby stopped in a room filled 
with several strong walls. King Dedede glanced at the rigid interior of 
the abandoned ruins. 


“Kirby, get on my back.” The king mumbled. 


The Star Warrior happily complied, thinking Dedede was finally 
beginning to warm up to him. 


“Now don’t get any ideas. I’m not your buddy, I just don’t want you 
to get hurt by any falling rocks.” Dedede immediately back-pedaled 
when he realized that Kirby would get the impression of the king 
caring for him. 


He glanced at the puffball clinging onto his back, a big grin 
plastered onto his face. 


“T didn’t mean it like that! You can’t save Dreamland if you’re 
knocked out, can you?!” Dedede protested. 


Kirby nodded, the grin still there. Dedede shook his head and 
smashed the wall in front of them, then climbed a rope behind it. 
After a few more broken walls and ropes, they found a crystal shard 
and the exit. 


The two regrouped with the others without harm. 


“Alright, that’s enough. Let go of me you little tumor.” Dedede said 
when he noticed that Kirby was still on his back. 


Kirby sighed and slumped off of the king’s back. He thought that 
maybe Dedede had gotten used to his offers of friendship. 


(watch?v =_OGMy1LSWjM) 


The next area was an underground cavern deep within Rock Star. 


Despite being underground, there was some plant life in the cavern, 
being mostly cacti. 


The bones of several creatures were scattered around as well, 
giving the surrounding area a somewhat foreboding vibe. Inside the 
skull of a long decomposed creature was a crystal shard. However, 
Kirby had no way of prying the jaw open to retrieve the shard. 


He analyzed the rest of the skeleton and noticed a brittle point 
around the spine. Kirby used his Rock ability to break the soft spot 
and grab the crystal shard. 


Continuing onward, the Star Warrior jumped into two more holes. 
He fell deeper into the cavern and fought a Big Fishbone. After the 
creature’s defeat, the ground crumbled under, and descended into a 
room filled with flowing water. 


Kirby noticed a sparkling shard a little ways from him. He grabbed 
the shard, jumped down another hole, then proceeded to explore the 
expansive underground caverns of Rock Star. 


After going through a few rooms, Kirby found an underground 
pool. He swam downward, fighting the current trying to push him 
towards the surface. Beginning in another portion of the pool, he 
swam upwards. Dodging the hostile Fishbones and falling debris, 
Kirby fought to reach the crystal shard above. He grabbed the shard 
with all the strength he possessed, then exited the watery cavern. 


“Kirby, are you okay?!” Adeleine asked the drenched puffball. 


Kirby nodded slightly before coughing. Ribbon patted him on the 
back, resulting in Kirby spewing a mouthful of water on the sand of 
the surface. 


“T think we should take a break.” Waddle Dee suggested. 


No one protested Waddle Dee’s idea. The group of five sat down to 
regain their energy near a shady broken building. 


As Kirby’s coughs died down, the worried expression on Ribbon’s 
face began to disappear. She sighed with relief. 


“T thought that you might have been hurt.” 


Kirby shook his head. “It’s okay. Star Warriors can stay underwater 
for a really long time without any damage, poyo. Kirby thinks we can 
survive in the water, poyo, it’s just surprising when you first go onto 
the surface after you’ve been underwater for so long.” 


Ribbon tried to make sense of what he was trying to explain. Maybe 


it was because she wasn’t familiar with Star Warrior habits. 
“Kirby, exactly what is a Star Warrior?” Ribbon asked. 


Kirby put his hand to his mouth in deep thought. He didn’t want to 
confuse Ribbon further with his odd explanations. 


Dedede spoke up. “It’s basically whatever Kirby is. I think. Meta 
Knight would talk about them all the time when Nightmare was in 
business.” 


Kirby’s sweat dropped. “That’s... pretty much what Kirby was 
trying to say, poyo...” 

Dedede snorted. “Looks like you’ve been getting tongue-tied 
whenever you try to talk to your girlfriend.” 

Ribbon blushed. “Dedede, stop tormenting him.” 


Adeleine glanced at Kirby, noticing he had grown very quiet. 
“Kirby, are you okay?” 


“Did something that Dedede said make you upset?” Ribbon flew to 
Kirby’s side. 


“Hey, I didn’t do anything!” The king protested. 

Kirby shook his head. “No, that’s not it.” He sighed. 

Waddle Dee sat next to King Dedede, who shrugged in confusion. 
“Then what is it? You can tell us.” Adeleine said gently. 


“Tt’s just... Kirby’s never really met any of Kirby’s kind poyo...” 
Kirby uttered. “Kirby doesn’t really know anything about where Kirby 
came from...except from what Meta Knight has said, poyo.” 


“Tt’s true.” Dedede crossed his arms. “You showed up in Dreamland 
when you were a baby. You couldn’t even talk. All you could say was 


‘poyo’.” 

Kirby stood up. “Meta Knight said that Star Warriors fought against 
Nightmare in the war, poyo. He said... he was one of the few 
survivors...” Kirby looked up into the sky. “Does that mean that all 
the Star Warriors, poyo... are dead?” 


They all knew that the conversation had taken a more depressing 
direction. No one knew what to say. After a long silence, Dedede 
spoke up. 


“Kirby, we aren’t the people that would know. What’s important is 
that you’re here now and... well... you’ve changed people’s lives. 


Fumu and Bun namely.” 


Kirby smiled at the mention of his two Cappy friends. The king was 
right, he was here now and had people around that loved him. 
Although Kirby wanted to know more about his origins, he wouldn’t 
trade the life he has now to know. 


“You’re right Dedede, Kirby is happy with Kirby’s friends, poyo!” 
Kirby squeezed the king of Dreamland. 


Adeleine made a sound that sounded like an ‘aww’ to the king, 
while Ribbon and Waddle Dee chuckled at the king’s embarrassed 
state. 


Dedede blushed and pushed Kirby away, but not violently. “I’m not 
your friend you little pink leech.” 


Kirby giggled as if the upsetting conversation had never taken 
place. Still tired, the group decided to sit down a little longer. 
Waddle Dee sidled next to Dedede. “That was really nice, what you 
said to Kirby.” 


“T didn’t mean any of it! I just wanted him to quit moping around 
and being all depressing.” Dedede grumbled. 


Waddle Dee shook in disagreement. “No, your not an evil king like 
some of Dreamland may say. You’re a nice king sometimes with a 
good heart, you just make bad decisions sometimes.” 


“What do you know?!” Dedede huffed. 


Secretly, he was actually flattered that Waddle Dee had praised him 
so honestly. However, Dedede was not about to let a stray Waddle Dee 
that wandered the fields of Dreamland aimlessly, also being 
unemployed and far below him, know that his words had phased the 
king’s heart. 


Dedede did have a reputation to uphold after all. 
The reconstruction of the Halberd continued underneath the castle. 


The tailpipe was completely repaired, much to Sailor Dee’s joy as 
he didn’t have to wear a gas mask anymore. The inside of the hood 
now had it’s necessary parts in the right order. 


There was still much work that needed to be done. The wings of the 
once mighty airship needed serious modifications. The inside of the 
Halberd was in need of desperate cleaning. 


The four stepped inside of the ship, almost fearful of what may lie 
within. It was as if a tornado, earthquake, and a flood had taken place 


inside. Everything was scattered about with no order of any kind. The 
plumbing pipes had burst at one point, leaving some of the floors wet. 
It appeared something similar to mold was growing in some spots. 


Sailor Dee whiffed then covered his face. The three knights walked 
around in search of the origin of the scent. It was a leaking gas pipe. 


Sword shook his head. “Sailor Dee, you may want to get the gas 
mask again.” 


Sailor Dee gave out a cry of frustration, then retrieved his mask. 
Meta Knight could only look on at the complete disaster that was the 
inside of his ship. His once glorious ship was now nothing more than a 
dump. The Halberd could shine as bright as the sun on the outside, 
but it meant nothing if the inside was a home for garbage. He knew 
the ship was in need of repair, but didn’t even fathom that it was this 
severe. 


“Sir Meta Knight, can this ship even be repaired in this state?” 
Sword asked uncertain. 


“We have no choice.” Meta Knight sighed. “We have spent too 
much time, funds, and effort to suddenly quit.” 


Blade nodded. “You’re right. It would be a waste to leave it like 
this. Even though I’m not looking forward to cleaning it either...” 


The team of four spent a moment of silence wondering who had to 
do what. Finally, it was decided that Sailor Dee and Meta Knight 
would fix the gas pipes as it was an issue that needed immediate 
attention. Sword and Blade would remove the debris and strange wild 
plants that had taken growth. 


Sword stared at a mound of the odd mold-like growth. “Blade, I 
think it just moved!” Sword drew his weapon and pointed it towards 
the offending substance. 


“You’re just imagining it Sword.” Blade called from the other side 
of the room. 


“No, really! It’s twitching!” Sword poked it with his weapon. 
“You’re just saying that so I’ll do your work.” 


Sword growled, then picked it up with his sword and shook it into 
his garbage bag. He shuddered in disgust when he realized that it was 
only one of several growths he would have to dispose of. 


Sailor Dee shone a flashlight on the gas pipe him and Meta Knight 
were repairing. 


(watch?v = F-oQ6qEwS4o) 


“The pipe busted here, and it has a few cracks here. The lines lead 
over there and...” Sailor Dee explained to the rest of the group. Sword 
and Blade weren’t really paying attention to the Waddle Dee’s 
continuous explanation. 


Meta Knight cleared his throat. “In other words. This pipeline 
continues throughout the entire ship.” 


Sailor Dee nodded in agreement. “If a flammable substance were to 
mix with this leaking gas, it will cause an explosion the likes of which 
Dreamland has never seen!” He waved his arms for emphasis. 


Meta Knight knew of the danger this leak could cause, not only for 
them, but the entire castle. An airship of the Halberd’s size needed 
plenty of fuel, so much that if it exploded like Sailor Dee claimed, it 
could possibly wipe out most of Dreamland. 


Sword groaned as he tried to scrape some of the mold-like 
substance off the floor. “Ugh, maybe I can burn it off.” He pulled out a 
lighter from his satchel. 


Blade ran to his partner. “Sword, NO!” Blade snatched the lighter 
out of his hands then stuffed it into his own bag. 


“What was that for?!” Sword asked. 


“Don’t you know that when gas and fire mix it creates an 
explosion?!” 


Sailor Dee scurried over to the two knights. “It would have been 
bigger than a regular explosion! It would have taken out most of 
Dreamland probably!” 


The two knights turned to their superior. “Sir Meta Knight, is this 
true?” Blade asked. 


“Tt is true. The Halberd requires a special type of fuel that is eight 
times more flammable than regular gas. This fuel flows throughout the 
entire ship, with the pipeline broken...” 


Sword and Blade gulped. They had realized just what sort of danger 
they were toying with. Sword trembled. He had almost caused a mass 
explosion that would have taken them and the entire town with it. 


“What was I thinking?” Sword slumped to the ground in shock. 


Blade steadied his companion back on his feet. “You just weren’t 
thinking. We’ll have to be very careful when we’re working.” 


Meta Knight nodded his head. “This is an operation that will 
require precision and must be delicately dealt with. The pipelines and 
gas leaks need to be given priority.” 


Everyone agreed with the blue knight. This wasn’t about the ship 
anymore. They couldn’t leave the pipes alone otherwise it would meet 
something flammable on it’s own. This would be a delicate procedure 
and King Dedede would not be happy to find that Dreamland and his 
castle had been blown to kingdom come. 


If the explosion didn’t kill them then Dedede would. 
(watch?v = r-moXmUYLJc) 


Kirby and his friends continued wandering the desert of Rock Star. 
In the distance they could see a large black prism shaped building. 
Kirby inhaled a Skud nearby and gained the Bomb ability. He stepped 
on a purple platform below the building as it rose into the air. 


Upon closer inspection, the building was actually once a spaceship. 
The internal workings glowed faintly in the dark. The small cannons 
on the walls began to fire at the intruder. Kirby sidestepped their 
ammunition until the platform stopped moving. 


The room above had several moving panels of different colors. 
Kirby maneuvered through them, almost getting squished against the 
wall once. A Spark-I attacked Kirby from behind as he made his way 
to the top of the room. He threw his Bomb ability at the enemy and 
combined to create the Light Bulb ability. Kirby noticed a crystal 
shard inside a grey rectangular area and dove to grab the it before the 
panels closed him in. 


He climbed up the hole in the ceiling and met Adeleine. This room 
had three pictures on the wall, however it was too dark to recognize 
what they were. Kirby used his Light Bulb ability, illuminating the 
once dark room. The pictures were a star, a cloud, and the moon. 


“The pictures are pretty, but what do they mean?” Adeleine mused. 


Kirby couldn’t think of a reasonable answer and decided to 
continue to the next room. There were tiles on the floor with pictures 
on them. 


“Oh, one of them is a cloud!” Adeleine pointed. 
“And another is the moon and one is a star, poyo!” 


They understood the meaning of the pictures. Kirby pressed the star 
tile first, then the cloud, and finally the moon. A crystal shard fell 
from the ceiling in front of Kirby. He climbed the glowing ladder that 


lead to an opening in the ceiling. 


Kirby made his way through the next room with the moving blocks, 
then battled a Big Spark-I. After it’s defeat it dropped a crystal shard. 
He climbed the ladder through the ceiling and escaped the spaceship. 


Kirby wondered what possibly happened to the spaceship to cause 
it’s landing on Rock Star. Perhaps it was a warship in the battle 
against Nightmare. Then what happened to the inhabitants of the 
ship? He decided not to dwell too deeply on the subject. 


(watch?v = LCYRvbSJOGE) 


Kirby proceeded into the next area where Ribbon had sensed a 
crystal shard. He stepped onto what appeared to be a sunken tower. 
However, the moment he set foot onto the structure, it began moving 
upward. 


Suddenly, a red octahedral crystal appeared. A blade of the same 
color was projected from the crystal as it followed Kirby around the 
structure. Then a green crystal of the same shape appeared and 
followed the same action as the red. A blue crystal appeared a few 
moments after the green. 


The elevator-like structure was still moving upward. Kirby had no 
way of attacking them, could only dodge as they spun around him. 
Finally, the elevator came to a stop at the peak of the building. Kirby 
noticed some strange atom formations alongside the crystals. He 
inhaled a blue colored formation and spat it at the red crystal. It 
continued it’s attack unfazed. 


Kirby decided a different approach would be best. The pink puffball 

inhaled the red atom and repelled it at the red crystal. It flashed 
yellow for a moment then turned transparent. It harmlessly phased 
through him as it passed by. 
He repeated the process with a green atom and hurled it at the crystal 
of the same color. The green crystal had turned transparent as well. 
The Star Warrior raced to the blue atom and threw it at the blue 
crystal. The three transparent crystal enemies hovered in the center of 
the platform, then joined together and created a small explosion. A 
crystal shard fell from the platform into Kirby’s arms. 


(watch?v =7 dbdH3UdOn8) 


The five man band roamed the harsh desert of Rock Star. The sand 
was cruel and unforgiving, sometimes getting flung in their eyes when 
a stray gust of wind would blow. It seemed to stretch on and on for 
eternity. Nothing but miles of sand, bleached white dirt. 


Kirby’s friends felt like they had swallowed a few pounds of sand 
and their feet were beginning to itch and ache. There were only thin 
clouds in the sky, nothing to block out the blazing sun that scorched 
them like an angry woman. 


“My feet are starting to hurt and this heat is starting to get to me.” 
Dedede mumbled. 


Ribbon drooped as she flew. “What are we doing here? Who are 
you?” She shook her head to snap out of her heat-induced delusion. 


“You know, before I came here I thought there was just sand in the 
desert. There’s actually rocks and cacti too. Whoopee.” Waddle Dee 
said flatly. 


Adeleine swayed in the heat, trying to keep her mind straight. The 
red beret on her head was doing nothing to protect her from the sun’s 
rays. Then she realized that some thing was amiss. 


She turned around, then called for the rest of the group’s attention. 
Kirby was lying face down in the sand, barely moving except for a few 
twitches. He raised up and reached out into the air. 


He looked at his friends then gasped. “Adeleine is an apple! A juicy 
red apple!” 


Adeleine tilted her head. “Kirby, are you okay? Do you need help?” 
Kirby turned to Dedede. “Dedede is... a strawberry shortcake, poyo!” 


Dedede and Waddle Dee looked at each other. The king shrugged 
his shoulders. 


Kirby stared at Waddle Dee. “Waddle Dee... he’s turned into a 
drumstick!” 


A bit of drool formed at the corner of Kirby’s mouth. His eyes 
widened. 


“Ribbon is a strawberry, poyo. Probably because she’s so sweet.” Kirby 
blushed at his thoughts. 


The four were getting increasingly worried for Kirby’s condition. He 
was looking at them with large eyes and an unsettling grin. 


Kirby snapped out of his hallucination. He realized that under the 
severe heat he had begun to see his friends as food. He slumped back 
on the sand in defeat. 


“Hungry... poyo...” 
The four looked at the pink puffball in concern. Dedede knew that 


Kirby was always wanting to eat and him being hungry on a normal 
occasion wasn’t a cause for concern. However, he also knew this was 
different situation. They hadn’t thought to pack any food for their 
journey. An error that will be henceforth known as, mistake number 
one. 


Adeleine suddenly clapped her hands, an idea had struck her. 


A few minutes later, they were sitting on the ground enjoying their 
food. Kirby was munching on an apple and a strawberry shortcake. 
King Dedede was tearing into a drumstick and Waddle Dee bit into a 
large strawberry. Adeleine was eating a sandwich while painting an 
apple on her portable canvas. Once the apple was finished, it rolled off 
the paper and into Ribbon’s arms. 


“T knew that you could bring your paintings to life, but I didn’t 
think it would work for food.” Waddle Dee said between bites. 


Adeleine giggled. “Are you glad I came along?” 
A loud ‘yes’ resounded from the rest of the group. 


The slightly bigger Crystal of Joy began to glow, floating in the air 
above them. It opened a portal to their next destination. Ribbon flew 
into the portal, along with Dedede, Adeleine , and Waddle Dee. 


Kirby was absorbed into his strawberry shortcake, taking small 
bites to savor the taste. He hadn’t even noticed the portal or his 
friends’s absence. Dedede popped out of the portal behind Kirby and 
grabbed him. The pink puffball dropped his cake in surprise as the 
king yanked him into the portal. 


“Kirby wasn’t finished with that, poyo!” 


Author’s Note:I’m back. It was a small hiatus, but I’m back 
after being sick. I would have updated sooner if it wasn’t for that. 
You might have noticed the links in the chapters. It’s music for 
the area or scene in the story. You don’t have to listen to them, 
but it’s there if you want it. Anyway, reviews are welcome. 


15. Water You Doing? 


Kirby and his friends’s next destination was the planet of Aqua Star. 
From space Aqua Star’s appearance is a large raindrop shaped mass 
with a solid core located far beneath it’s depths. Most of the planet’s 
surface was water with several islands linked together with wooden 
bridges. 


The group of five arrived on a sandy beach nearby an ocean. It was 
a much needed change from Rock Star’s deserts that blazed like an 
angry woman. This area was a calm and relaxing coastline with 
several palm trees littered about. 


“Water!” Dedede ran toward the ocean and began scooping 
handfuls into his mouth. 


“Dedede, no!” Adeleine called. 
“Why am I still thirsty?!” Dedede yelled in confusion. 


Waddle Dee sighed. “Because the ocean has salt in it. Drinking too 
much sea water makes you crazy.” 


“Then we should probably stop Kirby.” The king replied. 


They looked to the side and saw Kirby swallowing some of the 
water. They quickly yanked him out of the ocean. 


“But Kirby is thirsty, poyo!” He wriggled and squirmed in their 
grip. 
“Dedede wants water too!” The king whined. 


“Everyone, relax.” Ribbon said. “Aqua Star isn’t just oceans. There 
are ponds and rivers that are safe to drink from.” 


Kirby and Dedede bolted off as soon as Ribbon finished her 
sentence. 


(watch?v = Vu4QJZPeZsk) 


Kirby entered a cave not too far from where they arrived. The cave 
was tall and expansive, but not similar to the underground cavern in 
Rock Star. Kirby could see something sparkling on a ledge above. He 
puffed himself up and flew to the source of light. It was another shard, 
which Kirby quickly collected. The pink puffball continued his flight 
until he entered the room on his right. 


After crossing several more rooms and a multitude of enemies, 
Kirby stopped in a room with a Big Tick. He defeated his foe with a 
new ability, combining the Bomb and Ice abilities to create the 
Exploding Snowman. After his enemy’s defeat, Kirby obtained a 
crystal shard. 


Kirby exited the cave and ran into Adeleine, who painted him food 
to keep up his strength. He walked along the wooden bridges of the 
small islands and noticed a block checkered with blue and black. 
Kirby used his Exploding Snowman ability to break the block and 
jumped down. He landed on a Zebon that chucked him into the air. 
Kirby was sent flying into a tower. When he fell out, he noticed that a 
crystal shard was in his arms. 


(watch?v = BnqXASop-S4) 


The next area Kirby explored was a marshy forested area. A river 
flowed throughout the dense forest of Aqua Star, seemingly never 
ending. After traveling a while and going through a small cave, he 
stumbled upon a Big Kany. The Star Warrior used a new combination 
of Stone and Fire to create the Volcano ability. Fiery rocks were 
spewed from Kirby, finishing off the monstrous crab easily. After it’s 
defeat, a small chunk of the ceiling crumbled, revealing a crystal 
shard. Kirby grabbed the item and left the cave with a giant hole in 
the interior. 


Kirby approached the river, noticing a small box floating on the 
water. Waddle Dee popped out of the box and motioned for Kirby to 
get in the box. 


“Is this supposed to be a boat, poyo?” Kirby asked as he climbed 
into the box. 


Waddle Dee nodded in confirmation. “I found it by the bank. I 
think it will make a good boat.” 


Kirby looked at the river ahead of them. “Is this safe, poyo?” 
“As safe as a box-boat can be.” 


Before Kirby could question any further, Waddle Dee gave the box- 
boat a little push and the two floated down the river. There was a 
large wooden crate ahead that would most likely break their 
makeshift boat if they were hit. Kirby and Waddle Dee grabbed the 
sides of the box and jumped at the same time, effectively dodging the 
crate. 


Kirby and Waddle Dee rode down a small waterfall, flapping their 
arms on the way down in shock. After dodging another crate, they 


spotted something in the air. Kirby and Waddle Dee jumped in their 
box-boat to grab the floating object. It was another crystal shard. The 
two fell from a few more waterfalls until a larger one appeared. The 
box-boat flipped, flinging Kirby and Waddle Dee in separate 
directions. 


Kirby landed on his face in the small stream below. He picked 
himself up and searched for Waddle Dee’s location. After following the 
river, Kirby found another crystal shard under a waterfall. He 
continued to search for Waddle Dee, climbing up the small cliffs of the 
area while dodging rolling logs with spikes. 


Waddle Dee was found stuck headfirst into the ground. He tugged 
on his companion’s foot to free him from the wet dirt, eventually 
succeeding. The two exited the dense forest with the crystal shards in 
hand. Waddle Dee decided that when they got a chance to rest, he was 
asking Adeleine for a grilled cheese sandwich. 


(watch?v = Vu4QJZPeZsk) 


The next area Kirby entered was a beach similar to the one before. 
He passed by some sand sculptures and swam to a rock island. The 
pink puffball crossed the wooden bridge when suddenly a burst of 
water had flung him into the air. Kirby descended into a stone tower. 


He landed inside the tower and noticed a mossy green rock. Kirby 
used his new ability, Shuriken Bomb, by combining the Cutter and 
Bomb abilities. The rock crumbled to pieces, revealing a crystal shard 
within. Kirby moved a block off of the rock pile he had landed on, 
resulting in a geyser bringing him to the surface. 


Kirby walked a little further to find Dedede and a large wooden 
board on a log of some sort. 


“See that island over there Kirby?” Dedede pointed. “We’re gonna 
catapult you over there.” 


“What is Kirby supposed to do, poyo?” He scratched his head in 
confusion. 


Dedede face palmed. “You stand on this end of the board.” The king 
nudged Kirby on the piece of wood. He walked to the other end. 


“And I whack the other end with my hammer!” 


Before Kirby had time to protest, Dedede’s hammer rained upon the 
board. Kirby was flung into the air with a startled shriek, while the 
royal penguin laughed at the puffball’s reaction. 


Kirby landed on the targeted island with a thud. He picked himself 


up regardless and moved on. He eventually came upon a small 
mountain with a large hole in the middle. The Star Warrior jumped in 
and faced a Big Kapar. He defeated the attacking opponent and 
collected a crystal shard. Suddenly, the floor caved where the Kapar 
stood, leaving a hole in it’s place. Kirby jumped down the hole and fell 
into a pool of water. 


Kirby looked up to see a shard clinging to the cave walls. He 
couldn’t float that far without getting tired. He decided to try an 
experiment. His recently obtained combination of Stone and Cutter 
abilities gave him the Stone Friends ability. He transformed into a 
stone likeness of his bird friend Pitch. He tried to fly to the shard, but 
fell down after a few seconds. 


His next transformation was a rock form of ChuChu the octopus. He 
knew that ChuChu had good arms, but not good enough to reach that 
far. Then Kirby transformed into Rick the Hamster. Rick had a strong 
back and could travel and climb long distances. Kirby began to scale 
the wall in this form. After a seemingly long amount of time, Kirby 
grabbed the shard, then went back to his original form to jump down. 


Kirby jumped up the ledges on the other side of the wall, jumping 
over spiked logs on the way. Then he jumped down the other side of 
the rock wall and exited the mountain. 


Meta Knight and his small crew were hard at work, trying to repair 
the Halberd’s dangerous leaking oil pipes. Meta Knight had decided it 
was better to remove the oil from the ship in it’s entirety and use a 
different type of gasoline when the pipes were fixed. The risks were 
just too great and too likely. 


The blue knight was currently retrieving buckets and an instruction 
manual for the oil leaks. Sword, Blade, and Sailor Dee were mulling 
over what to do. They couldn’t fix the pipes until Meta Knight 
returned with the manual and supplies they needed. 


(watch?v = Rfm3CJkC3x8) 


“This is most likely the most dangerous assignment we’ve ever been 
given.” Sword said while paced around the large basement. 


“We’ve been in situations worse than this.” Blade replied. 


“Blade, there is a possibility of an explosion at our hands! Also, I 
wasn’t finished talking.” Blade sighed at his companion, but let him 
continue. 


“Men, we will have to be careful, vigilant, responsible—” 


“All things that you are not.” 


“Blade, I am just as skilled and responsible as you! Now please let 
me finish.” Sword continued his pacing past the two. 


“Men, we will have to be careful, vigilant, and responsible. This is a 
matter of life...” Sword stopped walking and looked at one hand. “Or 
painful agonizing widespread death!” He looked at his other hand. 


Sword continued walking. “That is why we are the protectors of 
Dreamland at this time. We are holding the scissors of fate and the 
thread of life in our very hands. We are— Gooey?! What are you 
doing here?!” Sword yelled at the blue blob that had suddenly 
materialized next to Sailor Dee. 


“T thought the Corps would help me straighten out my life sir!” 
Gooey answered. 


“The Corps? What the... Gooey this isn’t the... How did you get in 
here?!” 


“Oh, well it turns out Dark Matter can take on different forms, so I 
just turned into liquid form and slipped under the door!” Gooey then 
transformed into a puddle with eyes on the floor. 


“Er, could you wait here?” Sword said when he realized Meta 
Knight had returned with his supplies. 


“We can explain.” Sword said to Meta Knight, who had a look of 
slight confusion under his mask. 


“He thinks this is the Corps.” Blade said, only increasing Meta 
Knight’s confusion. 


“He knows too much... we must dispose of him!” Sailor Dee 
squawked. 


The three knight stared at Sailor Dee briefly. “Sorry. That was too 
extreme, but he does know too much though!” 


“Sailor Dee does have a point.” Meta Knight said. “Gooey has not 
only seen the Halberd, but could possibly know of the oil leak.” 


“So... what are we going to do with Gooey?” Blade asked. 


Meta Knight looked at the blue blob who was still standing in the 
same spot. Then he looked at Sword and Blade. “Gooey will help 
repair the Halberd.” 


“Sir Meta Knight, you can’t be serious!” Blade shouted in shock. 


“You don’t really mean that, do you?” Sword asked. 


“T do. He somehow wandered into the room without your detection, 
so he is your trainee.” Meta Knight answered. 


“The doors were locked, but we didn’t tell you how he got in here.” 
Blade said. 


“He turned into liquid and slid under the door! We couldn’t have 
stopped him if we tried!” Sword finished. 


Meta Knight shook his head. “I never said that training him was a 
punishment. You are my loyal knaves and I have taken you under my 
wing. Now it is time for you to take Gooey under yours.” 


“But I thought that Sailor Dee was supposed to be our sidekick?” 
Sword asked. 


“Tm already trained!” Sailor Dee huffed. 


Meta Knight called for Gooey. “Yes, Meta Knight sir?” The blob 
asked. 


“Gooey, you were in the wrong place at the wrong time.” Meta 
Knight stated. 


“Oh, did I interrupt you guys building your airplane?” Gooey asked 
obliviously. 


“It’s a battleship!” Sword corrected. “And it’s filled with a highly 
flammable fuel that could blow up Dreamland in it’s entirety! Did we 
also mention it has a broken pipe that’s leaking at this moment?” 


(watch?v = 49111nJ04V0) 
Gooey’s eyes widened in blank shock. 


“And you are going to give your assistance in repairing it.” Meta 
Knight got to the point. 


Gooey stepped back. “Wha... aflaflafa... Huh?” He swooned and 
fell onto the floor. 


“Get a hold of your self man!” Sword shook him. “What we have 
here is life... or painful agonizing death on our hands!” 


“But I don’t have any hands!” Gooey blubbered. 


Sword backed away from the hysterical blob. “I didn’t mean to 
cause trouble! I’m sorry!” 


Meta Knight gave Gooey a few moments to calm down before 
speaking again. Seeing genuine tears always made the knight feel 
uneasy. 


“You’re not in trouble. However, your presence here did lead to 
this.” Meta Knight said calmly. “This ship is a secret and the oil leak is 
as well. If word was to spread to the village, it would cause a state of 
panic.” 


Gooey nodded. “So no one needs to know?” 
“No one whatsoever.” 


“Well, I kept me being a Dark Matter a secret for a long time. That 
shouldn’t be too hard!” Gooey said. 


“Are you ready to begin work?” Meta Knight asked. 
“Gooey reporting for duty!” 
“Sword and Blade will be your mentors of sorts.” 


Sword approached Gooey. “We’re serious. This is dangerous stuff 
we're handling. This is life or—” 


“Painful agonizing death. We know.” Blade finished. 


“Your not helping me with my anxiety attack.” Gooey said. “I don’t 
work well under pressure.” 


“If we finish this quickly, then there will be no need for pressure.” 
Meta Knight opened the manual for the Halberd’s pipes. 


Everyone grabbed their tools and entered the Halberd, ready to 
prevent an explosion that could take Dreamland off Popstar. 


(watch?v = 4BfvrlZQW9s) 


The next area Kirby explored was the depth’s of Aqua Star’s ocean. 
There were several strong currents in the treacherous ocean, but the 
Star Warrior had to press on. He dove down, then entered a small hole 
on his right. Still swimming, he ventured through the dark sea floor 
while dodging several falling rocks. 


Kirby entered another hole in the wall. The current in this room 
was not very strong, but still enough to slightly sway the pink 
puffball. Kirby swam to the ceiling of the underwater room and found 
a crystal shard. The current pushed him into another room. 


This area of the cavern had much stronger water flow. Kirby was 
pulled by the sea current until he managed to grab a pole stuck in the 
sand. He scooted down the pole to see a crystal shard to his right. He 
nudged himself carefully over to the gem, then grabbed it before the 
current swept him away. 


Kirby entered the next room and faced a Big Blowfish with his 


Missile ability. The missiles didn’t have as good of range as they did 
on land, but they were enough to defeat the opponent. Kirby swam 
through the hole in the wall to the next area. 


The current pushed him forward while rocks fell from the ceiling. 
He dodged to the best of his ability and dove into a small ditch. Inside 
was a crystal shard almost invisible due to the darkness of the trench. 
Kirby grabbed the shard then exited the underwater cave. 


(watch?v = LCYRvbSJOGE) 


Kirby entered the final area, prepared to take on whatever boss that 
will most likely attack him. A giant whale jumped from the water, but 
not just any whale. 


“Acro?!” Kirby shouted in shock. 


The orca whale opened his mouth to reveal a crystal shard, then 
closed his jaw shut and jumped under the water with a taunting 
splash. Kirby dove after Acro, determined to get the crystal shard. 
Acro spat a skull at Kirby, who inhaled it and spit it back. The orca 
did several flips in the water, knocking Kirby around with each 
movement. Acro called a Fishbones to attack Kirby, who threw the 
enemy back in retaliation. 


Acro flipped into Kirby again, but the puffball managed to get away 
with minimal damage. Kirby threw another one of Acro’s Fishbones at 
him. The orca suddenly slumped to the bottom of the ocean floor, 
which bean to crumble around him. 


Kirby swam up, avoiding the falling debris in the water. Acro had 
appeared behind him, spitting missiles in an attempt to stop the Star 
Warrior from reaching the surface. Kirby redirected the missiles to 
Acro, giving Kirby more time to swim upwards. After a few more 
missiles, he reached the surface with Acro defeated. 


Acro resurfaced moments later and spat out the crystal shard. 
“Wuh, Kirby? What are you doing here? What am I doing here?! 
Where am I?!” 


“You’re on Aqua Star, poyo.” Kirby answered. 


“Aqua Star? Isn’t that like another planet?! How did I get here? Not 
that I’m complaining. It’s pretty nice here with all the water.” Acro 
splashed. “I guess I’ll just stay here then.” 


Kirby retrieved the crystal shard then bid Acro a farewell and left to 
find his friends. 


(watch?v = MIsN_d6VOQ) 


Kirby and his friends sat on one of Aqua Star’s sandy beaches. The 
sun was shining, though not as severe as Rock Star. The ocean’s waves 
would reach their feet every so often. 


“This place is nice... really nice.” Waddle Dee sighed. 


“Tt’s perfect. I should build another castle here.” Dedede felt the 
warm sunshine. 


The group of five continued to watch the ocean until Adeleine 
abruptly stood up. She grabbed a nearby pebble and threw it in the 
water, watching it skip. Dedede and Waddle Dee stood up and began 
throwing rocks too. It soon became a contest of who could get their 
rocks the farthest. 


Waddle Dee threw with all his might, but the rocks would sink 
under the ocean’s waves. 


“That isn’t how you’re supposed to throw em!” Dedede told Waddle 
Dee. 


Adeleine chuckled. “Then what is the proper technique, oh Rock 
Skipping Master?” 


Dedede glared at the young artist, then brought his attention back 
to Waddle Dee. “You’re throwing way too hard and in the wrong 
direction. You need to throw out instead of down like you’re doing.” 


Waddle Dee threw like the king had instructed. The rock flew 
across the water, skipping five times before sinking. 


“See, that’s how you do it!” Dedede grinned at Waddle Dee. 


Adeleine and Ribbon clapped at Waddle Dee’s performance. Kirby 
looked at Ribbon from the side then picked up a large rock. 


“Kirby will try now!” He shouted with glee, trying to look 
impressive. 


“Kirby, that rock is too big. It won’t go very far.” Adeleine said. 


“This rock will fly, poyo!” Kirby began winding his arm for the big 
throw. 


“You’re gonna lose, kid.” Dedede snickered in triumph. 


Waddle Dee turned toward the ocean with wide eyes. Adeleine was 
so startled, her beret jumped off her head briefly. Dedede’s eyes 
popped in shock. The three ran away from the sand’s edge with 
Ribbon following close behind. 


Kirby was still winding his arm, unaware of the giant wave 


approaching him. Moments later, Kirby washed up on the beach face 
down. He looked up to see the portal open, with Dedede and Adeleine 
jumping in. Kirby hopped up from the sand and scurried into the 
portal. 


“Don’t leave Kirby behind, poyo!” 


Author’s Note: Gooey has joined the Halberd crew... what have 
they done? There should be about four more chapters in this arc, 
then we move on to the next! 


16. It's A Jungle Out There 


Kirby and his friends arrived on the planet Neo Star. This planet is 
covered in jungles, volcanoes, and other wild lands. It holds a special 
respect to plant life, nature, and earth. Mountains and caves were also 
spread about the planet. From space, the planet’s appearance was a 
green leafy sphere with the red areas being volcanoes. 


“This place looks like it hasn’t been in touch with civilization for 
ages.” Dedede grumbled as he swat away some insects. 


“Neo Star never had civilization to begin with. It’s completely 
untouched by modernization.” Ribbon explained. 


Adeleine waved her hat in an attempt to fan the bothersome insects 
away. “The sooner we get going, the sooner we’ll be away from these 
mosquitoes.” 


(watch?v = KjFaq2rueKs) 


The first area Kirby explored was a simple jungle. However, this 
jungle was simple to Neo Star standards. This place made Big Woods 
seem civilized. 


Kirby walked on the jungle path, avoiding several holes and pitfalls 
in his way. Kirby eventually tripped and fell in one pitfall, only to 
notice that a crystal shard was in it. It was a lucky accident. 


He entered the next area of the jungle and climbed down a long 
vine to find another crystal shard. He climbed up a series of vines 
until he reached a hole in the side of a mountain. From there, Kirby 
swung from vine to vine until reaching a Giant Galbo. 


The Star Warrior quickly fought the Giant Galbo and reached the 
next part of the jungle with swinging logs tied with vines. He hopped 
across the logs, careful with each step he took. It would be a long drop 
to the ground if he lost his balance. He grabbed a crystal shard that 
was in the leaves just above him, nearly falling off the log. Kirby made 
his way across the gap and left the first area. 


(watch?v = N8PO82CmnIU) 


The second area Kirby traversed was a deep cave. While Kirby fell 
down the cave, he managed to grab a crystal shard on his way. When 
he finally stopped falling, he didn’t hit the ground as expected. 
Instead, he landed in a mining cart with Waddle Dee behind it. 


“Waddle Dee, is this going to be like the box boat ride, poyo?” 
Kirby asked. 


“Err... kinda.” Waddle Dee answered as he began to push the cart 
then jumped in front of Kirby. The two rode in their mine cart without 
trouble at first. Then they noticed that a piece of the track was missing 
over a small gap. Kirby and Waddle Dee shrieked and grabbed their 
cart, jumping over the hole and back onto the tracks. 


“Did you know that was there, poyo?” Kirby asked after the shock 
had worn off. 


”? 


“Um... no... 


“You didn’t check the tracks before you got in the cart?!” Kirby 
screamed. 


“No! I didn’t think about it!” Waddle Dee answered. 


The two continued screaming as the cart whirled down the tracks. 
The two noticed a crystal shard floating in the air from a distance. The 
two grabbed the shard, then turned their attention to the front. The 
ride had several gaps and bumps, with each jump the two would wave 
their arms and scream in fright. 


The tracks ended abruptly in front of a large cliff. The cart flipped 
over, throwing it’s passengers into the abyss. 


“Avenge me, Kirby! Avenge me!” Waddle Dee shouted as he fell out 
of Kirby’s sight. 


Kirby landed on the ground below and felt water drip on the back 
of his head. He observed his surroundings and saw that this part of the 
cave had small waterfalls flowing from the cracks in the walls. The 
pink puffball went on his way, looking for Waddle Dee until he came 
across a large brown block covering part of the cave wall. 


Kirby used his Dynamite ability, formed by combining the Stone 
and Bomb abilities. He set the dynamite by the block, then ran away 
from it while wearing a hard hat. Behind the block was a crystal 
shard. Continuing through the cave, Kirby defeated a room filled with 
Drops and proceeded to the next room. 


There were several large moving blocks. If he wasn’t careful, they 
would squish him. He navigated through the lethal rocks until he 
reached the exit. Kirby found Waddle Dee with a bump on his head 
outside the cave. It appeared that he had made it outside just in time 
to collapse on the mossy floor. Kirby picked up the passed out Waddle 
Dee and carried him to the rest of the group. 


(watch?v = PBHVycBi-oU) 


The third area was a mountainous region with fog surrounding the 
peaks. Moving on his way, he noticed another strange rock with 
something sparkling underneath it. Kirby used his Power Drill ability, 
obtained when combining the Needle and Stone abilities. Underneath 
the rock was a crystal shard. 


Kirby continued his climb up the mountain. There were several 
different colors of rock making up the mountain, not just red, orange, 
and brown like Rock Star’s barren areas. On his way, he met Adeleine 
who had painted a picture of a top hat. 


“Kirby, I figured out this puzzle. See those blocks over there?” 
Adeleine pointed to a pile of star blocks. “You need to make those 
blocks match this picture.” 


The pink puffball carved away at the blocks, eventually creating the 
shape Adeleine painted. Creating the statue reminded him of his 
adventures with his animal friends. The statue suddenly crumbled 
away, leaving a crystal shard in the rubble. 


Kirby hopped across smaller ledges, noticing something shiny 
floating below. Kirby jumped off the ledge, grabbed the crystal shard, 
then quickly inflated himself to fly onto another ledge. He eventually 
finished his climb to the top of the mountain where his friends were 
waiting for him. 


(watch?v = vL892vJJOMw) 


The group of five had a red, blue, and yellow picnic blanket with 
white stripes spread on the ground. Adeleine had created another 
painted picnic. Kirby ate two strawberry shortcakes while Dedede was 
chewing on a chicken leg. Adeleine munched on a ham and cheese 
sandwich with Waddle Dee eating a rice ball. 


Ribbon floated next to the young artist. “Adeleine, may I have a 
strawberry shortcake, please?” 


“Ribbon, I’m sorry. I ran out of paint for a strawberry shortcake. I 
could make more when I find the materials. There are a few rocks that 
can be made into paint here.” 


Ribbon’s face fell. Adeleine scratched the back of her head 
nervously. “Is there anything else you would like, though? I'll paint 
anything that I can.” 


Kirby looked down at his strawberry shortcakes in thought. He was 
hungry, and they were the last cakes too, but... 


“Ribbon, here!” Kirby thrust the plate with the cake in front of 
Ribbon. 


“Kirby... I can’t take your cake. It’s yours.” Ribbon pushed the cake 
back to Kirby. 


“Kirby has two cakes. If you take one, Kirby will still have one, 
poyo! So take it!” He slid the cake to Ribbon with a blush that could 
be clearly seen, despite the fog and the clouds covering the sun. 


“But it’s yours! I’ll eat something else.” Ribbon pushed the 
confection back. 


“Kirby wants you to have it!” 


Dedede watched as the strawberry shortcake was pushed back and 
forth. “If you don’t want it, then I’ll be glad to take it!” The king 
grabbed the dish in between the puffball and the fairy. 


Dedede made the mistake of looking at Kirby, who was giving him 
a pitiful disappointed look. Dedede was familiar with this face, 
because he often practiced the same look when he was a child. The 
penguin reluctantly sat the cake in front of Ribbon, then took a seat 
next to Waddle Dee. 


“Thank you, Kirby...” Ribbon smiled after finally accepting the 
cake. 


Kirby blushed and looked at his own strawberry shortcake. 
Adeleine giggled then turned her attention to Waddle Dee. 


“How’s that bump on your head doing?” The young artist asked. 


“Fine, I think. I don’t think I have a concussion. Do you have one if 
everything sounds like it’s underwater?” 


“Are you sure you don’t want to go home? It looks really painful.” 
Ribbon asked. 


“No! I said I was sticking with you guys until the end!” Waddle Dee 
tried to stand up, but fell down on his bottom again. 


“That’s a pretty big bump. It’s huge.” Dedede looked at Waddle 
Dee’s head. “I tried to make it look better by painting a happy face on 
it. I don’t think it worked.” 


Kirby was wondering why a face had appeared on Waddle Dee’s 
injury, but never thought to ask. 


Waddle Dee covered his head in shame. “Don’t look at me. Don’t 
look at me! I’m hideously deformed!” 


“Waddle Dee, it’s not that bad.” Adeleine tried to comfort her upset 
companion. 


“Tt looks like a bird laid an egg on my head!” 


Dedede looked at the bump, then at Adeleine. “Do you still have 
that painting of a top hat?” 


“Um, yes. Why?” Adeleine asked. 
“Do that thing where you make the painting come off the paper.” 


Adeleine was confused, but complied with the king’s request. 
Dedede snatched the hat, then placed it on Waddle Dee’s head. 


“Better?” Dedede tapped his foot. 


“It’s like it’s not even there!” Waddle Dee admired his temporary 
headgear. 


“Okay, is everyone happy?” The penguin asked the group. 
Everyone nodded. 


“Good. Geez.” The king sat down and continued eating his lunch. 
He briefly looked at Waddle Dee, who was looking at him with 
sparkling eyes. Adeleine and Ribbon silently giggled at Dedede’s 
flustered reaction. 


“Kid, you’re in my personal bubble.” Dedede scooted Waddle Dee 
away from him. “I can’t eat with you breathing down my shoulder.” 


Waddle Dee sat where the penguin king had moved him, still 
looking at the king with eyes of adoration. 


(watch?v = ZkrSDOdP6k4) 


Meta Knight and his small crew were cautiously fixing the 
dangerous gas leak. Everyone onboard the ship was on pins and 
needles. 


“Careful...” Blade warned Gooey, who was holding a wrench with 
his tongue. 


“Tm being careful!” Gooey retorted. 


The time limit placed on their shoulders only brought more anxiety 
to the crew. Even Meta Knight was sweating a bit underneath his 
mask. 


“Sailor Dee, where are those manuals?!” Sword yelled. 


“Here they are!” Sailor Dee ran around the ship, handing out 


manuals and tools when necessary. 


Their work had been steady without complications for the most 
part. However, no one would relax until the crisis was completely 
averted. 


Suddenly a pipe hissed. 
“AAAGH!” Sword, Sailor Dee, and Gooey hit the floor. 


Blade shook his head. “It’s just a water pipe. There’s nothing wrong 
with it.” 
The three gave a sigh of relief. 


“T can’t take this anymore! I’m going bonkers!” Gooey shouted 
while face down on the floor. 


“Tt’s almost over Gooey.” Meta Knight reassured the friendly Dark 
Matter. “The worst has passed.” 


“But all of this stress is making me lose sleep. None of us have slept 
at all. I have bags under my eyes! Even my bags have bags!” Gooey 
pointed to his eyes with his tongue. 


The others did have to admit that the bags were unsightly. Gooey 
wasn’t the only one that had suffered. Sword had become rather 
irritable and Blade was beginning to act sluggish. Sailor Dee had fallen 
asleep in the tool box once. Meta Knight had been fighting back the 
yawns since three in the morning yesterday. 


“We just have to muscle through a little longer and then we can 
rest.” Blade held back a yawn. 


In three hours the pipes were finished and the oil was drained from 
the Halberd. 


“Tt’s over... It’s finally over!” Gooey exclaimed as he hit the floor 
face first. Sailor Dee followed his lead. 


Meta Knight cleared his throat. “No, not quite.” 
“What now?” Gooey grumbled as he picked himself off the floor. 


Sword nodded his head in realization. “The oil... how do we get rid 
of it?” 


“Dumping it somewhere is too dangerous and harmful. It’s worse 
than keeping it here.” Blade interjected. 


“We can’t bury it either.” Sailor Dee said. 


Gooey gasped. “If we buried it, then everyone in Dreamland would 
transform into mutants and begin a rampage of revenge and 
destruction upon us!” 


“That is highly unlikely.” Meta Knight responded after a short 
pause. 


“Unlikely... but possible?!” Gooey gasped again. 


“Anyway...” Blade interrupted Gooey’s antics. “Bottom line. What 
should we do with it?” 


“We could sell it.” Sword suggested. 


“No, this fuel could be used against us.” Meta Knight disagreed. 
“Selling it would be dooming all of Dreamland. Even Pop Star.” 


“Then what are we going to do with it?!” Gooey yelled. 


The small crew stood in silence, mulling over the dangerous 
situation. 


“Maybe...” Sailor Dee spoke up. “We could make it less dangerous.” 


“Less dangerous? How do we make possibly the most dangerous 
fuel in existence less dangerous?!” Sword was showing his irritable 
side again. 


“We can use chemistry. Mix chemicals to create a less flammable 
gas.” 


“Tt would seem that is the only option that can be taken.” Meta 
Knight said, then turned to Gooey. 


“We have no need of your services from this point onward. You are 
free to leave.” 


“Thank you... I’m going home... to sleep until tomorrow evening.” 
Gooey made his way to hop out of the castle’s basement, but was 
stopped by Sword. 


“Remember Gooey, loose lips sink ships...” 
“But I don’t have any lips.” 

“ .. Just get out of here.” 

(watch?v = N8PO82CmnIU) 


The next area Kirby explored was a fiery volcano. The pink puffball 
jumped over rivers of magma and dodged Ignus. After traveling a 
short distance inside the volcano, he met Dedede in one room with 


several pillars. The penguin king motioned for Kirby to jump on his 
back. 


Dedede smashed the stone pillars in their way with ease, only 
stopping to complain about the heat every now and then. One pillar 
was sturdier than the rest they encountered. After a few whacks, it 
finally crumbled with a crystal shard falling out of the dust. 


Once they reached the end of the pillars, Dedede decided to speak 


up. 
“This is where your ride ends, you little leech.” Dedede said. 


Kirby was still clinging to the king’s back. 


“That means you get off and go on your way.” The penguin said 
after a beat. 


“Nope! Kirby doesn’t want to, poyo!” The Star Warrior replied 
cheerfully, then patted Dedede’s back. 


Dedede grabbed one of Kirby’s arms, then flung him into the next 
room. He was even courteous enough to wave goodbye to the pink 
puffball on his way out. 


The next room had a thin elevated path surrounded by a magma 
lake. Kirby cautiously made his way across the dangerous thin strip of 
land. The next room had a large rock covered in magma with 
something shining through the cracks. Kirby used his Giant Snowball 
ability on the rock, created by combining the Ice and Needle ability. 
The rock cracked open to reveal another crystal shard. 


He entered the next room, calm and carefree. Suddenly, there was 
an unsettling rumble. Kirby turned around to see an advancing wall of 
magma. Kirby ran through the volcano, looking behind every few 
moments to see if it was still there. He continued his daring escape 
until he barreled into the next room, then slammed a giant rock in 
front of the entrance. 


Kirby sat down to catch his breath, relieved that it was finally over. 
Then another rumble was heard. The magma below him was rapidly 
rising. Kirby climbed the ledges of the volcano, occasionally floating 
to his next destination. On his way up, he noticed a crystal shard 
embedded in the volcano walls. He tugged and pulled until it finally 
dislodged itself. Kirby continued to climb until he was safely out of 
the volcano. 


(watch?v = LCYRvbSJOGE) 


Kirby entered the final area of Neo Star, prepared to take on 


whatever stood in his way. A strange blob-like mass emerged from the 
magma. It’s eyes and mouth were black and hollow, showing no 
features at all. A red magma pillar rose and slowly approached Kirby. 
Using his Missile ability, he hit both pillars easily. The creature 
dubbed ‘Magman’ slung magma at the Star Warrior. The pink puffball 
dodged and fired the missiles at the magma. 


Magman gave a cry of defeat then sunk into the volcano. 
“That was easy, poyo!” Kirby mused. “Too easy...” 


At that moment Magman reemerged next to him, staring him down 
then moving closer to him. Kirby did the only thing he could think of 
in this situation: run. Magman was getting closer to him, but Kirby ran 
onto the earth of the volcano. He took a moment to rest on the land, 
thinking that Magman wouldn’t follow him. 


Then to Kirby’s horror, Magman slowly climbed out of the magma 
and onto the land, getting closer each passing second. Kirby flung his 
missiles at his opponent, causing some damage. Magman melted, then 
slid toward Kirby. More missiles were aimed at the magma beast that 
spewed it’s fiery breath at Kirby. The Star Warrior fired the final shot, 
defeating Magman at last. 


The fiery opponent relinquished a crystal shard, then took a 
moment to stare at his previous opponent. Kirby stared back, unsure 
of the situation’s outcome. Magman raised it’s arms at Kirby. The pink 
puffball braced himself for an attack. Seconds ticked by with no 
impact. Kirby slowly opened his eyes to see that Magman had 
slithered back into the magma, but not before carving something into 
the volcano’s floor. 


It was a drawing of a smiling face. 
(watch?v = 2DtlXZ_elxA) 


The group of five gazed at the newly formed Crystal of Joy. It was 
much bigger than before they left Popstar and was nearly complete. 


“Tt almost looks like it did at Ripple Star...” Ribbon said. 


“We’re so close to finishing our adventure, but it seems like it just 
started.” Adeleine stated. 


“T wonder... what will it be like when it’s all over?” Waddle Dee 
rubbed his almost healed head. “Will everything just go back to 
normal? What’s waiting for us at the end?” 


“We won’t know until the time comes.” Dedede said. “What I do 
know is, this place is worse than Rock Star. Agreed?” 


“Agreed!” The group didn’t like Neo Star much. The jungles were 
infested with insects, it was covered in active volcanoes, the likelihood 
of head injuries drastically increased, and to top it all off Neo Star was 
just downright dangerous. 


Abruptly, a violent shaking from the ground began. The group 
began to look for the source of the quake while Waddle Dee had fallen 
on his back. A volcano had erupted next to them. 


“RUN!” Dedede yelled as they distanced themselves from the 
volcano. They had nearly been struck by falling rocks coated in lava. 


The Crystal of Joy created another portal to their next destination. 
The portal was moving away from them as they tried to leap in. 
Ribbon flew in followed by King Dedede. 


“T can’t catch up! It won’t be still!” Adeleine tripped over a stone. 


Dedede’s arm appeared and grabbed Adeleine before she hit the 
ground, then pulled her into the portal. Kirby jumped in next while 
Waddle Dee ran as fast as his feet would allow. The lava was catching 
up to him while the portal was floating further away. 


Kirby popped outside of the crystal’s portal, then inhaled, 
successfully grabbing Waddle Dee by the head with his mouth. 


Waddle Dee thought over the situations he’s been dragged into 
since he joined this adventure. 


He’s traveled to several different planets alongside the hero of Pop 
Star, a fairy from a different planet, a talented artist girl that could 
bring her paintings to life, and the king of Dreamland that seemed to 
be Dark Matter bait. 


He’s been possessed by a widespread malevolent entity. He roamed 
a desert that scorched them like an angry woman. He drove a box 
boat through a river on a tropical planet. He rode in a mine cart and 
suffered a painful head injury. He’s seen things most Waddle Dees 
would never get to see. He’s experienced several things that most 
Waddle Dees would never experience. 


Waddle Dee wondered how things might have been different if he 
had stayed on Popstar. Would Kirby and his friends have more 
difficulties if he wasn’t here? Did Waddle Dee actually want to be a 
part of this adventure? 


Yes. Yes he did. And he loved every second of it. 


Author’s Note: Well, we’ve only got about three more chapters 
until the next arc. I promise youthat it won’t take this long for 


the next chapter to be written (I hope). 


17. Courage 


Kirby and his friends arrived on the planet Shiver Star. This star is 
covered in ice and snow. It appeared to be inhabited at one point, but 
something drove them away. The inhabitants left behind their 
buildings and factories that continued working despite their long 
absence. 


“This place is like Iceberg, poyo!” Kirby said while picking up a 
handful of snow. 


Dedede grimaced. “Don’t remind me of that place. It was awful 
being under the control of that Dark Matter freak. Besides, it’s cold 
here.” 


Adeleine raised an eyebrow. “But you’re a penguin.” 
“So what? Do you have something against penguins?” 
“No, I didn’t mean... never mind.” Adeleine sighed. 


“Hey Dedede, poyo? Do you remember when you tried to get a cold 
on purpose? Because you didn’t want the town to think you were 
stupid, poyo?” 


Ribbon giggled. “Did that really happen?” 


Adeleine snickered. “Dedede, you’re a penguin! It doesn’t work like 
that.” 


Dedede began to chase Kirby around the snowy landscape. “How do 
you even know that?! You were a toddler when that happened!” 


The king of Dreamland packed some snow together into a neatly 
formed ball, then tossed it at Kirby. The pink puffball fell into the 
snow when the snowball impacted with the back of his head. 


“Hey, Ribbon?” Waddle Dee fumbled with his arms. “How many 
more planets will we be traveling to?” 


“We have to find all the crystal shards here, then we’ll go to my 
home planet Ripple Star. That should be the last.” Ribbon answered. 


“Oh...” Waddle Dee sighed. 
“Why? Do you want to go home? You can if you want to.” 


“No! It’s not that...” Waddle Dee shook his head. 


Part of Waddle Dee wanted this adventure to go on, to continue 
and get to stay with the group. After the adventure is over, he’ll just 
be another Waddle Dee again. Just another Waddle Dee aimlessly 
roaming the fields of Dreamland looking for a purpose in life. 


He didn’t want to say goodbye. 
(watch?v = bGUZG8V1OMU) 


The first area of the frosty planet Shiver Star was a simple snowy 
landscape. It reminded Kirby of the times when it would snow in the 
town whenever an Ice Dragon was around. 


Shiver Star was different though. This planet was naturally cold and 
snow fell according to it’s climate. Dreamland was a warm climate 
that had never seen snow until the Ice Dragon arrived. He wondered 
what it would be like if it snowed there like it did on Shiver Star. 


Kirby walked through the arctic land, looking behind every few 
minutes to see his footprints in the snow. He eventually stopped at a 
small mountain, then began to climb it’s ladders. 


At the top, Kirby was approached by Waddle Dee with a bobsled. 


“Waddle Dee... you do remember what happened last time, 
poyo...” Kirby warned. 


“This is different. The first ride was in a box on a flowing river with 
waterfalls. The last time was in a mine cart underground on a planet 
with no civilization.” Waddle Dee patted his bobsled. “This time we’re 
in a bobsled surrounded by gentle snow to cushion our fall!” 


“Okay, poyo...” Kirby hopped behind Waddle Dee as the bobsled 
began it’s descent down the mountain. 


The ride went smoothly for a while. 


“Hey Waddle Dee, poyo... There’s been a question on Kirby’s mind 
since the mine cart ride...” 


“What is it, Kirby?” 


“If Neo Star doesn’t have any civilization, then how did a mine cart 
with tracks get there, poyo?” 


“.,.That’s a good question.” 


A large wooden post was in their path. Kirby and Waddle Dee 
grabbed the bobsled by it’s sides and jumped over the post. Kirby 
tapped Waddle Dee’s back and gave him a blank stare. 


“This is safer! I know it is!” 


The two were rapidly approaching an igloo. The two tried to jump 
over it, but sliced the top of the igloo off. 


“T really hope someone didn’t live there.” Waddle Dee said as they 
jumped over another wooden post. 


The two sailed over another igloo with a crystal shard embedded in 
the top. Kirby grabbed the shard as they hit the top of the igloo. 


“If someone lives in those igloos, we’re causing so much property 
damage...” Waddle Dee buried his face in his hands as they slid down 
the slope. 


The bobsled hit a large rock and sent them tumbling out. Kirby was 
flung into a large igloo with snow tumbling over the entrance. Waddle 
Dee fell face first into the snow, his feet were up in the cold air. 


Kirby observed his surroundings and noticed something frozen to 
the roof of the igloo. He could see a crystal shard inside the ice. Using 
his Fire ability, he turned into a fireball and melted the ice. Suddenly, 
a Giant Chilly attacked. 


This Chilly looked similar to the Chilly that he befriended during 
the time it snowed in Dreamland. However, this one was malevolent. 
Kirby quickly defeated his frosty opponent and retrieved the crystal 
shard. 


Kirby exited the igloo and jumped down the small slope to a frozen 
lake. He slid around on the icy surface, doing silly poses while 
spinning on the slippery lake. While he was imitating an ice skater, 
the pink puffball noticed something sparkling underneath the ice. 


How was he supposed to get to it if the lake was frozen? If he 
melted the ice it still left the task of swimming through frigid water. 
Kirby looked to his left and noticed a large crack in the ice, large 
enough for him to jump in. 


Kirby wished that Waddle Dee had found a submarine instead of a 
bobsled for this adventure. 


Kirby sighed and plunged into the icy water. The cold pricked at his 
pink skin as he swam to the sparkling crystal shard. He grabbed it and 
quickly and swam back to the surface. 


The Star Warrior continued on his way through the snowy land, 
dodging rocks that were hurled his way by the enemies that lived 
there. Finally, he came to the end of the area. He could rest for a bit. 


The pink puffball sniffled. He couldn’t get sick. Not now. He had to 
keep his promise to Ribbon and help her find all the shards. Even if he 


hadn’t made the promise, finding the shards was still priority. 


When Ribbon had crashed onto Pop Star, she told Kirby that three 
black blob creatures chased her and shattered the Crystal of Joy. Kirby 
and his friends already knew that Dark Matter was behind whatever 
was going on, however they didn’t know the specifics. 


“What do they want, poyo?” Kirby thought. 
(watch?v = 1bm3YD9aOUo) 


Kirby thought for a moment what Dark Matter’s possible motives 
could be. Meta Knight had told him that when facing the enemy, you 
needed to find out what they want. Then you needed to keep 
whatever it was away from them. If the enemy wanted it, then it must 
not be meant for them to have. 


Usually Meta Knight’s advice would confuse the young Star Warrior 
and give him a headache if he thought about it too long. This time it 
seemed to make sense in his head. Dark Matter had to have some sort 
of goal in mind if they tried to possess his friends. 


However, the last time they attacked they were focused on Pop 
Star. After Kirby had saved his friends from their control, Dark Matter 
pretty much vanished. They haven’t seen a single Dark Matter since 
they traveled the other planets in the Gamble Galaxy. 


Maybe they didn’t have as much order as they did before. The first 
time they appeared, the Dark Matter Swordsman possessed King 
Dedede and was defeated by the Rainbow Sword. Dark Matter 
Swordsman was alone at the time, most likely because he thought it 
would be a simple task. 


After Kirby defeated Dark Matter Swordsman, a few months later 
Dedede was possessed again. That time there wasn’t just one, but 
several Dark Matter with the common goal of taking over Pop Star. 


The point was that all along Dark Matter wasn’t alone. They had a 
superior giving them orders. Their superior was their very creator. 
Weren’t they all exterminated besides Gooey when the Hyper Zone 
was destroyed? Shouldn’t they have been destroyed along with... 


(watch?v = AGJvflJbQnc) 
“Zero.” 


Kirby rapidly shook his head. He didn’t want to think about it. He 
didn’t want to think about what happened to Zero. Kirby trembled at 
the memory. 


“Kirby didn’t mean to... Kirby didn’t want to hurt Zero, poyo... Kirby 
had no choice!” 


It wasn’t fair. He didn’t mean to kill Zero. He thought that if the 
Love-Love Stick spread positive emotions, then maybe Zero would be 
able to understand the concept of love. It didn’t help him at all, only 
giving the creator of Dark Matter intense pain and agony. 


Kirby shuddered. He could still see so clearly the horrific sight of 
Zero’s body being slowly torn apart and disintegrating into nothing, 
only leaving a single red eye. He could still hear Zero’s voice, telling 
him that happiness would only briefly alleviate his pain. That in the 
end, it would amount to nothing but pain and loneliness. 


The young Star Warrior sat up from the snow and continued on his 
way. 


He remembered what Coo had said about the Love-Love Stick. It 
was a super weapon that revolved around love and kindness. 


In the end, Kirby killed Zero with kindness. 
(watch?v = ZLYaYQn6Wgk) 


The second area of Shiver Star was in the clouds of the sky. Kirby 
was propelled into the cloudy area by a Zebon. This place reminded 
him of Cloudy Park from his last adventure. The clouds were 
decorated with multicolored little stars and brightly colored crystals. 
This place seemed to have a carefree air to it as well. 


Kirby walked along the puffy cloud land, hopping from one cloud 
to the next. He noticed a hole in one of the clouds. He looked down to 
see that there was another cloud underneath with a crystal shard on 
top. Kirby grabbed the shard and continued on his way. 


He entered what appeared to be a tower made of clouds. He was 
hurled higher into the air by a Zebon, then even higher by another 
Zebon. Kirby was thrown into one more Zebon that threw him into a 
cloud. Kirby felt something sharp poke him in the back. It was a 
crystal shard. Kirby took the shard and was flung into the clouds 
above by another Zebon. 


The pink puffball skipped across the small clouds above Shiver 
Star’s icy landscape. He climbed a small tower of clouds to reach 
another layer of the area. He hopped over the holes in the clouds until 
he reached a small cloud cavern. Upon entering it, Kirby was 
ambushed by a Big Mopoo. 


Kirby defeated the enemy with his Lightning Rod ability, created by 


combining the Needle and Spark abilities. After the Big Mopoo was 
defeated, it dropped a crystal shard. Kirby took the crystal and exited 
the area. 


(watch?v = bGUZG8V1OMU) 


The next area was what appeared to be a toy-themed mall or 
factory. Kirby rode colorful conveyor belts to the higher areas of the 
building. On the way up, he noticed a crystal shard on a shelf. Kirby 
floated to it and grabbed it before stepping onto the conveyor belt 
again. 


He entered a light blue and white striped door that lead to an 
elevator. The pink puffball went through a few rooms with elevators 
leading to other rooms. The areas had toys scattered about, such as 
slides, jungle gyms, and blocks. If Kirby wasn’t on an important 
mission, he probably would have stopped to play. 


He arrived in one room with a circular pattern of red and blue 
flowers around the floor. As Kirby stopped to admire one of the 
flowers, a Big Pupa dropped from the ceiling. Kirby quickly fought 
and defeated the enemy, who dropped a crystal shard after it was 
felled. 


In the next room, Kirby saw Adeleine behind a glass wall. The 
young artist waved at Kirby happily, then painted something on the 
glass’s surface. The first picture was a peach, a cherry, then a lemon. 
Kirby scratched his head in confusion, not understanding what the 
meaning of the pictures were. Was she trying to create food for him? 


Kirby shrugged at Adeleine, trying to give a signal hat he didn’t 
know what to do. Adeleine pointed to the door to his right and waved. 
He was still confused, but entered the room as Adeleine advised. 


The room had colorful walls like the rest of the building. On the 
floor were several buttons of different colors in order from red, brown, 
pink, green, purple, yellow, and orange. Kirby sat down for a moment. 
What did fruit have to do with colored buttons? A peach is pink, a 
cherry is red, and a lemon was yellow. 


Kirby looked at the buttons, then stood up. First, he stood on the 
pink button, the red, then the yellow. Something fell from the ceiling 
and onto his head. It was a crystal shard. 


The next room was filled with flowers of every hue and the one 
after that had several large blocks nearly squish him. The next room 
had a giant tank that Kirby swam through to reach the other side. 


After going through an area with several large colored screws and 


gears, a room with a fridge and several star shaped televisions that 
only displayed static, and a round room with three cannons that were 
constantly firing at him, Kirby finally found the door that lead to the 
exit. 


The only thing on Kirby’s mind at that moment was why the people 
of Shiver Star would put cannons in a toy factory. 


(watch?v = haz-ij6cOYw) 


Kirby and his friends were having lunch outside of the factory 
below a snowy cliff. The picnic blanket was somewhat useful until it 
began to soak up the moisture from the snow. 


Kirby was eating watermelon while Ribbon had a few strawberries. 
Waddle Dee munched on a turkey sandwich next to Dedede, who was 
eating two chicken legs. Adeleine ate a peanut butter and jelly 
sandwich while she packed her canvas away for storage. The rest of 
the group never could figure out where she hid it whenever they had 
to move onward. Maybe she hides it in her beret? 


“And this time, I didn’t get hurt.” Waddle Dee just finished his story 
about the bobsled. 


“You still fell out of the sled, poyo.” Kirby pointed out. 
“I fell but nothing is hurt this time. The snow cushioned my fall.” 


Adeleine giggled, then turned to Dedede. “I still can’t believe you 
tried to get a cold on purpose.” 


“The townspeople would have never let it go!” Dedede grumbled. 


“Never let it go? Because of that rumor that idiots don’t get colds?” 
Adeleine asked. 


“I’m not an idiot!” 


Adeleine chuckled. “We never said you were, but you’re a 
penguin.” 


Dedede gaped, then crossed his arms. “I’m starting to think you 
have serious issues against penguins!” 


At this point, Adeleine felt like face palming. She decided to leave 
the king be on the matter of his species. 


“So you were the only one in the entire town that wasn’t sick?” 
Ribbon asked. 


“T got sick later.” 


Kirby popped up next to the king of Dreamland. “Because he 
ordered a Demon Beast to make him sick, poyo!” 


Dedede responded to the puffball’s antics by bonking him on the 
head with his fist. Kirby rubbed the sore spot and sat back down. 
Fumu had told Kirby to always be truthful when talking to someone, 
so why did Dedede have to hide the truth all the time? 


“Just because your angry doesn’t mean you get to take it out on 
Kirby!” Ribbon scolded. “He doesn’t decide what the townspeople 
think of you.” 


“I am not an idiot! Kirby wasn’t sick during that time either!” 
Dedede glared at Kirby. “Yeah, I found out that Fumu and Bun told 
you to act sick just so they could make me mad! So I guess we know 
who the idiot is.” 


This time Adeleine did face palm. “You couldn’t catch a cold 
because you're a pengui—” 


“lve had about enough of your issues against penguins! I’m a 
penguin, so that automatically makes me an idiot, huh?” 


Adeleine was repeatedly face palming, trying to get her point across 
to the king while Ribbon was still berating Dedede for his treatment of 
Kirby earlier. Dedede was trying to keep up with both arguments at 
the same time. Meanwhile, all Kirby and Waddle Dee could do was 
watch the scene unfold. 


“Besides, the Waddle Dees weren’t sick either so I guess they’re 
stupid too.” 


At that comment, Waddle Dee stopped eating and stared at the 
ground quietly. 


“You went too far.” Ribbon glared, then flew next to their upset 
companion. 


Adeleine turned her attention to Waddle Dee. “It’s okay Waddle 
Dee. I’m sure he didn’t really mean it.” 


Ribbon scoffed. “I’m sure.” Adeleine gave the fairy a stern look, 
signaling that this was more important than a petty argument. 


(watch?v = 2BMBUUyGc2c) 


Dedede looked at Waddle Dee, who was trembling while making a 
small hiccup sound. In all of his time as king, he had never seen a 
Waddle Dee look so crestfallen. 


He’s seen them happy and giggling when they were eating or 


laughing, like the time he was hit with a pie in the face. 


He’s seen them diligently working without a complaint despite the 
heavy amount of chores they’re given. 


He’s seen them angry, like after he cut their food supply because of 
how expensive feeding them was. The only time he’s seen them angry 
as a matter of fact. 


However, he hasn’t seen a Waddle Dee sad before. There were 
never any tears or pitiful looks from them, no matter what he put 
them through. There weren’t any that time he kicked them out 
because he ordered a robot servant from Holy Nightmare Enterprises. 
They weren’t upset when he sold them to pay a debt to Customer 
Service, they came back to him on their own accord. 


He’s never seen someone look so heartbroken in his entire life, and 
that someone was Waddle Dee. Several uncomfortable moments of 
silence passed by, the only sound coming from any of them was the 
occasional hiccup noise from Waddle Dee. 


Kirby turned his attention away from Waddle Dee briefly to look at 
Dedede. It wasn’t a look of contempt or anger, neither a tearful or 
disappointed one. It was difficult to describe exactly what emotion 
Kirby was trying to drive into the king, but it wasn’t negative. 


Suddenly, Waddle Dee jumped up and let out a strangled half 
squeak half sob, then bolted away from the rest of the group. None of 
them knew a Waddle Dee could run so fast. 


“Waddle Dee, wait! Come back!” Adeleine shouted. Waddle Dee 
only ran faster, only taking seconds until he was out of view. 


Ribbon glared at the king, waiting for an explanation. 


“He'll come back on his own when he’s ready.” Dedede replied. 
Ribbon shook her head in anger and flew next to Kirby. 


Dedede looked at his reflection in a frozen puddle close to him. 
“He'll be back... right?” 


Kirby and his remaining friends decided to search for Waddle Dee 
while searching for the crystal shards. Kirby would travel through the 
next area of Shiver Star while the others would go their own way. He 
really didn’t want to leave them in the same group with so much 
animosity floating around, but it had to be done. 


(watch?v = YABOuPsSY8w) 


The fourth area of Shiver Star was a massive factory. Unlike the 


area before, this factory reeked of danger. Kirby really hoped that 
Waddle Dee didn’t wander through here. 


Kirby descended down a ladder and into the factory. Going down 
the steps, he noticed a crystal shard behind a block. He destroyed the 
block with the Drill ability, created by combining the Stone and 
Needle abilities. The block crumbled open, allowing Kirby to grab the 
crystal shard. 


The next room had a slow moving conveyor belt with heavy 
slamming sounds coming from further down the area. Dedede 
appeared and motioned for Kirby to climb on his back. Dedede didn’t 
say a word or show any hostility towards the pink puffball. Kirby 
climbed on his back and they began their treacherous walk on the 
conveyor belt. 


Dedede tore apart the metal doors that were blocking the path on 
their way. Suddenly a large hammer, far bigger than the king’s, was 
slammed in front of them. Kirby and Dedede looked at each other for 
a moment and gulped. 


The penguin king made his way through the conveyor belt’s path, 
dodging the heavyweight hammers. When they finally reached the 
end of the conveyor belt’s path, Dedede simply grabbed Kirby from his 
back and tossed him into the next room. However, it was a much 
weaker throw than when they were at Neo Star. 


Kirby knew that Ribbon had most likely given Dedede a rough time 
on their way. The pink puffball knew that Dedede wasn’t a bad guy, 
he could just be hurtful without realizing the impact of his words or 
actions. Kirby hoped that Ribbon could realize this, but it wouldn’t 
happen until they find Waddle Dee. 


The next room included move conveyor belts that Kirby had to 
navigate through. On his way through, he noticed several large 
containers filled with some dark blue substance, and even more 
surprisingly, several living creatures. 


What would have imprisoned these people and for why? Kirby 
thought that he should break open the containers to free them, but 
then a voice rang in the back of his head. 


“Maybe they’re in there because they want to be.” 


Kirby took one last look at the containers before entering the next 
room. 


When he entered the next room, he noticed that it didn’t have a 
floor. He figured it out after he fell down from the door onto a 


platform below. The platform was connected to a long thick chain 
held to the ceiling, while the platform itself was surrounded by lava. 


Kirby was quickly ambushed by a Giant Burnis. He fought his 
opponent with his new ability, the Double-Bladed Laser Sword which 
was created by combining the Spark and Cutter abilities. Kirby floated 
to the ceiling and noticed a cage with a crystal shard inside. He 
destroyed the cage, took the shard, then traveled to the next room. 


The next room was just an dangerous as the hammer room. Two 
giant steel walls were his only way to get across, and those walls 
continued to mash against each other. Whenever the walls would be 
closing in, Kirby dove to an empty space between them to avoid being 
squished. 


Kirby escaped to the next room, instead of metal walls however, 
there were electric walls. He noticed a crystal shard in one area of the 
electric walls. He dashed to it, grabbed it, then quickly escaped the 
incoming wall. 


Kirby successfully avoided every hazard presented to him, and 
escaped the factory of madness. 


(watch?v = LCYRvbSJOGE) 


Kirby entered the final area of Shiver Star, with still no sign of 
Waddle Dee anywhere. Kirby was prepared to fight the holder of the 
last shard in the area. 


Suddenly, a robot appeared before Kirby. It had a white body with 
yellow and blue markings, as well as thin long arms. The robot named 
HR-H slammed his arms together trying to crush Kirby. The robot 
fired missiles at it’s opponent then swung it’s arm. 


The pink puffball attacked with the Shuriken Bomb ability, dealing 
a great amount of damage to HR-H. After another round of missiles 
and smacking it’s arms together, Kirby defeated HR-H. 


At least that was what it seemed at first. The robot flew in front of 
Kirby and transformed into a snowmobile-like machine. It was a robot 
in disguise! HR-H, now HR-E, slowly rolled after Kirby. It would swing 
it’s scissor-like arms at the Star Warrior and fire it’s missiles from the 
back. 


The pink puffball dodged each of it’s attacks and threw his own in 
return. After HR-E’s defeat, a crystal shard fell from it’s engine. HR-E 
was now as quiet as the snow in Shiver Star. 


The group of four gathered together in the snowy landscape with 


no traces of Waddle Dee. Ribbon was still angry at Dedede while the 
king in question didn’t bother with retorting or yelling back. Adeleine 
and Kirby just wanted Waddle Dee to be safe and for everyone to get 
along again. 


Then they noticed little footprints in the snow, still fresh. The group 
quickly followed the footprints, hoping they would lead them to their 
missing friend. 


(watch?v = 3u800ShxO6E) 


Waddle Dee was exhausted, but continued to walk through the 
snow. His feet dragged, but he pressed onward to his limit. Thinking 
back to what made him run away in the first place, he wondered if he 
was being too sensitive. 


He had been on the adventure of a lifetime with the hero of Pop 
Star, a fairy from another planet, a talented young artist, and the king 
of Dreamland. How many Waddle Dees will get to be apart of such an 
adventure? 


Waddle Dee finally sat down to rest under a snowy cliff after his 
feet couldn’t take any more. The reason why he had been so upset 
wasn’t exactly Dedede’s words, but being compared to every other 
Waddle Dee. Yes, he is a Waddle Dee and nothing would ever change 
that, but that doesn’t mean that every Waddle Dee was exactly the 
same. 


They were all different on the inside, despite looking similar on the 
outside. Even the Waddle Dees at the castle had differences. He didn’t 
want to be talked about like he was just a Waddle Dee. He didn’t want 
Waddle Dees to be ‘just Waddle Dees’. He wanted each Waddle Dee to 
be their own Waddle Dee, not an object or simply a number of a 
species. 


Maybe because all of his life he had only been seen as another 
Waddle Dee instead of Waddle Dee, Dedede’s comment was what 
made it all spill over. 


“But you are just another Waddle Dee...” He thought. 


The painful truth was that his thoughts were correct. Waddle Dee 
wasn’t special or extraordinary. He was lucky enough to go on a grand 
adventure and he messed it up by being too sensitive. As soon as Kirby 
and the others find him, if they were even looking, they most likely 
would send him back to Pop Star for being a nuisance. 


“Waddle Dee, where are you?!” A voice that sounded like 
Adeleine’s called out. 


“Please come back, poyo!” That ‘poyo’ was Kirby’s no doubt. 


Waddle Dee could see Kirby pointing at his direction, and was soon 
surrounded by the group. 


“Waddle Dee, are you hurt anywhere?” Adeleine asked. 
“No, I’m not hurt. Tired, but not hurt.” 


Ribbon sighed with relief. “You’re lucky he isn’t hurt!” She yelled at 
Dedede. 


Then another uproar started in the group. Ribbon was yelling at 
Dedede, Adeleine was yelling at Ribbon to stop, and Kirby was 
desperately trying to calm everyone down. 


Waddle Dee just wanted them all to forget the incident and 
continue being friends, but he started this in the first place by running 
away. 


Suddenly a rumble was heard above. Waddle Dee looked around 
nervously. 


“Um... did anyone hear that scary noise...?” Waddle Dee’s question 
fell on dead ears. 


Another rumble sounded through the usually quiet snowy valley. 


“Anyone... please tell me I’m the only one hearing that noise...” 
Waddle Dee’s words were unheard. 


A third rumble was heard with only Waddle Dee paying attention. 
He slowly looked up to see a giant boulder was perched above on the 
cliff. It was slowly inching closer to the edge, then fell from the cliff 
above. Where it was falling from, that meant that when it reached the 
ground it would hit... 


“GREAT KING! GET OUT OF THE WAY!” 


Waddle Dee ran to the king, then pushed him with all the strength 
he possessed. Dedede was flung a surprising seven feet from where he 
stood. Dedede stood up to ask just what was wrong with Waddle Dee, 
then he saw the boulder come down. 


All of them saw the boulder fall. A wave of snow was flung 
everywhere as they could only look in shock and horror. Nobody 
moved as the event that took place began to sink into their minds. 


Kirby screamed when he finally came to terms with what had 
happened. They immediately rushed over to the boulder, apparently 
not believing what they had seen. They were afraid to look at what 


could be near the impacted area. 


Much to their surprise, Waddle Dee was alive. However, the 
boulder had fallen directly on his left foot. Waddle Dee didn’t move or 
say anything, he continued to stand at that spot without trying to 
remove his foot from the boulder’s weight. 


Dedede raced over to Waddle Dee, picked up the boulder, then 
chucked it a good distance from the group as if to say, “you’ve caused 
enough trouble here.” 


Waddle Dee continued to stand perfectly still, arms at his sides with 
a blank expression on his face. 


“Waddle Dee... are you okay?” Adeleine asked slowly. 
Waddle Dee still stood like a statue. 

“Waddle Dee, are you o—” 

“AACK!” Waddle Dee squeaked. 

(watch?v = tyQUCXjUqdY) 


All hostility from before was put on hold after Waddle Dee’s injury. 
Adeleine painted some bandages for him while Kirby and Ribbon 
eased him onto a tree stump to sit down. 


“Waddle Dee, we need to send you home.” Ribbon said slowly. 


“No! I don’t want to leave! I’m sorry I’m trouble, but I really don’t 
want to go home!” Waddle Dee protested. 


“But this isn’t a small bump on your head or a scrape on the cheek. 
You're really hurt this time! You can’t walk on that!” 


“Then I'll limp the rest of the way.” 


Ribbon put her tiny hands on her hips. “And what will you do if 
your other foot gets hurt?” 


“Then Ill drag myself the rest of the way with my arms! If 
something happens to both of my arms, then II] roll!” 


Ribbon sighed. “You’re determined to stay with us, aren’t you?” 


Waddle Dee nodded firmly. Dedede, after being quiet for so long, 
decided to speak up. 


“I want to talk to him alone.” 


Ribbon gave a slight glare, then opened her mouth to speak. 


“Tt’s okay Ribbon. I want to speak with him too.” 


Ribbon paused for a moment, then flew out of hearing distance. 
Kirby and Adeleine followed afterward. 


An uncomfortable silence followed until Dedede decided to speak 
first. 


“Kid... ’m—” 

“Tt’s okay sire. There’s no need to say anything.” 

“But you... you saved my life...” Dedede muttered. “Why?” 
“Because... your life is worth saving.” 

Another silence followed. 


“Kid, I need to know something. What was it that I said that hurt 
your feelings? Was it because of the idiot thing?” 


“Ves... and no...” 


“Yes and no? What’s that supposed to mean?” The penguin king 
questioned. 


“Tt’s just... let me think...” Waddle Dee paused for a moment, then 
continued. “You know how you were upset because you thought 
Adeleine had issues with penguins?” 


The king of Dreamland nodded. 


“Well, you also said that Adeleine was grouping you together with 
other penguins and calling all penguins idiots. That obviously isn’t 
true.” 


“So...?” Dedede was trying to understand what Waddle Dee was 
telling him. 


“So I don’t want to be just another stupid Waddle Dee, like you 
don’t want to be an idiot penguin.” 


Suddenly, the king understood what Waddle Dee was explaining. 
Waddle Dee wasn’t just another Waddle Dee. Any Waddle Dee wasn’t 
just another Waddle Dee, the same as he wasn’t just a penguin. He 
was Dedede. 


“T get it now. Your not just a Waddle Dee, and I’m not just a 
penguin. I’m Dedede, the penguin king of Dreamland, and you’re 
Waddle Dee the Waddle Dee of... the fields of waddle?” Dedede gave 
an awkward grin. 


“Yes! ’'m Waddle Dee! I’m not just a number! I’m a resident of 
Dreamland!” 


“Kid... I didn’t mean to... hurt your feelings. I’m saying this now 
because I can’t say this in front of everyone else. Sometimes I say 
things when I’m angry that I don’t think about before it’s said.” 


“We all do...” A voice came from behind Dedede. 


Ribbon floated next to the two. “I said some things I didn’t think 
through as well.” 


Dedede quickly transitioned back to his normal self. “Um... sure...” 


Ribbon wasn’t fooled. “Both of us said some unkind things. I think 
we both regret them.” 


“T think we should just forget anything said then and go back to 
adventure stuff.” Dedede proposed. 


“T agree!” Waddle Dee said. 
“Me too.” Ribbon answered. 


Much to Kirby and Adeleine’s relief, everyone was friends again. 
They could finally get back on track to the problem at hand. 


The group of friends gazed upon the nearly completed Crystal of 
Joy. 


“This is it... we’re going to my home planet Ripple Star.” Ribbon 
said excitedly. “It’s known as the planet of Love and Kindness among 
the Gamble Galaxy.” 


Ribbon tapped the Crystal of Joy to open the portal. A blinding 
light came from the crystal. 


“You'll love it there! Our people are friendly and we have a 
beautiful queen!” Ribbon rambled, clasping her hands together. 


“You have a beautiful queen?” Dedede leaned closer in interest. 


“Yes, our Queen Mary is the most kind and gentle ruler in the 
entire Gamble Galaxy!” 


The way Ribbon was hyping about her planet only made the group 
more excited to go. Ripple Star seemed like such a kind and friendly 
place where anyone was welcome. The light from the crystal faded, 
revealing the image of Ripple Star. 


(watch?v = t7 aLxqaGQiY) 


Only it didn’t look like the planet Ribbon remembered. It’s once 
bright pink surface was now coated in a black substance. It was as if 
the planet was dying, the black substance creating a cancerous 
appearance to Ripple Star. 


Ribbon’s face fell in anguish at the deteriorating state of her 
beloved planet. She could feel tears forming in her eyes. 


“No! We’re too late and it’s all my fault! They’ve taken over...” 
Ribbon sunk to the snow covered ground and pounded her tiny fists 
into it. 


“My queen... I’ve failed our beloved Queen Mary... What could 
they have done to her?” Ribbon sniffled. 


Dedede stood next to the crying fairy. “Hey... we’re gonna fix this 
mess, kick those Dark Matter freaks out, and save your queen.” 


Ribbon looked up at the king, surprised by his sudden change in 
attitude. 


Adeleine kneeled next to their fairy friend. “Don’t worry. We'll find 
the rest of the shards. We won’t let them win.” 


Waddle Dee rubbed the back of his head. “I may have an injured 
foot, but I’m not letting it stop me. I’ll keep going even if I have to roll 
myself the rest of the way.” 


Kirby gave a warm smile to Ribbon. “Everything will be okay now, 
poyo. You’re not alone.” 


Ribbon floated in front of the portal, then returned a joyful smile. 
“We can... we can stop this together. We'll save Ripple Star!” 


“Let’s go stop Dark Matter, poyo!” Kirby motioned for the others to 
follow. 


He was about to jump into the portal, but slipped and fell on the 
snow. Dedede, Adeleine, and Waddle Dee leaped on Kirby and into the 
portal. Kirby was face down in the snow and trampled by his other 
companions. 


Ribbon floated to Kirby and struggled with picking him up. 


“You didn’t leave me behind, so I’m not leaving you.” Ribbon 
whispered. 


Kirby blushed as Ribbon lifted him and they flew into the portal to 
Ripple Star. 


They would find out what Dark Matter wanted, then defeat them 


once and for all. 


Author’s Note: There’s a lot of character development in this 
chapter. Waddle Dee, what a trooper! He’s got an injured foot 
and he’s still going for it. Truly a Waddle Dee of Waddle Dees. 
He’s not going to let anything bring him down. I think Dedede is 
warming up to him. 


18. Obscuro Corpus 


(watch?v = P9vX-HvwKJ0) 


Kirby and his friends arrived at the final planet of their adventure, 
Ripple Star. The planet was severely corrupted by Dark Matter, but 
the five man band was determined to free the fairies from their 
captors. 


However, not all of Ripple Star was in ruin. There were still some 
areas that shone with the light of love and kindness that the planet 
was known for. 


“So... this is the final step.” Adeleine peered at the land in front of 
them. 


“Brace yourself everyone. Dark Matter could be anywhere. They 
could ambush us at any time.” Ribbon said. 


Dedede began to sweat a little. He didn’t want to be possessed 
again. It was terrible to be controlled by someone else, yet able to see 
what your doing with no way to stop it. 


Waddle Dee could sense the king’s discomfort. “Don’t worry great 
king! Pll protect you in any way I can!” 

“Kid, I think you need to be more worried about yourself... You’re 
a weaker target than I am...” 


Dedede was flustered, but secretly flattered that Waddle Dee was 
still putting the king in front of his own safety. With a broken foot no 
less! 


Ribbon sighed. “All of this destruction... if only I had flown faster... 
they wouldn’t have shattered the crystal...” 


Kirby took Ribbon’s hand. “It'll be okay, poyo. We can do it 
together.” 


Ribbon gave a sad smile. “You’re right. If I hadn’t crashed on 
Popstar, I would have never met any of you.” 


“Then what are we standing around here for?” Dedede raised his 
hammer. “Let’s go kick those Dark Matter freaks straight outta the 
Gamble Galaxy!” 


Everyone cheered and set off into Ripple Star. 


(watch?v = KjFaq2rueKs) 


The first area appeared to be free of Dark Matter’s influence. Kirby 
trotted along the path that almost reminded the pink puffball of 
Popstar. There were flowers and small bridges strode about modestly. 
However, several enemies were roaming the land as well. 


On his way, Kirby picked up a crystal shard near two Ghost 
Knights. Then, he entered a small dome shaped building. The inside 
was colorful with a giant red ceiling fan. Suddenly, Kirby was 
ambushed by a Giant Sawyer. He quickly defeated the Sawyer and 
obtained a crystal shard. 


Exiting the building, Kirby noticed how peaceful this section of 
Ripple Star was. Despite the hordes of enemies, it looked far different 
from the image of Ripple Star from the portal. Butterflies flew around 
without a care in the garden-like area. 


Kirby noticed a strange rock in a small stream, one that looked 
similar to the one in Popstar. He used his Spike Bomb ability, created 
by combining the Needle and Bomb abilities. The rock shattered open 
to reveal a crystal shard. 


The young Star Warrior exited the small area of Ripple Star. 
(watch?v = I3kGiA3EGP4) 


Kirby met his friends in the second area. They stood in Ripple Star’s 
castle gardens. This area, unlike the previous one, was obviously 
touched by Dark Matter. The sky was clouded by black fog, and the 
heroes could almost feel the malevolence in the air. 


“So... how are we supposed to get in?” Adeleine asked. “The doors 
are sealed shut.” 


“I say we just break down the doors and storm the castle!” Dedede 
suggested, waving his hammer. 


“No... that seems too simple. We need a plan.” Adeleine hummed. 
“Guys, look over here!” Waddle Dee called. 


Waddle Dee was standing next to a well. “I bet that it leads to the 
inside of the castle.” 


“That’s great, poyo! They won’t expect us at all!” Kirby cheered. 


“And just bashing down the doors and rushing in makes so little 
sense!” Dedede grumbled. 


Ribbon flew next to the penguin king. “If we barged in the front, 


Dark Matter would know we were coming. Do you want to be Dark 
Matter’s puppet again?” 


“No... so I guess we'll be throwing all our hopes to the well. It 
might not even lead to the castle...” Dedede said begrudgingly. 


Waddle Dee hobbled next to Dedede. “Unfortunately, King Dedede 
does have a point. We don’t know if the well really does go to the 
castle. We could be lead to a dead end.” 


“But what other choice do we have?” Adeleine asked. 
“Adeleine is right, poyo.” Kirby nodded. “This is the only way!” 


Everyone prepared to jump in the mysterious well. Adeleine picked 
up a small rock and threw it in the well. She listened to see how deep 
it was or if there was water. A small plink was heard seconds later. 
Waddle Dee was about to jump first, but was suddenly picked up by 
Dedede. 


“Kid, if you jump you'll sink like that rock Kirby threw at Aqua 
Star. I’m gonna hold on to ya until we reach land again.” 


“Aww! When did you start being so nice to Waddle Dee?” Adeleine 
giggled, already knowing the king’s reasons. 


“Hey, the kid got his foot smashed. When you get a broken foot 
maybe [ll carry you around.” Dedede responded while hoisting 
Waddle Dee on his shoulder. 


The group jumped down the well with a echoing splash. Directly 
below them, Kirby could see a crystal shard at the bottom of the well. 
He grabbed it, then the group swam through an opening in the wall of 
the well. 


They swam through the water-filled room, then resurfaced at an 
opening in the ceiling. After walking through a small cavern, a large 
rock fell in front of their path. Thankfully, it didn’t land on Waddle 
Dee’s foot this time. 


“Ugh... How are we supposed to get around this?” Adeleine buried 
her face in her hands. 


“Uh, excuse me?” Dedede waved his hammer in front of her face. 
The king set Waddle Dee down on the ground, then whacked the rock 
several times. Dust and debris was flung in their faces from the rock, 
but they cheered for Dedede. 


“Go Dedede, poyo!” 


“Great king, you can make it!” Waddle Dee cheered. 


The penguin king was having some difficulty taking the rock down, 
but with one more mighty swing the obstacle was destroyed. 


The group cheered, then continued their walk down the rocky 
underground path. A small chamber of water was below them, but 
Kirby could see a crystal shard in the water, The pink puffball dove 
into the cavern’s waters, and moments later returned with the shard. 


Going through the catacombs, they were stopped by a large pile of 
star blocks. After breaking through the majority of the blocks, Kirby 
noticed a strange green pillar. He used his Cutter ability to break the 
pillar, then retrieve a crystal shard from behind. 


After traversing the mysterious catacombs, they came upon a 
decorated door. Beyond the door was what appeared to be a colorful 
panel. The five man band stepped onto the panel, which rose into the 
air and brought them to the surface. 


(watch?v = CBVUH48byY_I) 


Kirby and his friends found themselves inside Ripple Star’s castle, 
just as they hoped. However, they were quickly ambushed by a horde 
of random enemies. Kirby, Dedede, and Adeleine fought and defeated 
the ambushers with their abilities and skills, being rewarded with a 
crystal shard. 


“T would have been able to fight if I didn’t have a broken foot...” 
Waddle Dee looked down at his feet. 


“No... a broken foot isn’t any excuse for just standing here...” 


Dedede leaned down. “Kid, it’s not your fault. The Waddle Dees 
back at my castle weren’t good at fighting either.” 


Waddle Dee’s face fell in shame. Dedede gave a small grin. 


“But you aren’t those Waddle Dees. You’re Waddle Dee. Just do 
what you can.” 


Waddle Dee beamed. “Will do, sire!” 


The group traveled through the castle fighting several other hordes 
of enemies. In one particular room, Kirby was fighting with the 
Flaming Arrow ability, by combining the Cutter and Fire abilities. He 
accidentally struck the floor with one attack, taking out some of the 
marble floor. 


“Oh, I’m sorry Ribbon, poyo!” Kirby apologized. 


“It’s okay, Kirby.” Ribbon assured her worried companion. “Dark 
Matter probably has done much worse to the castle.” 


The friends looked at the hole in the floor to see how deep Kirby’s 
attack was. Inside, they found a crystal shard. They grabbed it, then 
continued storming the castle. 


They fought several more hordes of enemies with Kirby using his 
Light Bulb ability by combining the Spark and Bomb abilities. Dedede 
sent his foes flying in different directions with his hammer. Adeleine 
used her drawing abilities to take out some hordes. Waddle Dee would 
find several broken objects such as small stone rods or debris to use as 
temporary weapons. 


After another ambush, the group found another crystal shard 
among the castle. The rooms appeared more dilapidated as they 
traveled through Ripple Star’s castle. One room had a large dark mass 
floating around the ceiling. 


“Ribbon... what is that?” Adeleine asked nervously. 


“TJ... I don’t know. I can sense so much power coming from it...” 
Ribbon shook. 


“It’s probably got something to do with Dark Matter.” Dedede 
stared at the dark mass. 


Waddle Dee huddled closer to Dedede. “I... I think it’s moving.” 
“Ribbon... how many more shards are there, poyo?” Kirby asked. 
“Only one more until the Crystal of Joy is completed.” 


“Dark Matter must have the last one, poyo.” Kirby faced the blob of 
darkness. “Dark Matter! We’ve come to stop you!” 


The mass seemed to move closer to them, as if leaning to hear them 
more clearly. 


“Kirby... it’s getting closer.” Waddle Dee warned. 


Kirby faced his group of friends. “Dark Matter has the last shard. 
We can’t let them win, poyo! We’ve gone so far and faced so many 
challenges! This is the final battle, poyo! It ends here!” 


As if the dark mass heard the Star Warrior’s words, the mass 
swallowed them up in it’s darkness. 


The group of friends returned to consciousness an unknown amount 
of time later. 


“Ribbon, are you okay, poyo?” Kirby asked through the darkness. 


“Yes, I’m fine it seems.” She answered. “Adeleine, are you awake?” 


“I... I think so... it’s hard to tell if this is a dream...” Adeleine 
mumbled. “Waddle Dee, are you hurt?” 


“Tm fine.” Waddle Dee answered. “Great king, are you still with 
us?” 


“Yeah, I’m fine kid.” Dedede stood up and brushed his robes. “Now 
that the role call is over, do any of you know where we are?” 


“TI think... the dark mass absorbed us...” Ribbon said. 


“Then Dark Matter could be anywhere!” Adeleine sprang up from 
her sitting position. 


“Dark Matter, where are you, poyo?!” Kirby called into the 
darkness. 


There was no answer. 
“Come out and face us!” The pink puffball yelled. 
Silence was the only response. 


“Guys...” Adeleine whispered. “What if... what if Dark Matter 
absorbed us? What if we’re being possessed right now and this is just 
our minds thinking we’re together?” 


“Adeleine, don’t say things like that!” Ribbon squealed in fright. 
Kirby stared into the void, awaiting an answer, an attack, anything. 


Anything was better than this empty silence, just waiting for 
something to happen. Not knowing what could approach them from 
the void was the worst part. The constant paranoia of awaiting a 
gruesome attack and the high possibility of his friends being taken 
from him by Dark Matter was working it’s effect on the young Star 
Warrior. 


(watch?v = gj9eKbIEZTY) 


Suddenly, a small red circular eye glared from the abyss. Kirby 
jumped back in shock and scooted away from the eye. 


The red orb disappeared from his vision as quickly as it came. 
“Kirby, are you okay? What did you see?” Ribbon asked. 


Kirby didn’t have time to answer. A strange object dropped from 
above, then landed a small distance away from the group. 


It appeared to be a white icosahedron, a twenty triangular faced 
geometrical shape. 


“What is that and where did it come from?” Adeleine whispered. 


“Tt looks like one of those dice that Sword and Blade use to play 
their board games.” Dedede mumbled. 


Waddle Dee shuffled in front of Dedede. “King Dedede, don’t stand 
to close to it.” 


“HmM hMm HMm...” A voice gave a dry chuckle. 


Ribbon shivered. “This is where the source of power came from. It’s 
coming from that!” 


A red eye appeared on one of the faces, the same as the eye seen 
before. Much to the group’s shock, similar red eyes appeared on all 
twenty faces. One for each side of the icosahedron. 


“GrEEtInGS... StAr WaRRiOR...” A distorted mechanical voice 
emanated from the strange shape. It’s gender was unknown, but it’s 
voice sounded masculine. 


Kirby backed away from the odd entity before him. 


“You’re with those Dark Matter freaks, aren’t cha?” Dedede 
questioned the icosahedron creature. 


“mY GiVeN nAMe Is MiRaCle MatTeR. I aM a MeMBeR oF dArK 
MatTteR.” 


“But why are you here? What does Dark Matter want with Ripple 
Star?” Ribbon pleaded with Miracle Matter. 


“StEp AsIdE sMalL fAiRy. My BUsiNeSs Is wItH tHe STaR 
WaRriOr KiRbY.” 


Kirby stood in front of Ribbon protectively. 


“What do you want, Miracle Matter? Kirby will fight you to then 
end if you hurt Kirby’s friends, poyo!” 


“IT’s nOTHinG PerSoNAL, BuT mY PrOgRaMmiNg iS oRdERiNg 
Me To eXTeRmINaTE You. ThAT Is My EnTIrE PuRPoSE.” Miracle 
Matter replied nonchalantly. 


“Do you think you can just defeat Kirby, the hero of Popstar, so 
easily?” Adeleine questioned. 


“T can say from experience that you’re no match for this pink kid.” 
Dedede challenged. “You’re no match for any of us. We’ll wipe the 
floor with you.” 


“aH, BuT YoU FeLL InTO My TrAP, aNd I aCtUALlY CrEaTed A 


FaR MoRe ElAbOraTe PIAN FuRtHer In ThE CaStLE. IF I HaD 
KnoWN TrAPpInG YoU WoUld HaVe BeEn THiS EaSy, I WoUID 
HaVE DanGLED A TuRKeY LeG On A RopE FroM ThE CeiLiNg.” 


“That’s it! We’re settling this with fighting!” Dedede ran toward 
Miracle Matter with his hammer. Suddenly, the king was flung onto 
his bottom by some invisible force. 


“Hey, what is this?” Dedede pounded on some sort of invisible wall 
separating the others from Kirby and Miracle Matter. 


“I ToLd YoU THaT mY CoNfLIcT Is BeTWeEn MySelF AnD ThE 
StAR WaRrIoR. My SoLe PuRpOSe OF CrEaTIoN iS TO DeSTrOY 
You.” 


“Kirby won’t let you!” Ribbon seethed. “What do you want with 
Ripple Star?” 


“HmM hMm HmM... MaYBe I’Ll TeLL YoU AfTeR OuR BaTtLE... 
Miracle Matter taunted Kirby.” Oh, WaIT, NeVeRMiND. YoU WoN’T 
BE AllvE TO HeAR Me. 


“You don’t know anything!” Dedede yelled from behind the barrier. 
“Kirby will send you back to where you came from in pieces!” 


“Fight, Kirby fight!” Waddle Dee cheered. “Don’t let him push you 
around!” 


Kirby turned to his friends, all of them giving him looks and words 
of encouragement. He faced Miracle Matter. 


“ArE We AbOuT FiNiShED? You’Re BeGiNniNG tO BoRE Me.” 


“Kirby is ready Miracle Matter! Kirby will fight for Kirby’s friends 
and for Ripple Star, poyo!” Kirby made a fighting stance. 


“VeRy WeLl ThEn. I HoPE YoU CaN DeFeNd ThAT CLalm. YoU 
ApPeAR RaTHer RouND anD PIUMP. YoU LoOk GrEaT bY ThE 
WaY... VeRy HeAIThY.” 


(watch?v = 59JFn4pyedM) 


Miracle Matter rose into the air of the dark void, then rearranged 
his face plates. He suddenly took on a different for, turning into large 
black bubble. The black bubble launched four smaller bubbles that 
split into two smaller bubbles. They bounced around Kirby, then the 
black bubbles dropped to the ground as bombs. Kirby was blasted into 
the air, then smacked against the wall of glass Miracle Matter had set 
up. 


“Come on Kirby! You can do it!” Waddle Dee cheered. 


“We’re counting on you Kirby!” Adeleine joined. 


Kirby slowly slid off the wall then onto the dark moving floor. 
Miracle Matter returned to his original form. 


“YoU CaN’T EvEN HaNdLe My FiRsT FoRm. I aM Truly 
SuPeRiOR tO You.” 


Ribbon gasped. “First... form?” 


Miracle Matter shifted his faces around, then transformed into an 
orange eight sided star. It’s sides began protruding one by one, 
reaching all the way to the edges of the arena he created. One of the 
points stabbed Kirby in his left arm, leaving behind a large thorn in 
his skin. The young Star Warrior carefully pulled it out, leaving 
behind a mark. 


“Adeleine...” Ribbon stiffened. “Didn’t Miracle Matter’s first form 
look similar to Kirby’s Bomb ability?” 


“Yes... and doesn’t that form look like Kirby’s Needle ability?” 
Adeleine answered. 


A moment of silence passed the group. 
“That freak has copy abilities...” Dedede gaped, frozen into place. 


“ThAt’S CoRrEcT. I WaS CuStOM BuILt FoR CoMbAT AgAiNsT 
YoU.” Miracle Matter returned to his original form. “wE’Ll SEE WhO 
iS ThE MoSt SuPeRiOr CoPy aBiLItY UsER.” 


Kirby felt pain in his left arm, gripping it with his other arm. 


“AlThOuGH It sEeMS BIATaNtLy ObvIoUS WhO Is ThE TrUuE 
CoPy ABiLiTY WiELdER. I KeEp My OtHer FoRMs WiTh Me aT AIL 
TiMEs, WhILE YoU NeEd SoMeThinG ElSe To TranSfOrM.” 


“That doesn’t mean anything!” Ribbon shouted. “Kirby will defeat 
you!” 


“You’re nothing but a cheap knockoff made to copy him!” Dedede 
taunted. 


Dedede seemed to have struck a nerve, because Miracle Matter’s 
voice dropped an octave. “PeRHaPs AfTer I’m FinIsHed WiTh ThE 
StAR WaRRioR, I’IL DeliVer a PeNgUin GifT tO tHe ResT oF DaRk 
MaTter...” 


Dedede shrunk into his robe. “Kirby, please beat that guy already!” 


Dedede wasn’t sure what a “penguin gift” meant to the Dark 
Matter, but he knew it would be a terrible fate for him indeed. 


Miracle Matter shifted forms, turning into a ball of electricity. 
Energy beams were fired, bouncing around the arena and ricocheting 
off of Miracle Matter. The beams turned into small electric balls that 
floated around aimlessly. Kirby inhaled one and fired it at Miracle 
Matter. 


The twenty eyed Dark Matter shifted forms before the projectile 
could hit him. The ball of electricity hit a small glass force field 
around Miracle Matter as he transformed into a large rock. Four 
smaller stones appeared around Miracle Matter and dropped close to 
Kirby. The dice monster fell onto the surface and chased Kirby around 
the small area in stone form. The young Star Warrior inhaled a small 
rock and spat it at the stone form, damaging the unique Dark Matter. 


“That’s it Kirby!” Adeleine shouted. “You can only damage him 
with his own elements!” 


Miracle Matter changed to his original form, all eyes on his pink 
opponent. “So, YoU’Ve FoUnD My StRaTegY? IT dOeSn’T Matter... 
I aM Still SuPerlor To YoU LoWer LiFeForMs. MY PoWEr Is 
InFiNiTeLy iNfINItE...” 


Miracle Matter transformed into a large block of ice with several 
smaller fragments of ice spinning around him. He glided around the 
area, moving close to Kirby then backing away. Kirby inhaled the ice 
shards and flung them back at his Dark Matter counterpart. 


Miracle Matter shifted to his normal form, only this time a few of 
his eyes were completely black. 


“I aDmIT, I DIdN’T ExPECt yOU tO ReTaLlaTe So WeLl. My 
WeAKnEsS HaS BeEn UnCoVeRED, HoWeVEr, WhAT’s ThE 
PuRpOsE oF DeFeaTiNG mE tO YoU? I” Ll JuSt CoMe BaCk LaTeR.” 


“Kirby, don’t let him get to you!” Ribbon shouted. 


“He’s just trying to mess with you! Don’t fall for it!” Waddle Dee 
called from behind the barrier. 


“No, poyo! This is the end of Dark Matter! Dark Matter won’t hurt 
Kirby or any more people, poyo!” Kirby yelled in defiance. 


“oH, wHaT a MoViNG SpEeCH. I’M GeTtInG ChOkEd Up JuST 
LiSteNiNG tO yOu.” Miracle Matter’s calm synthesized voice taunted. 


Kirby stared into Miracle Matter’s several eyes with determination. 
The artificial being responded with his own condescending glare. 


Miracle Matter transformed into a large fireball and flew around 
the dark area. Small fireballs were flung from the fiery form as it 


created large flamethrowers. Kirby inhaled one of the fireballs and 
redirected it at his opponent. 


The twenty-eyed Dark Matter shifted into a crescent-shaped razor 
somewhat resembling a Fishbone. This form was covered with moving 
spikes with two more crescents trailing behind. The Cutter form spun 
around in circles. Kirby inhaled the end of the razor and repelled it at 
Miracle Matter. 


The end of the razor reformed, allowing Kirby to use it again. The 
Cutter form dove into the ground and rammed the pink Star Warrior. 


“Come on, Kirby! You’ve got him on the ropes!” Dedede shouted. 


Kirby picked himself up and prepared himself as Miracle Matter 
changed into the Needle form. He pressed himself against the glass 
wall as the needles extended, narrowly missing the puffball. He 
inhaled one of the orange thorns and spat it. 


Miracle Matter reverted to his original form, with several of his 
eyes now black. 


“I’M DonE ReaSoNinG WiTh You. StaRting nOw, ThEre’S GoInG 
tO bE a LoT LeSs CoNvERsAtlon AnD A lOt. MoRe. Pain.” 


Miracle Matter shifted into his Ice form, spinning around the area 
once more. Kirby flung the ice shards at the shape shifting Dark 
Matter. He shifted into his Spark form and released the laser beams, 
which were inhaled and redirected to damage him further. 


He transformed into the Needle form once more in a last ditch 
attempt at defeating the hero of Popstar. The Needles extended, 
leaving behind the orange thorns. Kirby inhaled one thorn, then flung 
it at Miracle Matter. 


The artificial Dark Matter reverted to his original form, all twenty 
of his eyes black. The glass barrier separating Kirby and his friends 
shattered, leaving no traces of it ever existing. 


(watch?v = dT07 bexTkak) 
“ThiS iS CrUeLty YoU KnOw. YOu MoNsTeR.” 


“You’re the real monster! How could you take over Ripple Star and 
hurt so many people?” Adeleine stepped to the damaged Dark Matter. 


“iT WaS eASy. WE SimPly ArRiVed, ThE FaiRIeS bEgAn To 
PaNiC, ThEn wE ToOk OvEr.” 


“Well, that’s all over, freak. We’re kicking you and those other Dark 
Matter outta here.” Dedede took out his hammer. 


“Ugh, no wonder your Dark Matter’s leader! You’re despicable!” 
Ribbon shouted. 


“HmM? YoU MuSt Be CoNfUsed, I’m NoT ThE LeADer oF DarK 
MatTeR.” 


“What?! You’re not!” Ribbon shrieked. 


“MaYbE I aM, MaYbE I’M NoT... MaYbe I’m JuSt ToYinG WiTh 
YoU PsYChoLoglIcaLly...” Miracle Matter sneered in his synthesized 
voice. 


“Give up, Ribbon. There’s no use in trying to talk with him.” 
Adeleine shook her head. 


“HmM HmM hMm...” Miracle Matter began to slowly grow red 
around the edges. 


Waddle Dee hobbled back a few steps. “Everyone back up, I think 
he’s going to—” 


“HmM HmM hMm... HEeAhHahA!” Miracle Matter’s voice was 
fluctuating, it’s pitch rising and falling. Everyone backed away from 
the malfunctioning Dark Matter. 


“HeAHHaHaEah! WoAHOhAoH...” Miracle Matter rose into the 
air, spinning around frantically. He grew a bright red in color, then 
exploded into several pieces. The pieces sunk into the moving dark 
blue ground below. In Miracle Matter’s place was a crystal shard. The 
final crystal shard. 


(watch?v = OVZevnitkdw) 


Kirby slowly approached the shard, then picked it up. The dark 
area around them faded away, they were outside of Ripple Star’s 
castle again. 


Ribbon held the Crystal of Joy in front of the final crystal shard. 
They fused together, completing the Crystal of Joy. 


“Tt’s finished...” Ribbon sighed. “It’s finished. We did it! It looks 
exactly like it did before!” 


The group’s cheering was cut short as the Crystal of Joy slowly 
floated into the air, beginning to shine and sparkle brighter each 
second. The dark clouds around Ripple Star were slowly disappearing, 
the wails of Dark Matter filled the air. 


The light of the Crystal of Joy was banishing Dark Matter’s 
influences on Ripple Star. The dark clouds moved apart, letting the 
sun shine on the planet of love. Fairies cautiously appeared out of 


their hiding places, now free of their dark oppressors. 


Adeleine picked up Waddle Dee and swung him around in 
happiness. Ribbon flew into the air, sticking her arms out to feel the 
sun’s rays. Dedede tried to keep a straight face despite everyone’s 
cheering. Kirby squealed in joy at their accomplishment. 


Ribbon suddenly stopped mid-air, then slowly descended to the 
ground. A troubled look on her face. 


“Ribbon, what’s wrong? Dark Matter is gone.” Adeleine asked. 


“Yeah, you’ve got your crystal back. Those Dark Matter freaks are 
gone. Your planet is back to normal. So what is it?” The penguin king 
tapped his foot with impatience. 


“The... the Queen... Where’s Queen Mary?” Ribbon managed to 
say. 


Ripple Star’s beloved queen was nowhere in sight. Ribbon held 
back a sob. “What if... what if Miracle Matter...” Ribbon buried her 
face in her tiny hands as Kirby walked to her side. 


“Hey look.” Waddle Dee shifted onto his uninjured foot. “Who’s 
that?” 


The group looked at where Waddle Dee was pointing to see a taller 
fairy slumped on the ground. 


“Queen Mary!” Ribbon flew to her queen’s side. Kirby and his 
friends followed. 


They helped the queen get back on her feet carefully. What Ribbon 
had said about the queen was true, at least to Dedede, who was 
spending a long amount of time staring at Ripple Star’s ruler. Her 
large glasses were somewhat awkward, but it made her look cute. 


“Dedede, are you just going to stand there drooling, or are you 
going to introduce yourself?” Adeleine snapped him out of his trance. 
He wasn’t even aware a conversation had taken place. 


“I... ’m Dedede the king of Dreamland from Popstar.” The flustered 
king managed to spit out. 


The Kirby, Ribbon, and Adeleine softly snickered behind his back. 
He decided to hold any smart comeback he had in mind, instead 
deciding he didn’t want to leave a bad impression on Queen Mary. 


(watch?v = xzJ7 AJmnxQk) 


A short time later, everyone had been acquainted and everyone 


confirmed they were safe. The fairies of Ripple Star were shooting 
fireworks in celebration of Dark Matter’s defeat. Queen Mary and 
Ribbon stood in the castle garden with Kirby and his friends. 


“T can’t thank you enough for everything you’ve done.” Queen Mary 
bowed, her glasses and crown tilting. 


“Kirby is always here to help, poyo!” 


Waddle Dee shyly swayed. “I’ve gotten hurt several times on this 
adventure, but it’s all been worth it for this.” 


“It feels great that I actually got to help save Ripple Star. It’s been a 
wild ride, but we won in the end.” Adeleine cheered. 


Dedede rubbed the back of his head. “Well, we’re glad we helped. 
Anytime.” 


Ripple Star’s queen faced Ribbon. “Despite what happened to the 
Crystal of Joy, you still kept your promise of keeping it from Dark 
Matter.” 


“T’m so sorry, my queen! I’m sorry it became somewhat of a fiasco 
by the crystal shattering like that.” Ribbon apologized. “But we 
wouldn’t have found our heroes if I hadn’t crashed on Popstar...” 


“T wish you didn’t have to leave...” Ribbon sighed. 


Their adventure was over, and the queen brought them a small 
aircraft to take them home. They didn’t want to leave, but the 
adventure was over and they were sure Queen Mary and Ribbon had 
important things to do. They probably had to clean the wreckage of 
the castle and make sure the rest of the fairies were well. 


Kirby didn’t want a reward for doing what Star Warriors were 
supposed to do. He just wished he could spend a little more time with 
Ribbon... 


“So... I guess this is goodbye...” Ribbon sighed. 


“Not forever though, poyo... We'll see each other again, right?” 
Kirby asked. 


“T hope so... ’ll miss everyone, but I think I’ll miss you the most.” 


Kirby blushed at Ribbon. The pink fairy held out her hand, Kirby 
took it and they shook hands. 


“We'll meet again, poyo. I know we will.” 


Kirby’s friends were already in the aircraft, with Dedede lamenting 
on not saying something charming and witty to Queen Mary. 


It was silent for a moment, the only sound was the queen of Ripple 
Star pacing around. 


Kirby blushed deeper. “Ribbon, Kirby has something to say... Kirby 


0 


“Tm sorry, but you really need to leave now!” Queen Mary stood 
next to Ribbon. 


(watch?v = FVQJFJArbWI) 


“Queen Mary, are you sure you’re well?” One fairy who heard the 
queen asked. “You haven’t been acting the same. Did—” 


“T’m fine!” The queen growled. 


Kirby’s friends stepped out of the aircraft, curiosity growing at the 
sudden uproar. 


“Ribbon, where is the crystal?” The queen quickly asked. 


The Crystal of Joy was lying in a patch of grass, forgotten by the 
pink fairy. Ribbon darted to the crystal and grabbed it, returning to 
Kirby’s side. 


“Ribbon, give me the crystal. The rest of you need to leave.” The 
queen held out her hand expectantly. 


Ribbon’s eyes went from the queen to the crystal. 


Kirby and his friends could feel that something was dreadfully 
wrong. Ribbon was wondering what to do and what was wrong with 
her queen. 


“Ribbon, give me the crystal.” 


“Don’t do it, Ribbon!” Adeleine called. “Something’s really wrong 
about this!” 


“Quiet!” The queen gave a monstrous glare. “Give me the crystal 
now! Give it to me, or your not my most trusted vassal anymore.” 


Ribbon looked at her friends, they shook their heads and continued 
to tell her not to listen. She slowly flew to Queen Mary. 


“Ribbon, don’t poyo...” Kirby uttered. 


“IT knew you would make the right choice. The rest of you need to 
leave.” The queen was about to take the crystal from Ribbon’s hands. 


Ribbon flew backwards. “No! You’re not Queen Mary! She would 
never be so hateful to her friends and citizens!” 


“How dare you! You’re through being my royal vassal!” The angry 
queen grabbed the Crystal of Joy from Ribbon’s hands. 


The crystal suddenly grew brighter and brighter. The queen fairy 
screamed as the crystal burnt her hand. She threw the crystal away 
from her and tried to step away from it. The Crystal of Joy floated into 
the air and shot a beam of light at Queen Mary. 


A black blob flew from her chest as she fell to the ground. She was 
barely concious and breathing heavily. 


(watch?v = 1-1EBo16URk) 
“QUEEN MARY!” Ribbon flew to her queen. 


The queen managed to raise her head slightly. “Don’t... let them... 
win... Don’t let them... destroy love... and happiness... for 
everyone...” 


“My queen, I can’t leave you! Not this time! NO!” Ribbon 
hiccupped as tears formed in her eyes. 


Queen Mary weakly grasped Ribbon’s hand. “Please... stop them... 
my wish... is for everyone... to be happy... if they win... it won’t 
come true...” 


Ribbon sobbed, tears rolling down her cheeks. Kirby and his friends 
could only watch, feeling helpless in the situation. 


Queen Mary had always been so clumsy and timid. She was afraid 
of some of the strangest things, and she was always worried about 
something. However, in her final moments, she had an air of beauty to 
her. She gave her most trusted vassal a serene smile. Queen Mary 
wasn’t afraid of her own fate. 


“Ribbon... you’re Ripple Star’s... queen now... please grant... my 
final wish...” Queen Mary fell limp, no longer moving. 


“Queen Mary, please! Please get up! You're still our queen! You 
have to make it!” Ribbon squalled. 


“Please wake up! Don’t leave us! You can’t! PLEASE!” 


The dark blob that possessed Queen Mary floated into space, 
increasing in size. It eventually grew to Ripple Star’s size and formed a 
planet. The planet of Dark Star. 


Ribbon looked into the sky above them, gazing at the newly formed 
planet. Then she returned her attention to her queen. 


Adeleine slowly approached the sobbing fairy. “Ribbon... she’s 


gone...” 


Waddle Dee limped to her. “It’ll be okay. It hurts now, but we’ll be 
there for you to make the pain go away.” 


Dedede stood next to Waddle Dee. “We need to go. We can’t make 
your queen’s last wish come true standing here.” 


Kirby held Ribbon’s hand. “We’re here for you, poyo. Let’s grant 
Queen Mary’s wish together.” 


Three fairies flew to the fallen queen of Ripple Star. 


“We'll... we will take care of her.” One of the fairies managed to 
choke out. 


Ribbon wiped away her tears and tried to compose herself. She 
grabbed the Crystal of Joy and tried to open a portal to Dark Star. It 
wouldn’t allow a portal to open. 


“Great, they knew we would try a portal.” Dedede grumbled. 
“They’re trying to keep us out.” 


“Then... how will we get to Dark Star to stop them?” Adeleine 
asked. 


A moment of silence followed, the only sound heard was the 
murmuring of the fairies and Ribbon’s sniffles. 


A strange grin suddenly appeared on Kirby’s face. A grin like he 
had outsmarted someone, a grin that was usually only seen on 
Dedede. 


“Kirby, what are you doing?” Adeleine asked as Kirby fumbled 
around, then held out a device. 


It was the cell phone Fumu had given him. He had been calling her 
regularly so she wouldn’t worry, but this was the first time he’s ever 
made an emergency call. He hoped his plan would work. 


Dedede, Waddle Dee, and Adeleine then caught on to Kirby’s idea. 
Kirby dialed the number and waited. 


“Fumu, Kirby needs help.” The pink puffball said into the phone. 


Some murmuring was heard from the cell phone, presumably from 
Fumu. Kirby decided to cut to the chase, as they didn’t have much 
time to spare. 


“Fumu, poyo, Kirby needs the Warp Star.” 
Author’s Note: Here comes the final battle of the arc. What 


made this chapter so long to write was definitely Miracle Matter. 
His personality, speech patterns, and existence in general was 
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19. Broken Angel 


Kirby and his friends waited several moments before a big golden 
star flew in the sky. The Warp Star landed in front of them, knocking 
Kirby into the nearby bushes. Kirby’s friends climbed onto the Warp 
Star with Kirby jumping on afterward. 


“Wait...” Ribbon said quietly. 


The pink fairy flew to Queen Mary’s lifeless form and took her hand 
one last time. 


“Queen Mary... it’s okay. You’re wish hasn’t fallen on deaf ears...” 


Ribbon joined the rest of her friends on the Warp Star as it took off 
into the air. Kirby waved goodbye to the fairies, but the rest could 
only look at the queen of Ripple Star. 


Adeleine sniffed. “On this adventure... I never thought someone 
would get...” She couldn’t finish the sentence. 


Waddle Dee sighed. “And to think that Dark Matter could have 
done the same to any of us.” 


Dedede imagined himself in the queen’s place. He had been 
possessed by Dark Matter three times, and considered himself blessed 
that he didn’t meet the same fate as Queen Mary. 


The penguin king shook his head. “This is unforgivable. Dark 
Matter’s gone too far...” 


“We'll grant Queen Mary’s last wish, poyo!” Kirby gripped the Warp 
Star harder. “Dark Matter’s plot stops here!” 


The group of five nodded in agreement. They would take down 
Dark Matter once and for all or go down trying. 


(watch?v = Bkx2IbLhKsk) 


Dark Star was truly different from the other planets the five man 
band traveled through. It’s outer appearance was simply a giant ball of 
pitch black darkness. The interior was a puzzling arrangement of dull 
multi-colored tiles in the shape of honeycombs. A red eerie fog 
surrounded the artificial looking landscape. 


“This place feels so barren and lifeless...” Adeleine murmured. 


“What do you expect?” Dedede retorted. “Dark Matter made it, so 
of course it’s not gonna look good.” 


Since there were no more crystal shards to find, the team didn’t 
have to spend time exploring the planet. They could go straight to the 
source. They hopped along the tiled land, then reached what appeared 
to be a dead end. 


“Something’s not right... it shouldn’t just end like this...” Ribbon 
said. 


Waddle Dee hobbled around the area, then lightly nudged one of 
the tiles with his right foot. He grabbed the tile and tossed it to the 
side, revealing a passageway. 


“How’d you know that was there?” Dedede asked. 


“Well, in Dreamland I would forage for food, so I’m used to looking 
at the ground. You see things others don’t recognize.” 


The group jumped down the hole and landed on another area of 
tiled ground. 


“Wait, before we go any further Kirby should eat something. He’s 
got a big battle ahead of him.” Adeleine said, taking out her canvas to 
paint some tomatoes. 


“Just beyond this area, Dark Matter is waiting for us. It’s the very 
core of the planet. If we take it down. The entire planet goes with it.” 
Ribbon explained. 


“I think we need to think over the situation before we rush in 
there.” Waddle Dee said. 


“What do you mean, poyo?” Kirby said between bites. 


“Something big is going on, though we already know that. I think 
they have something waiting for us at the end.” 


“Well, whatever it is we can handle it!” Adeleine cheered. 


“No Dark Matter freak is taking over my body again! We’re doing 
this so no one else ends up like Queen Mary!” Dedede raised his 
hammer. 


“Oh, Kirby... I can’t be queen...” Ribbon sighed. “I could never be 
as great of a ruler as Queen Mary... being in the castle with so many 
memories of her... I couldn’t take it...” 


“Ribbon...” Kirby took her hand. “If it’s too painful to stay on 
Ripple Star, poyo... you’re always welcome on Popstar... We’ll take 


care of you, poyo.” 


Tears went down Ribbon’s cheeks. She felt an odd mixture of grief 
and happiness. If she lost everything she had, she would still always 
have her friends. The pain of losing her queen was excruciating, but 
having them support her helped alleviate some of the pain. 


“We... we can’t grant her wish if we’re just standing around, can 
we?” Ribbon wiped away the tears. 


“Get ready, Dark Matter! We’re coming for ya!” Dedede yelled. 


The group of five continued on their short way, using one 
honeycomb panel as a spring to propel them to the final area. 


The area was a void with it’s only colors being black and red. The 
group didn’t pay any attention to the void, instead focusing on the fact 
that they were surrounded by Dark Matter. Among the army of black 
creatures was the Dark Matter Swordsman and surprisingly Miracle 
Matter. 


(watch?v = 5S4h1 gcCMBc) 
“HeLlo Again... MONstEr...” 


“But... b-but... you’re supposed to be...” Dedede stuttered. “We saw 
you explode into pieces!” 


“YeS, AnD EverY SiNGle OnE wAs SeNt HerE FoR RePalr 
AfTerWard. ThANkS FoR ThaT bY ThE WaY...” 


“So... are you wanting another fight with Kirby? Did you order the 
Dark Matter to fix you?” Adeleine asked. 


“As MUCh As I WOuLD LiKE To DEsTrOy mY CoUnTERpArT, 
iT’S NoT My PIACe To BaTtLe ThIs TiMe...” 


“Kirby will fight you, Dark Matter Swordsman, poyo!” Kirby 
challenged. 


“Oh, no.” Dark Matter Swordsman waved. “Miracle Matter isn’t 
talking about me either. I’ve had enough Kirby for the rest of my 
existence.” 


“Then... then... if it’s not you...” Ribbon pointed at Miracle Matter. 
“Or you...” She pointed at Dark Matter Swordsman. “Then...” 


The group huddled closer together as the Dark Matter army grew 
closer, every single one glaring at Kirby. 


“Kirby, some time ago you murdered Zero in cold blood...” Dark 
Matter Swordsman said loud enough for all the Dark Matter to hear. 


“AcCoRDiNg tO tHe OtHer DaRk MaTter, iT WaS A SlOw AnD 
PalInFuL DeATh.” 


“But... Kirby didn’t want to hurt Zero, poyo! Kirby didn’t have a 
choice!” Kirby tried to hide behind Adeleine. 


“AnD I Didn’T WAnT To HuRT YoU In OuR BaTtle... Oh WAIT... 
ThAT WasS A LiE.” 


“You couldn’t give Zero the satisfaction of putting him out of his 
misery as we were.” Dark Matter Swordsman spoke. “You had to draw 
out the pain and suffering of our creator.” 


The crowd of Dark Matter murmured amongst themselves. 


“So you're out for revenge?! Is that what your plan is?!” Adeleine 
shouted. 


“You could’ve done that without possessing us and taking over a 
planet!” Dedede yelled. 


“Ah, but that was the objective. We orchestrated the entire takeover 
from start to finish.” The swordsman clarified. 


“But you couldn’t of made that plan yourself! You have to have 
someone in charge of all of ya!” Dedede pointed at the duo of Dark 
Matter. 


Dark Matter Swordsman made a noise that sounded like a chuckle. 
“We do have free will, you know. All of us exist separate from each 
other. We don’t share the same brain.” 


The group gulped. They didn’t think that Dark Matter had minds of 
their own. They had fallen directly into their trap. 


“FiRSt, wE ToOk CoNtRoL oF RiPpLe StaR. We KnEw ThE QUeEn 
WoUld PuT ThE SaFeTY Of The CryStal OvEr HeRSelf.” 


“What we didn’t count on was the Crystal of Joy being shattered to 
pieces.” The swordsman continued. 


“That was me! I did that!” One Dark Matter in the crowd shouted 
gleefully. 


“Er... He’s new.” The swordsman cleared his throat. 


“Anyway, we managed to turn that little mishap into an advantage. 
We wanted the crystal yes, but we also needed time. We knew that 
Kirby would help his little fairy friend find the shards, and that 


brought us some time to construct Dark Star while masquerading as 
the Queen.” 


“You're terrible! You’re the reason Queen Mary...” Ribbon almost 
pounced on Dark Matter Swordsman, the only thing holding her back 
was her friends. For a little fairy she could put up a struggle. 


“AfTer YoU ARriVed On RiPpLe StaR, A PlaN WiTh TwO 
PoSsiBle OuTcoMes WaS LaUnChed. IF I WoN ThE BaTtLe WiTh 
KiRby, I WoUld TaKe ThE ThEN CoMplEtED CrYStaL AnD We 
WoULD Be RiD Of AnY InTeRFeReNCes.” 


“And if Miracle Matter lost, which is what happened, the crystal 
would still be complete and you would have no choice but to come to 
Dark Star. No matter which way, Dark Matter still would have won. If 
you hadn’t found all the pieces, we would have won. The other Dark 
Matter would find the rest of the shards and have the crystal too.” 


Kirby and his friends all stared with mouths wide open in shock. 


“No matter how you look at it, their plan is brilliant...” Waddle Dee 
mumbled. 


“We've... we’ve walked right into their trap. No matter what, we 
would have fallen for it.” Ribbon said. 


“ExAcTLy! NO MaTtEr WhaT ThE OuTcOme, AIL oF YoU WoUID 
Be FallUReS!” 


“Except you forgot what would happen if we fought back here! I’m 
not giving up my kingdom to these freaks, and neither are any of 
you!” Dedede shouted. 


“Dedede’s right, poyo! We can’t give up because this looks bad!” 


“Yeah, now that we’re here what do you have planned?!” Adeleine 
called. 


“We can fight all of you! We fought you before and we can do it 
again!” Dedede waved his hammer. 


“LiKe We SAiD BeFOr_E...” 


“Kirby won’t be fighting us...” The Swordsman made the chuckle 
sound again. “You'll be fighting us...” 


“Huh? We have to fight you? Why can’t Kirby fight with us?” The 
penguin king questioned. 


“You won't be fighting us, but the rest of Dark Matter. As for Kirby, 
he’ll be preoccupied with someone else...” 


“Kirby will fight to the end for his friends, poyo! Kirby isn’t afraid 
of you!” 


Miracle Matter and Dark Matter Swordman looked at each other 
and gave a dry laugh. 


“You might have changed thoughts afterward...” 
‘wE HaVE SOMeONe WhO WaNTs To See YoU KiRBy...” 
(watch?v = wr6TSRuisjc) 


Suddenly, a white ball with two little dot eyes and a mouth 
appeared in front of Kirby. The creature had a small point at the end 
of it’s body, almost like a tail. The pink puffball tilted his head in 
confusion, until the black dots faded away and the “mouth’ opened 
fully to reveal a large familiar red eye staring back at him. 


Kirby fell onto the panel surface and looked up in horror. “Ze-... 
Zero...?” 


The white orb floated higher into the red and black void. The Dark 
Matter spectators watching in anticipation, while Kirby and his friends 
watched with a mixture of fright and awe. Zero unfurled a set of 
segmented white wings with red feathers at the tips. 


Kirby noticed a large bandage on top of Zero’s head, most likely 
from where his previous eye had been torn out. Kirby’s attention from 
the bandage was soon taken away as a large golden halo formed 
above Zero’s head. 


This new form Zero had taken almost looked angelic, but still 
possessed a haunting aura. Zero was far stronger than before and it 
became clear that he had resumed his role as Dark Matter’s ruler. 


“Zero, poyo... Kirby though you were...” 


“DeCEaSEd? EXPiRed? TeRMiNaTEd? SuRpRiSE...” Miracle 
Matter hummed. 


Dark Matter Swordsman slowly spun around. “This is not the Zero 
you knew from before, but Zero Two! He ascended from his demise 
and has taken the form of an angel of death!” 


“Welcome mortals... to Dark Star...” Zero Two said. 


Ribbon looked to her side to see Kirby paralyzed with fear. He held 
his head in his hands and took deep breaths. 


“Kirby didn’t mean to, poyo... Kirby didn’t want to hurt Zero... 
Kirby is sorry... so sorry, poyo...” Little tears were forming in Kirby’s 


eyes and he continued muttering as if he was reliving a bad memory. 


“Zero Two...” Ribbon cautiously approached the reincarnated 
being. “Why do you want Ripple Star and the Crystal of Joy?” 


“Ripple Star is titled ‘The planet of love and happiness.’ Ripple Star 
also contained the Crystal of Joy. If I cannot feel happiness, then no 
one should. Every moment of my existence is nothing but agony and 
despair.” 


“But... taking away everyone’s happiness won’t make you feel any 
better...” Ribbon said quietly. 


“You’ve never felt happiness once in your life? That can’t be 
true...” Adeleine said sadly. 


“You mortals will never understand... you have everything, yet 
nothing. Happiness is only temporary, when it fades, the frigid 
loneliness or burning anger arrives to replace the emotion. This 
painful reality must be faced by everyone in this galaxy.” 


“Zero... it doesn’t have to be this way, poyo...” Kirby sighed. 


“T have been given a new form, a new body. I have ascended from 
beyond death itself with only my grief and sorrow fueling this body. 
This conquest must be completed, or my ascension was for naught. Do 
you dare defy me?” 


The group of friends made a small huddle. 


“This guy looks really strong, Kirby. Can you handle it?” Dedede 
whispered. 


“Kirby doesn’t want to hurt Zero again, poyo...” 


“But it looks like it’s our only option.” Adeleine sighed. “We either 
fight or let the entire galaxy fall into darkness.” 


“Not to mention that we have to fight the Dark Matter while you 
face Zero Two.” Waddle Dee pointed out. 


“Waddle Dee can’t fight, poyo... You’re still hurt... All of you can’t 
fight, poyo...” 


“Look, you don’t worry about us and the Dark Matter.” Dedede 
looked Kirby in the eyes. “We’ll take care of it. You need to get rid of 
the source. The entire galaxy is on the line here.” 


“We'll take care of it Kirby.” Adeleine nodded. 


“You put your energy where it’s needed. This is the final battle and 
we can’t lose this.” Waddle Dee said. 


“Kirby, what do you think?” Ribbon asked. 
“Tt seems... Kirby doesn’t have a choice, poyo...” 
Kirby and Ribbon faced Zero Two and the Dark Matter. 


“Zero Two, we’ve decided we’ll give you a chance to back out of 
your invasion plan.” Ribbon said. “If not, then we’ll fight you.” 


“So... you are defying me.” Zero Two sounded disappointed. “Very 
well then, Dark Matter, begin your onslaught.” 


The crowd of Dark Matter swarmed King Dedede, Waddle Dee, and 
Adeleine. Dedede fought with his hammer, while Adeleine painted 
several different weapons to use against their attackers. Waddle Dee 
equipped a spear painted by Adeleine. 


“Now... as for you, Star Warrior Kirby... our final struggle has 
commenced...” Zero Two floated into the void. 


“Kirby... we don’t have anything to fight him with!” Ribbon 
gasped. 


Suddenly, the Crystal of Joy began glowing. It floated into the air 
and transformed into the Crystal Shard Gun. 


“Kirby, hold this.” 


Kirby took the Crystal Shard Gun while Ribbon grabbed Kirby and 
flew after Zero Two. 


“Good luck you two!” Adeleine yelled. 


“Never give up, guys!” Waddle Dee said as he attacked another 
Dark Matter. 


“We can handle things here just fine. Don’t worry about us.” 
Dedede called, swinging his hammer. 


Kirby and Ribbon took one last look at their friends before flying 
into the dark void. 


(watch?v = UALrmoYzZEc) 


The duo and Zero Two floated in the void, both preparing for 
battle. 


“This is your last chance, Zero Two.” Ribbon said. “We can forget 
this ever happened and put everything behind us, or we can fight. We 
don’t want it to come to that, but we will if we have to.” 


“Zero Two, poyo... please stop... we don’t want to hurt you... 
please...” 


“Your sentiment is wasted on me... there will be a new order in the 
Gamble Galaxy. I will entomb everything in darkness and solitude.” 


Ribbon shook her head. ’This isn’t going to be pleasant at all, but 
there’s no other option left.” 


Kirby fired the Crystal Shard Gun. It released crystal shards at Zero 
Two as an attack. The Crystal of Joy purified Ripple Star and drove 
the Dark Matter from Queen Mary, so it should be able to affect Zero 
Two. 


However, it appeared to have no effect on Zero Two. The angel of 
darkness released his own attacks, yellow and red energy beams were 
hurled at Kirby and Ribbon. 


“T had counted on Miracle Matter disposing of you,. I did design 
and create him based on your abilities. Miracle Matter has failed, so it 
is only natural that I, the creator of Dark Matter, defeat you.” 


They continued to fire at Zero Two with no results, until one shard 
hit him in the eye. Zero Two flinched and blinked, releasing another 
wave of energy beams. 


“We’ve found his weak spot, Kirby! Keep firing!” 


Kirby continued shooting crystal shards at Zero Two’s eye, 
eventually a red substance came out of his eye in fumes. After a few 
more shots, Zero Two’s body became slightly limp. His eye was now 
mostly closed with a thin red line trailing from it. 


“Tt hurts...” Zero Two grunted. 


Ribbon flew above Zero Two, noticing his halo. Kirby tried shooting 
the halo, it turned a light blue, then a deep red, then shattered. A 
green spiked appendage similar to a cactus extended from Zero Two’s 
body. Kirby and Ribbon fired at the spiked area, damaging the creator 
of Dark Matter. 


The angel of darkness flailed around helplessly in pain, his wings 
desperately trying to wipe his bleeding eye. As the spiked area was 
hit, green fumes were emitted all the while Zero Two was trying to 
move away from the Crystal Shard Gun’s range. 


“It hurts... it hurts...” 


The spiked tail retracted into his body and the halo reappeared 
around Zero Two’s head. He began shooting his energy beams at them 


again, along with smaller and faster light blue beams. The duo would 
repeat the process from before. 


“Tt hurts... no matter what the circumstance... I am always brought 
nothing but anguish... I retaliate... I am hurt... I do nothing... I am 
hurt still...” 


It became more difficult to fire at Zero Two, the blood flow 
increasing after another round of shards were fired into his eye. Zero 
Two went limp once again, leaving his halo vulnerable. The halo 
shattered, revealing his spiked green tail. The angel of darkness 
thrashed into the void, uttering sounds of pain as he was attacked. 


“Tt is not right... not right... it hurts so much...” 


“Kirby... he’s in pain. I thought he would quit after he was hurt, 
but he’s still fighting.” Ribbon sighed. 


“Zero Two will never give up, poyo... he didn’t last time...” 


They continued to fire at his eye once more, blood leaking out in 
streams. The halo was shattered again while his green tail was hit by 
crystal shards. Zero Two wailed in misery as he tried to brush away 
the blood in his eyes, only irritating it further. 


“Tt will never end... my suffering will never end... I try with every 
fiber of my being... to be understood by these mortals... still 
happiness is out of my reach...” 


Zero Two was coated in his own blood and the green substance. 
Still, he clung to life and attempted to attack his opponents. The 
tortured angel let out a cry as he began floating downward, letting the 
force of whatever was pulling him continue. 


(watch?v = kn7 gowHAhNM) 


The Dark Matter that were attacking Dedede, Adeleine, and Waddle 
Dee suddenly stopped short. They began to gather around in a large 
group as they did before, completely ignoring the previous fight. Dark 
Matter Swordsman gasped slightly before joining the rest of his kind. 


“Great King... what are they doing?” Waddle Dee asked as he 
stepped in front of Dedede. 


“T don’t know. They seemed pretty eager to fight us a minute ago.” 
Dedede answered. 


“Tt... it sounds like their humming.” Adeleine said. 


The large group of Dark Matter were humming and harmonizing 
with each other. As if they had rehearsed and learned the piece by 
heart for this very moment. 


Zero Two began to float upward, the blood around his eye still 
running down his body. He was ascending, the wounds on his body 
began healing on their own accord. The halo around Zero Two 
reappeared, shining in it’s vibrant beauty. Zero Two began regaining 
consciousness, then unfurled his wings once more. 


“He’s... he still wants to continue?” Ribbon said in awe. 
“But he’s been through so much already, poyo...” 


Zero Two grasped onto the little life he had left in his body. He 
created several white and red fire-like spheres from his wings, then 
threw them at Kirby and Ribbon. They almost fell into the abyss 
below, but managed to dodge each one. They couldn’t grasp the true 
form of Zero Two’s attack. 


The two could hear a strange melody being hummed, they could 
hear the Dark Matter singing a hauntingly beautiful song for Zero 
Two. 


“And Ill suffer endlessly. 
This is why I have to be alone. 
In darkness. 
You denied my happiness. 
And now I shall return the world. 
To Zero. To nothing. 
Because if I cannot feel joy. 
No one ever will.” 


The angel of darkness summoned a wave of small round red spheres 
and larger blue ones. He hurled them at the fairy and pink puffball, 
one barely grazing Kirby’s side. 


“You are alone. The future holds nothing but darkness and isolation 
for you and your people. You shall become nothing more than a 
memory among the people who once knew you. You are a Star 
Warrior, your race was bred to act with bravery and strength. But 
what is bravery compared to madness itself? What is strength 
compared to perception? I have become the embodiment of discord. I 
will bring an era of chaos and mayhem to this galaxy. This shall be the 
end.” 


“No, this will be the end of Dark Matter, poyo! Kirby can’t let this 
go on any longer, Zero Two.” Kirby stared Zero Two in the eye. “I 


won't let that happen to the universe, poyo!” 


It was the first time Kirby had referred to himself in the first 
person. He was afraid of his name being forgotten, that if he didn’t say 
it, then his name would be forgotten by everyone. He realized that it 
was a silly notion to begin with. His friends would never forget him, 
whether he was here or not. 


“Kirby... are you ready? This should be the final round.” Ribbon 
asked. 


“T’m ready, poyo. I never wanted to hurt Zero Two, but the galaxy’s 
safety rests on us, poyo!” 


Kirby fired the Crystal Shard Gun at Zero Two’s eye, dodging small 
purple orbs that were summoned. The red eye was bleeding once more 
while he could only howl in pain and throw more projectiles at Kirby 
and Ribbon. They winced. 


Two light blue blades of light were swung towards them, one 
lightly scraped Kirby’s cheek. Zero Two’s halo was attacked by the 
shards, while he flung a slurry of red tinted shards himself in defense. 


The halo broke apart, sending Zero Two into another pain filled 
spasm. He writhed around the void as he flung every weapon or 
projectile he could summon. Yellow spheres, small green blades, red 
shards, and ghostly white fireballs were thrown about in the abyss. 
The creator of Dark Matter couldn’t even see where he was flinging 
his attacks anymore, he could only hope he could hit his attackers in a 
stroke of luck. 


The spiked green tail appeared once again, hit by the crystal shards 
fired from the duo’s weapon. A large dark red laser beam was fired at 
Kirby’s direction, missing him only by an inch. They continued 
shooting crystals, dodging their enemy’s barrage of attacks. 


Then Zero Two stopped resisting. It was as if he had lost the will to 
live, the desire to struggle was no longer with him. His body had 
stopped functioning, but his mind was still there. 


(watch?v = UY4InJ-RvEw) 
“Is... is it over?” Ribbon asked. 


“Zero Two poyo... if only you could see the joy of bringing 
happiness to others.” 


The Crystal Shard Gun returned to it’s original form as the Crystal 
of Joy. Suddenly, a soft voice was heard from the gem. As the crystal 
spoke, it was as if time had been stopped for the moment. 


“Zero Two... is not a monster.” It said. 


“Kirby, the crystal is speaking! Crystal of Joy, what words do you 
want to share with us?” Ribbon asked. 


“I wish to tell the story of Zero Two. Zero Two is not a monster, but a 
being of loneliness. His only desire was to find happiness, but it always 
eluded his grasp. He couldn’t understand love or happiness, friendship or 
delight. So, he created the Dark Matter as an attempt to make friends. He 
still couldn’t understand.” 


Ribbon sniffed while Kirby’s eyes began to water. It drove in the 
guilt of attacking Zero Two further. 


“Eventually, he began to see the rest of the world as wrong. He grew 
jealous of everyone’s friendship and happiness. He made the Dark Matter 
possess others so he could force them to like him. It still brought him no 
joy. Then, he decided to go to the source.” 


“Ripple Star and the Crystal of Joy...” Ribbon murmured. 


“He thought that if Ripple Star and I, the Crystal of Joy, couldn’t make 
him happy, nothing would. He went to extreme measures to obtain me, to 
gain happiness for himself. I hear the hopes of everyone in the Gamble 
Galaxy. I couldn’t help Zero Two. It’s too late to help him now.” 


The crystal’s voice began to fade. 


“Take me back to Ripple Star so that I may once again bring people 
happiness...” 


Kirby and Ribbon gave one last tearful glance to Zero Two. His eye 
was bleeding profusely, his halo shattered, and his wings tattered. He 
had become a broken angel. 


The broken angel whispered his last words. “Why... why did it not 
bring me happiness? I... tried to understand... I just wanted 
happiness... just once...” 


Zero Two closed his eye for the final time. A small tear formed in 
the corner of his eye, not blood, but a genuine tear. 


Kirby stood in front of the broken angel, gently wiping the tear 
from Zero Two’s eye. 


Kirby and Ribbon left the void with the Crystal of Joy and two 
heavy hearts. 


The pink puffball and the fairy met with the rest of their friends 


outside the void, still on Dark Star. 


The three only had to look at Ribbon and Kirby once to get a grasp 
of what had happened. 


“So... it’s over...” Dedede said, attempting to break the awkward 
silence. 


“Yes... Zero Two... is defeated.” Ribbon sighed. 


“Well, we were doing fine with Dark Matter. Then they started 
singing...” 


“We heard them, poyo...” 


“They may have tried to take over the galaxy, but they sing 
beautifully.” Adeleine stated. 


“So... our adventure is over.” Waddle Dee sighed. “It was so nice 
knowing you all...” 


Dedede snickered. “Oh, stop that! You’re acting like we’re leaving 
you or something!” 


Ribbon and Kirby smiled a little. Their friends would always cheer 
them up. 


“Now, let’s get outta here before it blows up or something.” Dedede 
said, climbing on the Warp Star. 


The others followed, taking their places on the Warp Star. They 
were about to fly away until something stopped them. 


(watch?v = ByBpRkrg9SA) 


“Stop.” Something had grabbed the Warp Star, preventing it from 
leaving. 


The Dark Matter Swordsman had a strong grip on the Warp Star. 
Miracle Matter was next to him, who was being strangely quiet for 
once. 


“Ugh, you again! Enough with your revenge!” Dedede yelled. 
“You defeated Zero Two...” 


“Yeah, we had to. We had no choice!” Dedede tried to shake off 
Dark Matter Swordsman. 


“I wanted to say... we’re not as we seem. We have emotions too.” 


“Hmm?” Adeleine was puzzled. “You can feel positive emotions, 
but Zero can’t?” 


“Yes, we can feel happiness. Gooey is happy. We can feel positive 
emotions. We just chose not to feel them most of the time.” 


“But... why would you do that?” Ribbon asked. 


“Because Zero couldn’t be happy, we decided not to either. We 
wanted to share the pain with him. It’s strange isn’t it? He can’t feel 
positive emotions but we can. It’s unfair to him.” 


“So... what are you trying to say?” Dedede asked slowly. 


“T want you to leave on good terms with us. This is most likely the 
last time we will meet.” 


“Are you asking for forgiveness, poyo?” 


“All of our actions up to this point have been entirely for Zero. Now 
that he’s gone, we have nothing left. It may not seem like it, but we do 
care for our creator.” 


“You were just being good vassals, weren’t you?” Waddle Dee 
asked. 


Dark Matter Swordsman nodded. “Even though Zero cannot feel 
positive emotions, all of the Dark Matter love him unconditionally. 
Myself included as well as Miracle Matter. We never will be loved in 
return, but we never asked to be loved.” 


An uncomfortable silence followed. “Dark Matter Swordsman... 
Miracle Matter, poyo. You can come home with us if you want...” 


The rest of the group looked at Kirby in shock. Much to their 
confusion, both refused. 


“No... we can’t do that. I must stay here and meet the same fate as 
my creator. I will not abandon him.” 


At that moment an explosion sounded through Dark Star. 
“Hurry! Go! You don’t have much time!” 

“But Dark Matte—” 

“Go. Dark Star is about to explode.” 

Kirby stared into Dark Matter Swordsmon’s single icy blue eye. 
“..I forgive you, poyo.” 


Dark Matter Swordsman laughed quietly, then waved to them as 
they flew away. 


“It’S BeEn FuN. Don’T CoMe BaCK. HmM hMm HmM.” Miracle 


Matter chuckled, however it was good natured this time. 


They escaped the planet on the Warp Star just in time. Kirby and 
his friends took one last look at Dark Star as it exploded, hearing the 
Dark Matter’s song one final time. 


“And Ill suffer endlessly. 
This is why I have to be alone. 
In darkness. 
You denied my happiness. 
And now I shall return the world. 
To Zero. To nothing. 
Because if I cannot feel joy. 
No one ever will.” 


Author’s Note: I added an extended scene to Zero Two’s fight 
because the battle in the game felt so anti-climactic. Dark 
Matter’s final appearance deserved to be grand and tragic. I 
decided to bring back Miracle Matter and Dark Matter 
Swordsman for the finale, because they needed to be with their 
creator. There will be one more chapter of this arc. The next 
chapter will show the aftermath of this arc. Now, if you’ll excuse 
me, I'll be watching some Waddle Dees to recover with the 
heartbreak of writing this chapter. 


20. It's Been Nice To Meet You 


Night had fallen by the time Kirby and his friends had returned to 
Ripple Star. Much to their surprise, they were greeted with fireworks 
and a face they didn’t expect. 


“QUEEN MARY!” Before the Warp Star landed, Ribbon jumped off 
and tackled the queen of Ripple Star. 


“We thought you had...” Ribbon sniffled. 


Queen Mary returned the pink fairy’s embrace. Kirby and his 
friends were very confused at this development. 


“Queen Mary, poyo... How are you still...” The pink Star Warrior 
didn’t know how to word the question. 


“T though I was gone too.” Queen Mary chuckled. “The Crystal of 
Joy just knocked me out for a while. Forcing Dark Matter from my 
body was too much for me to stay conscious.” 


“Waaah!” Ribbon squeezed her queen and bawled, this time from 
pure relief. 


“So, are you upset that you don’t have the throne anymore?” The 
queen fairy joked. 


“Uwah! How can you even kid around about something like that?!” 
Ribbon squealed. 


After Ribbon calmed down and everyone was reacquainted from 
the imposter fiasco, the queen led them inside her castle. 


(watch?v = xzJ7 AJmnxQk) 
“Ribbon, if you would.” Queen Mary said. 


Ribbon handed the Crystal of Joy to Queen Mary. The crystal was 
held up into the air by the queen and it floated above the throne 
room’s flag. 


“Queen Mary... I’m sorry this turned out to be a disaster...” Ribbon 
apologized. 


“Ribbon, if the crystal didn’t shatter, you never would have found 
someone to save us! Ripple Star would have been under control by 
Dark Matter forever possibly.” 


“Queen Mary... it took so much to save Ripple Star and the 
crystal.” Waddle Dee trundled next to Ribbon. 


“And it didn’t come without a price to pay...” Queen Mary finished. 
“So... you knew when it happened.” Adeleine said. 


“Yes, my wish was for everyone to be happy... but I didn’t consider 
the fact that the Dark Matter themselves weren’t happy... it was when 
I was possessed that I truly began to see in their eyes.” 


Dedede spoke up. “But it wasn’t your fault that this happened. 
Sometimes things turn out different than what you planned.” 


“Still... I could hear their singing. I could feel the love for their 
creator. They attacked because they didn’t know what else to do. 
Maybe the Crystal of Joy could have helped Zero Two...” 


“That’s something that we’ll never know.” The penguin shook his 
head. “If Zero Two had gotten the crystal, but it didn’t help him, he 
would’ve had a tantrum when it didn’t work and a powerful object to 
help him with his revenge.” 


“Maybe Zero Two’s poor soul can rest after being tormented so 
long...” Queen Mary sighed. 


The queen clapped her hands together. “We don’t need to focus on 
such dreary things. We can’t change the past, so we might as well look 
forward to the future!” 


Everyone nodded in agreement. 

“Anyway, it’s time for your awards ceremony!” 

“A-awards, poyo?” Kirby scratched his head. 

“But Queen Mary, you didn’t have to...” Waddle Dee blushed. 


“Oh, but the fairies of Ripple Star and I want to. You said that it 
took so much to save Ripple Star, so you deserve awards!” 


(watch?v = pjG2404IEQg) 


Kirby, Waddle Dee, Adeleine, and King Dedede stood in the queen’s 
throne room, presenting each one with a crystal medal. The fabric of 
the medal was red and white stripes, similar to Queen Mary’s dress. 
The crystal looked similar to the shards they found on their journey. 


“T am truly honored, your highness, to be presented with such a 
gift.” Dedede said as the medal was put around his neck. 


Kirby and his friends rolled their eyes at Dedede’s attempts to make 
a good impression. 


“Tt’s so beautiful! T’ll treasure it forever!” Adeleine was absorbed by 
it’s beauty. 
“T-’m flattered. Thank you very much...” Waddle Dee rubbed the 


back of his head. The medal was too big for him too wear, but still 
delighted by his medal. 


“Queen Mary, poyo. You didn’t have to give me such a wonderful 
reward.” Kirby smiled. 


“Tt’s the least we could do!” The queen clasped her hands together. 
“We want to do so much more, but we can only provide so much at 
this time!” 


The fairies in the castle cheered, eager to show their appreciation to 
the four heroes. 


King Dedede cleared his throat. “Now if you'll allow me, I have 
something to say to a member of our team.” 


“Oh?” The queen tilted her head in confusion. “Very well.” She was 
as curious as everyone else at this development. 


The penguin king stood in front of Waddle Dee. 
“Err, yes sire?” Waddle Dee asked. 


“Now, when this whole adventure started, I thought that you were 
just another Waddle Dee. Throughout this crazy adventure, you 
continuously proved me wrong.” 


Kirby, Ribbon, Adeleine, and Queen Mary stood on the sides in 
confusion. All equally wondering where this was going. 


“You’ve shown nothing but support this entire time. You’ve helped 
make some daring escapes. You’ve been thrown out of box boats, mine 
carts, and bobsleds. You took boulder to the foot in stride! You kept 
going! You fended off a horde of Dark Matter with a rock on a stick!” 


“Great King, you don’t have to announce my deeds aloud...” 
Waddle Dee blushed. 


“No, let me finish.” Dedede held up his gloved hand. “You’ve 
changed my thoughts on Waddle Dees in general, and told me a lot 
about ’em too. You’re a one of a kind Waddle Dee.” 


“Aww...” Adeleine whispered behind Dedede’s back. 


“However, starting tonight you’re not Waddle Dee anymore.” 


Dedede had his hands in his robe pockets behind his back. 


“Huh? Great King, what do you mean?” Waddle Dee was slightly 
worried, as were his friends. 


“Stay still.” Waddle Dee closed his eyes, not sure of what the king 
was doing. His friends couldn’t see what the king of Dreamland was 
doing. 


“From now on...” 


Dedede moved out of the way. Waddle Dee opened his eyes and felt 
something on his head. 


“You’re Bandana Dee!” Dedede proclaimed proudly. 


The bandana on his head was a royal blue color. It made him stand 
out among the other Waddle Dees. 


“Great King...” Bandana Dee’s eyes sparkled. 


“Well, when we were here the last time before the possessed queen 
thing started up, one or the fairies was selling hats so I bought that 
bandana for you. I won’t be able to tell you apart from the other 
Waddle Dees back at the castle if you don’t wear something.” 


Bandana Dee gasped. “Back at the castle?! Great King...” 


“From now on, youre part of Team Dedede. You’ll be in charge of 
the Waddle Dees along with Commander Waddle Doo.” 


“Sire... I...” Bandana Dee squeezed the king of Dreamland. To say 
that the bandana-clad Waddle Dee was delighted was a drastic 
understatement. The king flinched a little, but awkwardly returned the 
hug. 


“Aww...” The fairies along with Kirby and his friends squee’d. 
Dedede had forgotten everyone else was there. 


“Erm... nothing to see here. Move along...” Dedede mumbled. 


Adeleine went to Bandana Dee and held her hand up. 
“Congratulations on the new job Waddle De— er, Bandana Dee!” 
Bandana Dee returned her high-five with his arm stub. 


Ribbon floated to Kirby. “So, it’s finally over. Our adventure, I 
mean.” 


“Yeah, poyo... but we have to meet again sometime! Unless if you 
forget to...” 


“Of course we will! How could I ever forget you?” Ribbon giggled. 


A moment of silence occurred between them, until Ribbon suddenly 
coughed. 


“Um, Kirby. Stay still...” 
“Why, poyo?” Kirby asked. 
“Just do it!” Ribbon blushed. 


Kirby did as the pink fairy ordered. Did Ribbon get him a bandana 
too? 


Ribbon flew closer to the pink Star Warrior, much to his confusion. 
She closed her eyes and gave Kirby a quick peck on the cheek. His 
eyes widened, then closed as his face glowed a deep red. He felt at 
that moment, there was no anger or hatred anywhere in the galaxy. 
There was only peace and love. 


Ribbon covered her cheeks and blushed. “I-I didn’t know any other 
way to thank you! You’ve been so kind to me, and— Kirby?” 


Kirby teetered around in a happy love-stricken daze. He grabbed 
Bandana Dee and spun him around cheerfully. 


“Love is the most beautiful thing in the world!” 


The pink puffball let go of his startled friend, hearts floating above 
his head. Adeleine and Queen Mary giggled at the scene. Then Kirby 
slipped and tumbled down the steps, still in his daze. He continued 
rolling until he was outside the castle doors. 


After the initial shock had worn off, Dedede turned to Ribbon. “I 
think you broke him.” 


“We can’t thank you enough for everything you’ve done.” Queen 
Mary stated. 


The group was about to leave on the Warp Star. A comatose Kirby 
was slung over Adeleine’s shoulder, occasionally twitching his foot 
with a goofy smile still in place. 


“T think we might have to come back soon.” Dedede scratched 
behind his head. “Kirby would go into depression if he didn’t see 
Ribbon after a while.” 


The queen giggled. “Or maybe we should visit you instead!” She 
playfully poked Dedede’s beak. 


“Uh... uh... uh... Well maybe... whatever works for you...” 


“Are you going to just stand there with your mouth hanging open, 
or are you going to help drive this thing?!” Adeleine yelled. 


“Uh, ignore her.” Dedede climbed on the Warp Star. 


The fairies of Ripple Star, Ribbon, and Queen Mary waved as the 
Warp Star ascended into the air. They continued watching until the 
heroes were out of sight. 


Ribbon and Queen Mary continued to look at the sky long after the 
others had left. 


Ribbon clasped her hands together. “We’ll meet again. I know we 
will. Don’t forget about me until then.” 


(watch?v = yX2LPKTsAHg) 


Kirby and his friends arrived on Pop Star not too long afterward. 
Kirby had mostly come out of his kiss-induced coma. 


“It’s been fun, getting to save the world and another. We should do 
it again sometime.” Adeleine joked. 


“Ugh, I’m tired of this hero stuff. I don’t know how you do it 
Kirby.” Dedede grumbled. 


“You get used to it, poyo.” Kirby yawned. 


Everyone said their goodbyes. Adeleine headed to where she calls 
home. Kirby had to tell Fumu and Bun about the rest of his adventure, 
He was sure Fumu was worried since that abrupt call. Dedede, 
Bandana Dee, and Kirby walked to the castle. 


“Hey Bandana Dee. How’s your foot?” Dedede asked. 
“Well, it still hurts a little, but ll be fi-Hey!” 


Dedede swept Bandana Dee onto his shoulder. “It’s dark and you 
might step on something in this light.” 


Back at the castle, Escargon was surprised to see Dedede back. 


“Sire, you’ve been gone for so long! Why did it take so— Why are 
you playing dress up with the Waddle Dees?” 


“Escargon, do you know who this is?” Dedede motioned to Bandana 
Dee. 


“A Waddle Dee with a bandana and a broken foot. So what?” 
“No! He’s not just a Waddle Dee! This is Bandana Dee!” Dedede 


held Bandana Dee in Escargon’s face. 


“He’s in charge of the Waddle Dees along with Commander Waddle 
Doo from now on. He’s gonna get his own room, and he’s gonna eat at 
the table with us. Do you understand?!” 


“Ye-Yes sir!” Escargon scurried away. 
“Great King, you don’t have to—” 


“Tt’s about time that you got the respect you deserved, kid. Maybe 
with you around, the Waddle Dees will get some inspiration or 
something. Now scuttle to your room. We’ve been sleeping on the 
ground this entire adventure and my back hurts. That foot of yours 
won't heal without rest.” 


Dedede walked down the halls to the kitchen, deciding to eat a 
snack before bed. 


Kirby was in Fumu and Bun’s room, telling his tale of the final 
battle against Dark Matter and Ripple Star’s ceremony. 


“So... they’re finally gone.” Fumu sighed. 


“But... what a way to go...” Bun shook his head. “I kinda feel bad 
for them.” 


“Well, I’m not sure if they get my sympathy yet.” Fumu huffed. 
“But... I guess they won’t get a chance to prove themselves now.” 


“Well, I forgive them, poyo. They were only trying to help Zero.” 


“Kirby, how could you forgive them so easily?! Think of all the 
destruction and mayhem they’ve caused in less than a year!” Fumu 
yelled. 


“If Dark Matter didn’t exist, then Gooey wouldn’t exist, poyo.” 
“You can’t argue with him there, sis.” 


“Besides, Dark Matter taught me something important, poyo. 
Sometimes, you have to do what you have to for the people you love, 
even when everyone else is against it, poyo. They did everything they 
could to help Zero’s pain, even if it cost them their lives.” 


The siblings grew silent. 


“T want to do everything I can to protect Dreamland, Popstar, and 
everyone I love, poyo. Even if it means getting hurt along the way.” 


“Hey, speaking of love, do you love Ribbon?” Bun teased Kirby. 


“J-I Bun it isn’t fair to ask that!” Kirby squealed. 
“Aw, look sis! He’s turning red again!” 
“Bun, stop teasing him. He’s had a long day.” Fumu scolded. 


Kirby yawned loudly. He said goodbye to his friends before heading 
home to his little house. Kirby flopped onto the bed with his head full 
of thoughts. 


He thought about Dark Matter, hoping that whatever happened to 
them, at least they could be at peace. 


He thought of his friends along his adventure. He would visit 
Adeleine soon because he knew she gets lonely often. He would be 
seeing Bandana Dee a lot now that he had a job at the castle. Kirby 
hoped that after this adventure, Dedede could be friends with Kirby 
like he hoped. 


He thought about Ribbon. Just thinking about her made him turn 
red again. He hugged his pillow and looked out the window at the 
sky. He looked at the stars as if searching for planet Ripple Star. 


“We'll meet again, poyo. I know we will. Don’t forget about me 
until then.” 


Author’s Note: Well, it’s the end of the arc. We’ve had some 
laughs, some tears, and some frights. Now it’s time to move on to 
the next arc. It’s been fun readers and reviewers, look forward to 
the next story arc. Visit my DeviantArt account’s journal if you 
want information on the next arc. 


21. CuteMischievous Visitor From the 
Outside 


There was no doubt about it. Kirby was bored. 


Kirby was sitting inside his house alone. Not even Tokkori was 
around. Outside the window, the sky was mostly cloudy, covering up 
the sun’s rays to create a cooler temperature. 


It had been one month since Kirby had saved Ripple Star. 
Dreamland had returned to it’s peaceful state once again. Normally 
this wouldn’t be a problem, but he had nobody to play with now. 


(watch?v =r7Ncy-yY9Uw) 


Gooey had been given a special job by a restaurant from another 
town, and would be back in one week. The blue blob had to go to a 
tropical climate to catch exotic fish for the restaurant, and it would 
pay very well. Gooey needed the money, especially after the roof of 
his house caved in. Kirby was happy that his friend had such a great 
opportunity, but he felt lonely without the friendly Dark Matter. 


Bun was playing soccer with the other children of the village, and 
Fumu was probably with them reading a book. Kirby thought it was 
strange that whenever he was out on an adventure, Fumu would 
worry and want him to come back. However, when he would return. 
They would be busy and have no time for him. 


Adeleine was away on a visit to an art museum outside of 
Dreamland. She had wanted to visit that museum for so long, and she 
finally got the chance to go after saving up for so long. She would be 
gone for a few days, leaving Kirby without her company. 


King Dedede had suddenly decided to ignore the pink Star Warrior. 
The king acted like the past adventure held no friendship between the 
two. Kirby had thought that after traveling through the Gamble 
Galaxy, the penguin king would have grown accustomed to his offers 
of friendship. Apparently Dedede still dismissed the pink puffball 
named Kirby. 


Bandana Dee was far too busy with his new job at the castle. His 
foot had healed completely and was happily working with the other 
Waddle Dees of the castle and Commander Waddle Doo. Bandana Dee 
didn’t have any time to spare at the moment, another friend that 
couldn’t play with Kirby now. 


Meta Knight was usually busy with something. When the knight 
wasn’t busy doing his job around the castle, he wanted to train Kirby 
instead of play with him. Kirby understood why it was important to 
train when he first arrived on Pop Star. 


The knight had to teach him to fight so he could defeat Nightmare, 
but that was over now. Kirby had defeated Nightmare, Dark Matter, 
and Zero, so hasn’t he proven that he was a capable Star Warrior? 
Apparently Meta Knight thought that he still needed training, and it 
was always with the sword! Kirby had so many abilities besides Sword 
Kirby, so why did Meta Knight insist on always training with the 
sword?! 


Kirby sighed and flopped on his bed, looking out the window at the 
cloudy sky. It was how he felt inside, the loneliness overshadowing his 
usual happy demeanor like the clouds covering the sun. 


He headed into town then into the field where the children usually 
played. Fumu was teaching the other children subjects at the moment. 
The town didn’t have a school, at least it did a few times when Dedede 
was ordering Demon Beasts from Nightmare. The king of dreamland 
has since renounced any desire for a school to be built after those 
experiences. 


Now Fumu was the teacher for the children and Kirby whenever the 
opportunity arrived. Fumu was the one who taught the young Star 
Warrior most, if not all, of his speaking lessons. The children looked 
bored during the math lesson, meaning that they most likely would 
love to play with Kirby. 


The pink puffball skipped to Bun. “Bun, will you play with me, 
poyo? I’m bored.” 


“Kirby! You interrupted my lesson!” Fumu scolded. 
“But... but I want someone to play with me, poyo!” 


“Kirby, you should join the others in the math lesson. You haven’t 
been doing very well in that subject.” Fumu told the pink puffball. 


“But I’m tired of schoolwork, poyo! It’s been too much lately! Ever 
since I came back from my adventure, poyo!” Kirby pouted. 


“Learning is important, Kirby. You need to learn things like math to 
help you in life. You don’t have to stay for the lesson, but it would 
make me disappointed if you refused.” Fumu crossed her arms. 


Kirby sighed and trudged to his spot. He sat down and tried to pay 
attention to the lesson, but he was so bored! After it was over, he 


asked Bun to play with him. 
“Sorry Kirby. We were going to play soccer. Do you want to play?” 
(watch?v = 3XluBCoDgb0) 


Before he could reply, Fumu broke into the conversation. “No, 
every time he plays with you, he always get’s mistaken for the ball!” 


“Tt isn’t our fault! We don’t mean to kick him!” Bun argued. 
“Still, he needs to play something safer!” 


“Will you play with me Fumu, poyo?” Kirby asked, interrupting the 
sibling argument. 


“Kirby, I have to stay here and watch Bun. Mom said I was in 
charge of him today.” 


“Sis, I don’t need you watching over me! Besides, why can’t you 
play with Kirby and watch us?” Bun asked. 


“Because I can’t watch both of you at the same time! Kirby, can’t 
you find something to do here?” 


Kirby was already walking away from the bickering siblings. They 
weren’t going to spend time with him. 


“Kirby, where are you going?” Fumu asked. 

“Why, poyo? Yow’re busy, so I’m going somewhere else.” 

“But I still need to know where you’re going!” Fumu retaliated. 
“Tt doesn’t matter, poyo!” 


“What’s been bothering you lately? You don’t like training or my 
classes anymore, and you’ve been so defiant!” Fumu questioned. 


“Ever since I got back and started talking right, poyo, it’s been 
nothing but teaching and other things! We don’t play anymore, poyo! 
You only pay attention when I’m doing something you don’t like!” 


“You’re growing up now, Kirby. Life isn’t just about playing and 
you have to realize that. I can’t give all of my attention to you all the 
time. That’s being selfish.” 


“If growing up means I can’t have friends, poyo, then I don’t want 
to grow up! You don’t understand! Goodbye, poyo!” Kirby ran away 
before Fumu could argue with him further. 


“He’s going through that phase, Bun.” Fumu crossed her arms. 


”? 


“No, it’s because you’re being to hard on him.” Bun retorted. 
“You’ve dumped all these expectations on him at once and now he 
can’t handle it. You’re smothering him.” 


“What do you know? I didn’t see you offer any help to him!” 


“T said he could play with us, but you wouldn’t let him, depraved 
sibling of mine.” Bun frowned. 


“He needs to grow up now that he’s capable. He won’t be a child 
forever and he needs to start acting like an adult!” Fumu stomped her 
foot. 


“You know what, sis? I think you should get your own act together 
before you try to tell other people how to live their lives.” Bun turned 
away and joined the other kids to play soccer. 


“The nerve of him! I’m perfectly fine, I’m just trying to help 
everyone.” Fumu thought bitterly. 


Still, she couldn’t fight a small nagging feeling that she had done 
something wrong somewhere. 


“Maybe I should apologize...” 


(watch?v = 2YDM8r5Ejng) 


Kirby had ran as fast as his feet would allow him. He didn’t even 
pay attention to where he went, as long as it was somewhere else. He 
finally stopped in a grassy field away from the town. He flopped onto 
his stomach and tried not to cry. 


It wasn’t fair! Nobody understands him! Fumu didn’t hound Bun or 
the others to act their age all the time, and they were older than 
Kirby! Why were so many expectations dropped on him? It wouldn’t 
be so bad if the other children had the same problem, then he would 
have someone to relate to. 


Only it wasn’t that way. Kirby wasn’t like the other residents of the 
town, so it was only natural that he would be treated differently, child 
or not. He wanted to be able to make everyone happy, but they were 
asking so much of the pink puffball. Telling him not to act so childish 
and carefree was taking away his personality. 


He didn’t like it. He thought everyone loved him like he was, the 
happy pink puffball that always had friendship to spare.. Apparently 
they wanted him to change. He wanted to talk to Gooey, Bandana 
Dee, or Adeleine. They would tell him they liked him the way he was. 


Or would they? 


Paranoia filled Kirby’s mind. What if his friends were just bearing 
having him around? He didn’t know what to believe anymore. 
However, he also thought of another friend. 


“Ribbon, poyo. I miss you...” Kirby mumbled into the grass. 


He wanted to see her again. She would comfort him like he 
comforted her during their adventure. He wanted to visit her or invite 
her to Pop Star, but she was probably busy with reconstructing Ripple 
Star. He didn’t want to get in the way and seem selfish. 


Or maybe she didn’t contact him because she wanted a break from 
him... the paranoia wouldn’t go away. Kirby was distraught. Did 
everyone really not like him? His anniversary of arriving on Pop Star 
wasn’t close, so he knew they weren’t planning a surprise party. They 
must just be tired of him... 


“T guess I’m only wanted when I’m saving Pop Star, poyo...” Kirby 
sniffled. 


He rolled on his back to look at the sky. Kirby felt so alone, so 
lonely. He wished someone understood him, that someone would 
reach out to him. All he wanted was for someone to play with him, 
someone to spend time with him. Instead, he got a scolding and he felt 
bad for it. 


“Maybe I do need to change, poyo.” Kirby said to no one in 
particular. 


“Now Im talking to myself, poyo. I’m so alone, I’m talking to 
myself. I should apologize to Fumu, poyo.” 


Kirby was going to leave and find Fumu, but something told him to 
stay. The young Star Warrior decided to think of how to word his 
apology instead of giving one without any prior thought. A simple 
“T’m sorry” wouldn’t be the grown up thing to do probably. 


He was thinking over his apology, deciding that he would ask her 
to help with his math work, even though he hated it. The young Star 
Warrior also decided that being a puffball and growing up is hard. 
Still, Fumu is smart, so she must have been right about his behavior 
needing to be changed. Right? 


Suddenly, all plans of returning to the town vanished. Kirby could 
hear a faint voice not too far from where he was. He thought it must 
have been Fumu coming to get him after running away, but he quickly 
dismissed that thought when he realized the voice sounded young and 


male. 


Kirby decided to head in the direction of the voice, curiosity 
overwhelming the young puffball. The pink puffball was even further 
from the town, but he didn’t pay attention to this fact at the moment. 
He was too preoccupied with wondering who else would be in this 
abandoned field. No one ever occupied the area for some reason, 
Kirby was sure that no one in the town even knew of it’s existence. 


When he found the place the voice had come from, he couldn’t get 
a glimpse of the owner. Kirby hid behind a rock, hoping that whoever 
it was wouldn’t run away if they saw him. 


The owner of the voice was joyfully humming without a care. Kirby 
tried to move closer and see the person, but he accidentally stepped 
on a twig. The sound caused the humming to stop short. Kirby slowly 
peeked out from behind the rock to see that no one was there. 


The only thing out of place was a big colorful beach ball in the 
small clearing. The young Star Warrior approached the abandoned 
toy, feeling guilty that the ball was deserted because of him. Just as 
Kirby was about to pick up the ball, something sprung from behind it. 


Kirby fell on his back with his eyes squeezed shut, squealing in 
surprise and fright. He opened his eyes seconds later to see that there 
was nothing to be frightened of. The “something” was now standing 
on top of the ball. 


The person on the ball was round like Kirby, but slightly smaller 
and the color of lavender. His eyes were large and colored purple. His 
shoes were brown with tan laces, similar to the shape of Kirby’s own 
feet. The lavender person also had a jaunty jester’s hat on his head, 
the left side was a light blue with white circles, while the right was 
red with white triangles. The ends of the hat had a small white ball on 
each side. To compliment the hat, he also wore a small red bowtie. 


Most shockingly though, was the lavender body’s lack of arms or 
hands. There were no signs of anything being there in the first place. 
The areas where his arms would have been were smooth like the rest 
of his body. 


Kirby could only assume that this person was who he heard earlier. 
He bounced on his beach ball, never missing a beat or falling off. He 
sported a large grin that seemed to never fade. Just looking at the 
little lavender body’s smile made Kirby’s spirits lift. 


(watch?v = EdXTqxTWxcM) 
“Hee hee hee!” He giggled at Kirby. “What are you so scared of, 


huh?” 
“Y-you startled me, poyo!” Kirby tried to catch his breath. 


The two continued to stare at each other, the little lavender body 
suddenly frowned. 


“Why are you staring at me?” 
“Well, I’ve never seen you before, poyo. What’s your name?” 


“Hey, Hey, Hey, I won’t tell anyone my name unless they tell me 
their’s first.” He grinned wider than before, showing two tiny fangs in 
his mouth. 


“Fine, my name is Kirby, poyo. Yours?” 


“Hee hee, My name is Marx. I travel all across Pop Star as a jester.” 
He said proudly. 


“Oh, so you must know lots of tricks, poyo! You’re really good at 
balancing.” 


“Of course I do!” Marx jumped higher and higher, doing backflips 
and twirls in the air with each bounce. Finally, he landed in front of 
Kirby, perfectly balanced on one foot. 


Kirby clapped. “You’re amazing, poyo! So talented!” 


“T am, aren’t I? I didn’t get this way over night though. Nope nope! 
I practiced since I could walk.” 


Kirby had completely forgotten why he was out here in the first 
place. He was so enthralled by the lavender jester, he couldn’t help 
but feel delighted. 


“Hey Marx, poyo? What were you humming earlier?” 


Marx grew quiet. Kirby wondered if he had embarrassed the little 
jester, until he replied. 


“Oh, it’s just a song that I wrote. I sing it all the time, mhm.” Marx 
shifted his weight from his right foot to the left. 


“You can do tricks, write songs, and sing, poyo?!” Kirby was 
astonished. 


“Mhm, I can. It’s pretty much my theme song, you know.” 


“Please sing, Marx! I want to hear you sing, poyo!” The pink 
puffball begged. 


“Hmm, maybe I will... if you tell me why you came out here.” The 


jester smirked. 


So, Kirby told Marx how he ran away, how he felt when so much 
pressure was flung to him. Telling someone about his problem helped 
take the tension from the young Star Warrior. 


“All I wanted was someone to play with me, poyo. It’s hard being a 
Star Warrior and growing up. It’s hard and nobody understands, 


poyo!” 


Marx sighed. “Look, in this world you can be two things: The 
puppet, or the puppet master. Kirby, you need to stop being the 
puppet, mhm. Yeah, you’re a puffball with a problem!” 


“Maybe... but you said you would sing, poyo!” 


“I said maybe I would. That doesn’t mean I would positively do it.” 
Marx snickered. 


Kirby pouted, puffing his cheeks in disappointment. 


“Hey, Hey, Hey, I’ll do the song and dance thing for you. But you 
better not laugh! I may be a clown, but that doesn’t mean you can 
laugh at everything I do!” 


“T promise, poyo! I won’t laugh.” 


Marx climbed onto his ball and began to sway for a moment, before 
breaking into an foreign sounding song. 


“Hey, now where’s the long needle? 
Hey, now where’s the short needle? 
I'll say goodbye when they find them again.” 


Marx’s dance was very different from before. He was giving his all 
in this performance, as if it was the most important act he had ever 
performed. 


“Sorry my friend, that window’s been shut. 
The key’s there, then it’s gone missing. 
Hey, it hurts too much thinking why. 
Hey, it’s always been fall then laugh for me.” 


Kirby was absorbed by Marx’s festive song and dance. It sounded 
mischievous, mysterious, yet fun. The part where he sang “fall” he 
pretended to slip, only to grin when he sang “laugh”. 


“Hey, Hey falling. 
Hey, Hey, laughing. 
It’s been much too far, elation. 
Hey, Hey, falling. 


Hey, Hey, Hey laughing. 
Hey, Hey, Hey, falling. 
Hey, Hey, Hey, laughing. 
Nyah...” 


Marx hopped off his ball, staring at Kirby waiting for a response. 
Kirby enthusiastically clapped. 


“That was great, Marx, poyo! I didn’t understand it, but it was 
great!” 


“Of course it was. I did make it after all, yeah.” The little jester 
hummed. 


“Hey Marx... you said you were a traveling jester, poyo. Are you 
staying somewhere or...” 


“Nope! I was just passing through.” 


“But maybe you could stay in Cappy Town for a while, poyo. 
Dreamland is nice. ’m sure you would be liked by the townspeople!” 


“Ugh, I don’t really like to stay in one place for too long... you 
know?” Marx frowned. 


“But you have nowhere else to stay, poyo! And it’s supposed to rain 
later.” 


“Well... it is a long way to the next town... and running around in 
the rain in the night would probably make me sick...” 


“Then that’s it, poyo! You'll stay at Cappy Town!” Kirby tried to 
nudge Marx along, but the moment Kirby touched his lavender skin, 
Marx bared his fangs. 


Kirby jumped back in shock. Marx slowly calmed down after a few 
twitches. 


“Er, sorry about that, yeah. It’s just... I really hate being touched. A 
lot.” 


“But why, poyo?” Kirby asked. 


“It’s just... it’s like whenever someone touches me, it feels like 
being jabbed with needles. You know?” Marx grimaced. 


“So, does that mean no hugs, poyo?” The pink puffball pouted. 


“Mhm, it also means no pats, no squeezes, no cuddles, no snuggles, 
and absolutely no tickling.” 


“Aww, but—” 


“Nein! No touching! Not even the awesome hat!” 


Kirby frowned. He was going to ask Marx later if he could try on 
that hat. However, it seemed that wouldn’t be happening now. 


“What if I can make you change your mind about hugs, poyo? Then 
can I try on your hat?” Kirby offered hopefully. 


“Hey, Hey, Hey, I doubt it.” 
“But that doesn’t mean it’s positively out of the question, poyo!” 


“No, you can’t steal my lines! They’re the copyright of Marx, so 
only I can use them!” 


(watch?v = 97jgJP8Rtpw) 


The two walked away from the abandoned field and headed into 
the town. Marx looked at the tiny buildings. It looked like one of those 
places where everybody knew everyone. He almost expected the 
residents to break out into song like in the cartoon with the colorful 
ponies. 


“So, how do you like Cappy Town so far, poyo?” Kirby asked. 


“It’s... cute. Everything is so close knit here. I’m not used to that, 
nope nope.” Marx read the signs on various shops as they passed by. 


“Marx, what kind of places did you travel to before, poyo?” 


“Hmm...” Marx hummed. “Lots of different places! Big crowded 
places were the worst though.” 


“But a crowd would mean a bigger audience, right poyo? That 
would mean more money for you.” 


“Not exactly...” Marx trailed off. 
“What do you mean?” Kirby asked. 


“Ah, never mind... it’s not important! This is a new place with new 
people, mhm. So most importantly, I need to find a place to stay for 
the night, you know? Is there an inn somewhere?” 


Kirby led his jester friend to the inn. Marx read the sign in front. 


“The ‘Come On Inn’...Pfft!” The most groan-inducing of puns 
amused the little jester to no end. 


The two walked inside the building. Marx tried to rent a room, 
however, when the subject of money was brought up... 


“Hey, Hey, Hey, I don’t have that kind of money!” The lavender 
clown protested. 


“Sorry kid. No money, no room.” The innkeeper said. 


Kirby had to admit that the cost was far too high. Because it was 
rare that someone visited Cappy Town, the keeper raises the prices 
since the visitors had no where else to stay. It wasn’t right, but he got 
away with it. 


“But... but... what if I make this face?” 


Marx unleashed the most pitiful, tear inducing, lip quivering, big 
eyed look Kirby had ever seen. The innkeeper was struggling to keep 
his resolve. 


“Nnngh... fine. One night only. Just one. Just stop making that 
face!” The innkeeper covered his eyes. 


Marx smirked in triumph. “See Kirby? That’s how to be a puppet 
master.” 


“Marx, I would have let you stay at my house, poyo... I didn’t know 
that you were...” 


“Broke? Are you gonna leave now that you know my hat isn’t 
loaded with Deden?” 


“No! Why would I, poyo?” Kirby asked in confusion. 


“Ah, it’s not important. I couldn’t stay at your house anyway. It 
wouldn’t be nice having me for a roommate, you know?” 


“Well, I know that friends help their friends when they need it, 
poyo.” Kirby smiled. 


“You... you consider me a friend? Even though you’ve only known 
me for less than a day?” Marx narrowed his eyes. 


“Of course you’re my friend, poyo!” 


“Well, I might have to take you up on that offer.” Marx leaned a bit 
closer and whispered. “Because I don’t know how long I’ll be able to 
convince that innkeeper to let me stay here for free, you know?” 


Kirby smiled. The pink Star Warrior wanted the little jester to stay 
in town so badly, he had never met anyone so interesting and talented 
before. 


(watch?v = RwdAvuUDaeU) 


Kirby and Marx were sitting outside of Kirby’s house under a tree. 


“So, this is where you live, huh?” Marx eyed the little house. “It’s so 
tiny.” 


“Tt’s bigger on the inside, poyo. I have a bed, a fridge, TV, and some 
extra blankets.” Kirby replied. 


The pink puffball walked inside for a moment and came out with a 
tray of macaroons. Marx nibbled on his, while Kirby inhaled his snack 
as usual. 


“What... what was that?” Marx didn’t know whether to be 
impressed or mortified. 


“Oh... it’s my inhale ability, poyo.” 
“You mean... you do that all the time?” Marx made a face. 


Kirby explained his inhale ability and copy abilities to an interested 
Marx. 


“So, you save Dreamland on a regular basis... and you have all 
those transformations, too. I can’t transform like that, nope nope.” 


“Tt’s okay, Marx. You can do all those tricks and you can sing, poyo! 
Whenever I sing in a microphone everyone covers their ears...” Kirby 
scratched the back of his head. 


“Hee hee, Iam quite the performer, aren’t I yeah?” Marx giggled. 
“Kirby!” Someone yelled from a distance. 

“Fumu?” Kirby stood up. 

“Who?” Marx tilted his head. 

“Kirby, where are you?” Another voice called out. 


Fumu and Bun appeared from over the hill. Bun pointed in Kirby’s 
direction. 


“I found him, sis!” 


Kirby flinched. He had forgotten all about Fumu and his apology. 
Meeting Marx had taken his mind away from his previous 
disappointment. 


“Kirby, we’ve been searching everywhere for you! Are you okay?” 
Fumu ran to the pink puffball. 


“Yeah, I’m fine, poyo.” Kirby answered. 


“We’ve been looking for hours. We thought you had ran away.” Bun 
said, out of breath. 


Kirby decided not to mention that he had almost ran away. It 
would only worry them further. 


“Kirby, I’m sorry.” Fumu kneeled down. “I was only trying to do 
what was best for you, but I was hurting you in the process. I didn’t 
know you would be so upset that you would leave.” 


“T-It's okay, Fumu. I feel better now, poyo.” The young Star Warrior 
assured. 


The next few moments were spent with Kirby and Fumu 
apologizing over and over, one saying they’re sorry and the other 
saying it was okay. Bun finally pointed out the stranger glancing at 
them from a distance. 


“Kirby, who is that kid?” Bun asked. 


Fumu stood up and noticed the little jester. He wasn’t paying them 
any attention at the moment, instead sitting down next to his beach 
ball looking at a passing butterfly. 


“I haven’t seen him around here before... who is he?” Fumu asked. 


“Fumu, Bun, poyo! That’s Marx! He’s so talented! He’s my new 
friend!” Kirby babbled excitedly. 


(watch?v = bAOSN35ru4w) 


Fumu eyed the little lavender creature. He seemed innocent 
enough... but... 


“Hey, Mark, is it?” Fumu called. 


“Marx. My name is Marx.” He stood in front of Fumu, but not too 
close. 


“Where did you come from?” She asked. 


The clown giggled. “I’m a traveling jester. I’ve been all across 
planet Pop Star.” 


“Did you come here on business?” 


“Hee hee, I was just passing through. I didn’t really have any plans 
to stay at first, nope nope.” Marx answered. 


“He’s staying at the inn for tonight, poyo! He convinced the owner 
to let him stay for free for one night.” Kirby said excitedly. “He can 
stay with me tomorrow, poyo!” 


Fumu eyed the lavender jester. He looked about the same age as 
Kirby, maybe even younger. She noted his lack of arms and 
unnaturally large eyes. She had never seen something that looked 
quite like Marx. 


“You can do tricks, right?” Bun asked. “Well, show us!” 


“Sorry, you need to pay to see my performance.” Marx hummed. “I 
have to eat too, you know?” 


“Aw, and I’m broke!” Bun grumbled. 


Fumu continued to observe the little jester. Marx seemed to notice 
this and looked at her in the eyes. 


“Hey, Hey, Hey. Why are you staring at me like that?” 
“You're a little suspicious. How old are you?” 


“She’s going to make yet another friend of Kirby’s uncomfortable staying 
here. Figures...” Bun thought. 


“Hee hee. You would like to know, wouldn’t you? I bet I’m younger 
than you.” Marx giggled with a gleam in his eye. 


Fumu’s eyes narrowed. “What are you? I’ve never seen anything 
like you around here.” 


“Tm a jester of course!” Marx answered gleefully. 


Bun held back a chuckle. Marx was sidestepping every one of his 
sister’s busybody tactics. 


“No, I mean what are you? What is your species?” Fumu sighed. 


“Are you weak in the upper story? I said I was a jester! A jester is 
what I am, you know?” 


This time Bun did laugh. The little jester obviously had the upper 
hand. 


Fumu couldn’t tell whether Marx was trying to act smart, if he was 
being suspicious, or if he was actually stupid. She knew that having an 
intellectual conversation was out of the question with him. The Cappy 
girl decided to settle on the thought the little clown was trying to look 
smart in front of Kirby. 


“Well, you don’t seem to be dangerous. You’re so small and silly 
looking.” 


“Hey, Hey, Hey. I know you think I’m weak and look dumb because 
I don’t have any arms. That isn’t very nice to say something so mean... 


especially to a kid without a home...” Marx sniffled. 


“Nice going, sis. You’re going to make him cry.” Bun crossed his 
arms. 


Kirby frowned and stood by the upset clown. He wanted to hug 
him, but he didn’t want him to freak out either. 


“Wait, I didn’t mean it like that!” Fumu backpedaled. “I didn’t 
mean to hurt your feelings. It’s just that you look so different from 
everyone here, and with so many incidents that have happened lately 
you have to be careful with outsiders. I didn’t mean to hurt your 
feelings. I’m sorry.” 


Fumu really didn’t mean to hurt the little jester’s feelings. Even 
though she had no idea what he was, he was still a child that had 
feelings. Even worse, she had accidentally hurt his feelings about 
something he couldn’t control: his lack of arms. 


“You really mean it? Really really?” Marx peeked from under his 
hat. 


“Yes, I mean it. So don’t look so sad.” Fumu gave a soft smile. 


A little while later, Marx decided to go back to the inn and enjoy 
his free dinner there. 


“Bye Kirby. I guess I’ll see you tomorrow, you know?” Marx rolled 
on his ball. 


“Maybe we can have a picnic soon, poyo. It'll be fun!” Kirby 
cheerfully suggested. 


Marx walked by Bun. “Bye Roll, you’re fun I guess.” 
“Tt’s Bun.” He corrected. 
“T like Roll better.” Marx giggled. 


He passed by Fumu, then gave her a long stare. “Bye... Madam 
Fortress Mommy.” 


Fumu gaped while Bun fell on the ground gasping for air. The little 
jester continued trotting along on his way, not even giving one passing 
glance. 


“Hahaha! What did he call you again?!” Bun said between breaths. 


Kirby chuckled along with Bun, even though he didn’t know why 
he was laughing. Fumu frowned and thought. 


“Marx is a child... and he certainly acts like one.” 


Later that night, Kirby snuggled underneath the covers of his bed. 
He thought of his day’s events. 


“Tf I hadn’t run away... I wouldn’t have met Marx probably, poyo.” 


He considered himself lucky that he met such an interesting person 
and was able to help him find somewhere to stay. Maybe, just maybe, 
Marx would decide to stay in Cappy Town permanently. Kirby hoped 
he would be able to convince the little clown. 


“We'll be friends forever, poyo...” Kirby said before he drifted into 
a pleasant slumber. 


Author’s Note: The first chapter of the new arc! Okay, Fumu 
might seem a bit rough on Kirby in this chapter, but it’s just 
because she’s worried. It’s kind of like a maternal thing, the 
anime even mentions that she loves Kirby and cares for him. 
Also, Marx has finally shown up after so long! He’s been given 
small verbal tics similar to Kirby’s “poyo” but with more variety. 
Now that Marx has shown up, it’s only going to escalate from 
here. That song that Marx sang, I did write it myself in the tune 
of another song. The song actually has another meaning to Marx, 
but it’s difficult to decipher. Let’s see if anyone can figure it out. 


22. Together With The Spring Breeze 


(watch?v = 97jgJP8Rtpw) 


Kirby, Fumu, and Bun were shopping at the local supermarket. The 
pink puffball pushed his little cart along the aisles. 


“Do you think Marx would like this, or that better, poyo?” Kirby 
held up two different hams. 


“Or maybe chicken legs would be better, poyo...” Kirby pondered. 
“Maybe I should get all three in case he doesn’t like one, poyo. But 
what if he doesn’t like any of the food?!” 


“Kirby...” Fumu sighed. “You’re planning a picnic, not a 
countrywide banquet. I’m sure Marx would like whatever you pick. 
He’s preparing for your picnic too, so I’m sure he’s choosing food right 
now as well.” 


“Still, Marx will be lucky if Kirby doesn’t eat it all.” Bun chuckled. 


“T’m not going to eat it all! Marx gets to eat too, poyo!” The young 
Star Warrior frowned. 


Kirby was worried about what to pack for their picnic tomorrow. It 
was easy to pick out food for Gooey because he wasn’t picky. He 
would gobble up anything that was offered to him, but Marx was most 
likely a different case. If he didn’t impress Marx with this picnic, the 
little jester might decide to leave town soon. 


At least that was what Kirby thought. 


After Kirby was finished with his shopping, he left to find Marx. He 
found the little jester outside of the pink puffball’s house, looking 
somewhat giddy. 


“Marx, poyo! I’ve got the food for our picnic tomorrow!” Kirby 
joyfully called. 


“I do too.” Marx giggled. “I’ve even ordered a special treat for us 
out of town, mhm.” 


“Ooh, what kind of treat?” The young Star Warrior asked, curiosity 
raised. 


“Hee hee, it’s a really delicious dessert. They’re red velvet cupcakes 
with soft serve ice cream on top. It’s covered with fudge, caramel, and 


bits of chocolate!” 


Kirby almost drooled. “Wow, poyo! They do sound amazing! Where 
did you get them from?” 


“They come from a bakery called Smoochie’s. They’re usually 
known for their smoothies, but they make really great desserts too! 
These cupcakes are so good, they only make them for one week every 
year, you know?” The lavender clown explained with pride. 


“Waah! I want some now, poyo!” 


The two parted ways soon after, both anticipating the following 
day. Kirby had spent most of the evening planning what to take. He 
set out what to cook for tomorrow, then curled underneath the 
blankets of his bed. The pink puffball couldn’t wait until tomorrow. 


The next morning, Kirby woke up just like any normal day. 
However, as he walked around his little home, he couldn’t help but 
feel that something was amiss. The young Star Warrior decided that 
he was just nervous about the picnic today. 


However, that all changed when he opened his refrigerator door. 
(watch?v = GSGXKtpQ3c4) 


Everything was gone. No food, no drinks, no ice cubes. Even the 
refrigerator’s light bulb was gone! What could have caused the food to 
disappear? Did Kirby eat the contents of the refrigerator in his sleep? 


Kirby could have started bawling then and there. No food meant no 
picnic, and no picnic meant... 
Marx would probably think that Kirby had eaten all the food without 
thinking, leaving the little jester to provide for the picnic. 


Kirby started to tear up, he wanted Marx to stay in town so badly... 


The pink puffball ran into town, trying to find Fumu and somehow 
fix this mess. He ran into the Cappy girl and her brother in his frantic 
run. 


“Kirby, I suppose you know about the food being missing?” Fumu 
asked. 


“Sis, of course he would know. He’s Kirby. He would be the first to 
notice.” Bun said. 


“What, poyo? You know where the food went?” Kirby picked 
himself off the ground. 


“Kirby, Dedede stole all of the food in Dreamland. That’s why your 


food for the picnic is missing.” Fumu clarified. 


Kirby gasped. So Dedede was reverting back to his previous 
behavior? Kirby frowned. It was obvious that something had to be 
done. 


“Tl find him and get Dreamland’s food back, poyo!” Kirby marched 
in the direction of Dedede’s castle. 


“Don’t even try finding him at the castle. He’s built another one 
somewhere in Dreamland.” Bun called. 


How on Popstar Dedede had managed to build another castle 
without detection Kirby didn’t know. However, this wouldn’t hold him 
back. He would find the penguin king and return the stolen food to 
Dreamland’s inhabitants. 


Kirby told his friends he was leaving to find Dedede, but decided to 
visit Marx before he left He needed to let the little jester know what 
was going on and why their picnic was put on hold. 


“Marx, poyo! Are you here?” Kirby called from outside Marx’s inn 
room door. 


The door opened with Marx ushering Kirby inside. The pink 
puffball quickly explained the situation to his new friend, only to be 
surprised when Marx seemed unconcerned. 


“But Marx... what about your cupcakes, poyo?” Kirby asked. 


“Hee hee! I figured something like this would happen, so I bought a 
refrigerated safe for them with my order!” 


Why Marx would buy a safe for cupcakes, Kirby didn’t know. The 
little jester might be as serious as Kirby when it comes to food. 


“You see, Kirby. There’s no way that tubby penguin could have 
broken into this safe, nope nope! Only I know the combination.” 


Marx entered the combination with his foot, then the safe door 
unlocked. 


“Behold Kirby! The most delicious cupcakes in the Gamble Galaxy!” 
Marx opened the door. 


(watch?v = 49111nJ04V0) 


Only the inside of the safe was empty. No cupcakes, no ice cream, 
not even a crumb left behind. 


Marx turned to face Kirby, an expression formed on his face that 
could only be described as tranquil fury. 


“Kirby... I want you to find him. Find him... and hurt him...” 
“T wouldn’t go that far Marx, poyo...” Kirby said nervously. 


“Kirby, those were my cupcakes... MY... cupcakes. You don’t just 
go into someone’s home and rob them of their cupcakes! You just 
don’t, you know?!” 


“T-It’s okay, poyo... Pll get them back if they haven’t already been 
eaten.” 


“Oh... but they most likely have been...” Marx’s expression turned 
grave. “This happens every time I get those cupcakes... something 
always happens to them...” 


“Marx... don’t look so sad, poyo... ll try to get them back.” 


“T don’t just looks sad, Kirby... I am sad... you know?” Marx 
whimpered. 


Seeing the little jester so broken hearted over desserts made Kirby 
want to squeeze him. Maybe he would appreciate it since he felt so 
bad? Kirby gave the lavender clown a small hug, only for Marx to 
jump half a yard away. 


“No touching. No touching! I don’t like it!” 


“Sorry, poyo. Sorry!” Kirby scratched the back of his head 
nervously. 


Kirby bid the little jester goodbye, then set off to find King 
Dedede’s new castle and everyone’s stolen food. 


(watch?v = 9P6K3MH3HEE) 


The young Star Warrior arrived at Green Greens, a simple green 
field with a matching forest. Kirby inhaled a Waddle Doo to become 
Beam Kirby, then hopped on the Warp Star to venture into the forest. 


Arriving in Green Greens’s forest, Kirby fought with a Poppy Bro Sr. 
The Poppy Bro Sr. threw his bombs at the pink puffball, who fought 
back with his Beam ability. Kirby discarded his Beam ability for the 
Bomb ability and continued on his way. 


He entered what appeared to be the inside of a hollow tree, making 
his way up. Kirby didn’t bother with fighting the Waddle Dees that he 
encountered. They were so harmless that fighting them would be like 
bullying the poor creatures. 


Once exiting the tree, he fell from it’s branches to find himself in 


front of another tree, but with a face. 
“Whispy!” Kirby shouted. 


Only it wasn’t the friendly Whispy he knew, so we'll call this one 
Green Whispy. 


“Ugh, seriously?! First that tubby penguin and his Waddle Dees, 
then a pink marshmallow?” Green Whispy grumbled. 


“Um... about that penguin poyo... do you know where he went?” 
Kirby asked. 


“Why should I tell you? Just get out and no one has to get hurt.” 
Green Whispy threatened. 


It seemed that Kirby would have to fight his way past the angry 
tree. Green Whispy blew puffs of air, which the young Star Warrior 
quickly dodged. 


The pink puffball threw his bombs at his opponent, dealing a good 
amount of damage. 
Green Whispy dropped several apples from his branches, not even 
capable of slowing down Kirby in the slightest. 


After a few more bombs, Kirby finished off Green Whispy and 
headed to the next area, following small crumbs of food he had just 
taken notice of. 


(watch?v = a6l1KjgmMoZ4) 


Kirby then traveled to the Float Islands, he had a feeling that he 
was on King Dedede’s trail. 


He traveled through a small cave on the islands, then resurfaced in 
a castle-like area. He inhaled a Burning Leo to gain the Fire ability, 
and entered a room in the colorful castle. 


Kirby was surprised to encounter Mr. Frosty again after so long, and 
it seems he still wanted to fight. 


Mr. Frosty bounced around the room, chucking ice cubes at the 
pink puffball. Kirby easily fought back with his fiery breath. The 
walrus creature was quickly defeated and the young Star Warrior 
hopped on his Warp Star. 


Kirby was even more surprised at his next opponent, or rather 
opponents... 


“Lololo... Lalala, poyo?!” Kirby said in confusion. 


“Err... sorry Kirby.” Lololo rubbed the back of his head. 
“We’ve been ordered to fight you.” Lalala said. 


“J-It’s nothing personal! Orders are orders!” Lololo stammered. 
“Just... please go easy on us.” 


Kirby agreed to these terms and discarded his Fire ability. He would 
simply fight by redirecting the green blocks they pushed around. 


The pink puffball inhaled a green block and spat it at Lololo, 
instantly knocking him on his back. He spat another at Lalala, she fell 
on her face. 


“Well, that was quick.” Lalala mumbled. “No hard feelings, right?” 
“No hard feelings, poyo.” Kirby agreed. 


They didn’t even try to fight back, so it didn’t count as betrayal. 
Besides, they were willing to give him information on King Dedede’s 
whereabouts. 


“Check Bubbly Clouds, we’re sure he went through that area.” 
Lololo said. “And good luck!” 


Kirby waved goodbye to the siblings and headed to the next area. 


(watch?v = 4vlUKrvIJto) 


Bubbly Clouds was a place above the clouds, as the name implied. 
It is very similar to Cloudy Park in terms of landscape, but far smaller. 


The pink Star Warrior gently drifted through the puffy clouds, 
feeling at ease in the calm world. Kirby inhaled a nearby umbrella to 
become Parasol Kirby, then entered a door marked with stars. 


Kracko Jr. was behind the door, apparently wanting a rematch. 
Kracko Jr. spawned a Waddle Doo to attack Kirby, but was flung to 
the side by the parasol. 


The cloud cyclops floated around the space trying to bump into 
Kirby, who dodged his attempts. He whacked it in the eye, keeping it 
at a distance. 

Kracko Jr. rammed into Kirby, shocking him into coughing up his 
ability. He raced toward the parasol, then inhaled it again. One hit 
later, he finished the battle with Kracko Jr. 


Kirby leapt onto the Warp Star, taking him to the next part of 
Bubbly Clouds, and apparently landing in someone’s pool. 


“Aaah!” A Poppy Bro Jr. screamed. “I just cleaned that pool! Now 
you’ve made it dirty with your surface world germs!” 


Kirby thought that water was meant to be swam in, but he didn’t 
argue. He complied and climbed out of the water, accidentally 
smacking the Poppy Bro Jr. in the back of the head. 


He climbed through the tower of clouds, eventually entering 
another door marked with stars. Kracko was waiting for him inside, 
floating around the small space. 


The cloud cyclops took Kirby by surprise, ramming into him and 
giving him a painful electric shock. Kracko also grazed against Kirby’s 
parasol, injuring him slightly. 


The cloud monster released a small wave of tiny stars as an attack. 
The pink puffball dodged and rebelled with his parasol. A Waddle Doo 
was sent toward the young Star Warrior. He spun the Waddle Doo 
around on top of the umbrella, then tossed the enemy to the side. 


Kracko rammed into him again, making him drop the parasol. It 
disappeared through the mass of clouds. Kirby inhaled the Waddle 
Doo, gaining the Beam ability. 


As the cloud cyclops set forth a shower of electric shards, Kirby 
attacked with a stream of orange beams. Kracko was eventually 
defeated by a large beam flare, allowing Kirby to proceed. 


Kirby hopped onto his Warp Star, taking him higher above the 
clouds. He could see a castle in the distance on a mountain. A sign 
next to it said “Mt. Dedede.” It would take someone like Dedede to 
commit theft, then proudly display his hideout with a large sign. 


The Warp Star began drifting to the mountain. Kirby was prepared 
to confront the thieving penguin king. 


(watch?v =7kD1zqDdtE4) 


King Dedede sat on his throne, wolfing down food left and right. 
Chicken legs, sandwiches, eggs, cheese, and everything he could get 
his hands on. He was truly in paradise. 


“Sire! Sire!” Escargon called. “Kirby is headed this way now!” 


Dedede spat the soda he was drinking directly in the snail’s face. 
“That pink puff’s coming here?!” 


“Yes, that’s what I just said.” Escargon wiped the spewed drink 
from his face. 


“Eh, so what? This time I’ve got everything under control.” 


“Sire, we don’t have anything to fight him with. No Demon Beasts, 
the Waddle Dees don’t stand a chance...” 


Dedede stood up, then held out his mighty hammer. “You have 
such little faith in me Escargon. I’ll take him down myself. Don’t send 
a minion to do a king’s job!” 


Escargon gulped nervously, showing fear for the king of 
Dreamland’s safety. 


“Bandana Dee, hold my drumstick! This won’t take long.” Dedede 
gave the bandana-clad Waddle Dee a grin, then headed out the door. 


“Where are you going, Escargon?” Bandana Dee asked. 


The snail replied. “I’m going to check his majesty’s health 
insurance.” 


“That sounds like a good idea. Pll go with you.” Bandana Dee 
trotted along the snail, not having the heart to watch the king get 
pummeled. 


Kirby entered the castle, jumped off the Warp Star, then skidded to 
a halt in front of a door. Loud cheering could be heard from the room. 
The pink puffball inhaled a nearby Poppy Bro Jr. then ran into the 
room. 


(watch ?v = izE-BTKIf9k) 


He found himself in a large arena surrounded by squealing 
Dreamlanders and oddly enough, two men with mustaches, one 
dressed in red and the other green. There was a princess dressed in 
pink accompanying them. 


The arena looked similar to a wrestling ring, Dedede’s face was 
printed in the center of the arena. The penguin king in question was 
standing on the opposite side of the young Star Warrior, wielding his 
hammer as his weapon. 


“Dedede, poyo! Why did you take Dreamland’s food?!” Kirby 
questioned. 


“T was hungry! You do it all the time!” Dedede pointed. 


“T eat when I know the food is for me, poyo! Besides, you made this 
personal by taking my friend’s cupcakes!” 


“Oh, those ice cream caramel things were your friend’s? Tell him 
they were delicious and he’s got great taste.” 


Kirby gaped. “You ate them all, poyo?!” 


“Maybe I did, maybe I didn’t puffball. You won’t get a chance to 
find out though, because I’m kicking you outta here!” 


Dedede jumped from across the arena and body slammed Kirby. 
The pink puffball managed to wriggle free and run to the other side. 


“Running will get you nowhere, kid!” 


Kirby tossed a bomb at Dedede, who recoiled in surprise. Dedede 
ran toward Kirby, who slipped out of his grasp. 


“I thought we were friends, poyo! We went on an adventure 
together!” Kirby yelled. 


“T told you that we weren’t friends. I stuck with you because I knew 
you would fend off the Dark Matter.” 


“T refuse to believe that, poyo!” 


Dedede whacked Kirby with his hammer, sending him flying into 
the ropes of the arena. The pink puffball picked himself up and threw 
another bomb at his penguin opponent. 


Kirby threw a few more bombs, but was surprised when Dedede 
stepped closer to him. The king of Dreamland inhaled very similar to 
Kirby. He inhaled the pink puffball, then spit him across the arena. 


“Wha— What just happened, poyo?” Kirby rubbed his head. 


“Surprised? I’ve trained for weeks to be able to inhale like you. I 
can’t use copy abilities like you, but I don’t need ’em. Not so good to 
be on the receiving end, eh pinky?” Dedede chuckled smugly. 


Kirby stood up and threw another series of bombs at the penguin 
king. Dedede inhaled, then even more surprisingly floated similar to 
Kirby. The young Star Warrior tried to ignore his shock and throw his 
bombs at his opponent, several missing his target. 


“Face it, kid. I’ve got you cornered this time. Don’t send a minion to 
do a king’s job.” Dedede laughed, then stopped short. “Do you hear 
something? It sounds like a hissing noise...” 


The two stopped their battle to notice that the bombs Kirby had 
thrown were still active. 


“Oh noooo!” Dedede gasped. 


Kirby ran from the arena as the penguin screamed. The bombs 
exploded at once, sending the king through the castle’s ceiling. 


“Well, look’s like Dedede’s blasting off again!” Dedede yelled as he 
sailed through the sky. 


(watch?v = GJJ2d-0Y_f0) 


Kirby suddenly inflated himself to a much larger size, lifting up the 
castle as if he was a hot air balloon. The castle’s staff scurried out 
quickly as the building took off. The food supply fell from the floating 
castle, returning to the citizens of Dreamland. 


The residents of the town stood outside their homes, gathering the 
food they once owned. Everyone was excited that food had returned 
into their lives, It was as if it had been years instead of a few hours. 
However, the occupants of Dreamland, or possibly the entirety of Pop 
Star revolved around food and sleep. 


The castle crumbled apart, leaving Kirby on the road in Cappy 
Town. The pink puffball knew that his mission was complete, but why 
did he feel that he forgot something? 


“Marx’s cupcakes, poyo!” Kirby shouted, running toward the pile of 
food. Such culinary delights would have normally tempted him, but 
his focus was completely on finding the cupcakes. After sifting 
through the entirety of the food pile, he found one and only one. 


(watch?v = 5KfOw5KPoFY) 
“No... no! Marx will be so upset, poyo!” Kirby panicked. 


He picked up the cupcake and silently trudged over to Marx. He 
was sitting under a tree looking quite bored. 


“Kirby! Hey, Hey, Hey!” Marx yelled with excitement, sprinting to 
Kirby. “Did you get my cupcakes back? Did you? Did you?” 


“Well... yes and no, poyo...” Kirby hung his head in shame. 
“What... what do you mean?” Marx frowned. 


“Marx, I tried... I really did, poyo...” Kirby held out the single 
cupcake. “This was all that was left...” 


“Oh... and they were so young...” Marx sighed. “Well, you tried... 
even though it’s only one... when there were twenty six originally, 
you know...” 


“But it looks really good, Marx! Really really good, poyo...” Kirby 
drooled slightly. 


“’..You can have it Kirby. I haven’t had one for years but you’ve 
never had one at all, you know... so you can have it...” 


Kirby looked at Marx. The little jester looked so miserable. It wasn’t 
right to eat it when Marx worked so hard to get the cupcakes in the 
first place. 


“Marx, wait here, poyo.” 
(watch?v = dsR_vOXmr s) 


Kirby set the cupcake on top of Marx’s head, then scurried off. He 
came back a few minutes later in his Cutter form. Marx stared in 
confusion as Kirby took the cupcake off his head. Kirby sliced the 
cupcake neatly in half with the blade on his hat. 


“There. This is better, poyo.” 


“But Kirby... I gave you that cupcake... don’t you wanna eat it?” 
Marx asked. 


“But this way we can share it.” Kirby held out the other half of the 
cupcake. 


“Kirby... thank you...” Marx seemed genuinely touched at the 
gesture. 


Marx took the other half with his mouth. Kirby and Marx ate their 
cupcake halves , they sat under a tree and watched the sunset together 
with the spring breeze. 


Author’s Note: I know this chapter is extremely late, but it’s 
here now and that’s what’s important... right? Right? There’s so 
much hilarity in this chapter. Marx and Kirby mourning over the 
cupcakes seems so funny, but Dedede’s “hold my drumstick” has 
to be my favorite. The fact that neither Bandana Dee or Escargon 
have any faith in their king against Kirby says so much. At least 
they thought ahead with an insurance plan. 


23. Dyna Blade 


A few days after Dedede’s food heist had taken place, everything 
seemed normal once again. King Dedede had become bedridden after 
his fall from the castle, so that meant no more schemes in the 
meantime. However, the penguin king was running everyone ragged 
in the castle. During one of his rants, Fumu, Bun, and Kirby decided to 
get out of the castle for some fresh air. 


“Hey, Kirby. Look!” Fumu pointed. “Gooey’s roof is fixed.” 
“So I guess that means his job went over well.” Bun said. 


“Then that means... that Gooey must be back, poyo!” Kirby cried 
with delight. 


The three raced to the blob’s house and knocked on the door. The 
door opened to reveal the friendly Dark Matter. 


“Kirby!” Gooey yelled in surprise. 
“Gooey, you’re back, poyo!” 


“You noticed I had the roof fixed? I'll tell you though, that job 
wasn’t easy.” Gooey stepped outside of his house. 


“How so? You seem to be in a good mood.” Fumu said. 


“Oh, I’m glad because I’m back. If it hadn’t been because the roof 
needed to be fixed, I never would have went over there if I knew what 
would happen over there.” 


(watch?v = oBpdgqnRMEc) 
The three suddenly sensed that a lengthy story was coming. 


“First of all, the trip over there wasn’t fun. It was long and all you 
could wonder was ‘Are we there yet? Are we there yet?’. It went on 
forever! Then when I got there, the reception was not friendly, let me 
tell you! The locals there are very territorial and they don’t like 
outsiders very much.” 


Fumu sweat dropped. “I’m sorry that it didn’t go so well but—” 


“Oh, that isn’t even the beginning! There’s this other guy that’s 
been causing all kinds of trouble over there. He’s wanted for stealing, 
vandalism, shoplifting, resisting arrest, loitering, and wearing a black 


bowler hat and a mustache.” 


“Isn’t stealing and shoplifting the same crime?” Fumu raised an 
eyebrow. 


“Try telling the locals that.” Gooey rolled his eyes. 


“’..He’s wanted for wearing a bowler hat and a mustache?” Bun 
gaped. 


“It’s very illegal over there, right up with eating French fries 
without ketchup on a Tuesday. If you’re just wearing a bowler hat or 
mustache, it’s okay, but never the two together.” Gooey explained. 


“So they’re trying to catch this guy and it turns out that apparently 
this guy looks a lot like me. So they think that guy is me! Can you 
believe that?! And get this, his name is Yeoog. Pretty weird name, 
huh? So I’m trying to plead my innocence and while I’m doing that, 
the real Yeoog shows up and tries to take my job!” 


“Yeah, that’s really unfair and all but—” Bun interrupted. 


“Then when that happened, we both went to court and it all went 
downhill from there! But I wasn’t going to let some juvenile 
delinquent steal my job, nuh uh! I went in that court room and I told 
them what’s what! Apparently they don’t like being told what’s what, 
because then they tried to arrest me for speaking out in a court room!” 


“Gooey, that’s really unfortunate but—” Fumu cut in. 


“T thought that you were supposed to defend your innocence in a 
court room! Every time I tried to speak, they would add on another 
penalty, but I stayed strong. So I went up to the judge, and do you 
know what I said? I said—” 


“SCREEEE!” A loud cry sounded from the sky. 
“No, I didn’t say ‘SCREEEE’, I said—” 
“Sssh!” Fumu shushed. 


The four became silent as they listened for any other sounds. The 
area became quiet once again. 


“What... what was that, sis?” Bun asked. 


“[’’m not sure, Bun. Whatever it was, it sounded like it came from 
something big.” 


Gooey gulped. “Let’s hope it went somewhere far far away from 
here.” 


Suddenly, they saw a familiar beach ball in their area. 
“Marx... was that you making that noise?” Fumu asked. 


“No, it wasn’t me. There’s something going on in town. I thought 
you might be interested, you know?” 


“Hey, Kirby. Who’s the clown?” Gooey asked. 
“That’s Marx, poyo. He’s my new friend!” 


“So, I suppose he was my replacement while I was gone?” Gooey 
questioned. 


“No, it’s not like that, poyo!” 
“T know it isn’t Kirby! I was just messing with you.” 


The group of five arrived in Cappy Town. The citizens were all out 
on the street while Mayor Len spoke in the front. 


“Marx, what’s going on?” Bun whispered. 

“T don’t know. It’s something about a bird.” The jester answered. 
“Bird...?” The siblings repeated, then gasped. 

“Dyna Blade!” 

“What’s a Dyna Blade?” Gooey asked. 

“Ssh! The Mayor is about to speak!” Fumu shushed. 

(watch?v = HUyXaS11_5k) 


“As many of you are well aware, our peaceful town has been 
attacked by Dyna Blade recently. She’s taken our crops and brought 
property destruction with her flight. Without our crops, Cappy Town’s 
will have nothing to export, leading our town to go into a depression.” 


“Can’t the king do something about it?” Gooey whispered to Fumu. 
“Like Dedede is ever going to lift a finger to help someone.” 


“Hmm, well Kirby... since you’re a hero why don’t you go?” Marx 
asked. 


“Huh? What do you mean, poyo?” Kirby asked. 


“You told me you’re a hero and you saved Pop Star, you know? So 
why would a giant bird be a problem for you?” Marx mused. 


“You can’t expect Kirby to take on Dyna Blade!” Fumu scolded. 


“But sis, what’s Dyna Blade to taking down Dark Matter three 


times? He can do it.” Bun reasoned. 


“Yeah Kirby. Dyna Blade should be easy to beat compared to Zero.” 
Gooey said. 


“Wait, poyo! Who said anything about fighting?! Can’t this be 
resolved peacefully, poyo?” 


“You know how Dyna Blade is. I doubt she would be willing to let 
this go without violence.” Bun said. 


“Kirby, what do you want to do?” Fumu asked, looking him in the 
eyes. 


“T... I can’t let the village suffer, poyo... I'll try to talk to Dyna 
Blade.” 


“And then there'll be fried chicken.” Marx licked his lips. 
Fumu glared at Marx who stuck out his tongue in response. 


“Okay, poyo. I guess I'll go. It must have been scary for you Marx 
since you were in the inn’s top floor. Dyna Blade must have sounded 
much closer, poyo.” 


“Oh, about that. The inn keeper kicked me out a few days ago.” 


“What?! Then... where have you been staying this whole time?” 
Fumu asked. 


“T’ve been sleeping in bushes mostly. No room for me, nope nope.” 


“You’ve been sleeping outside this whole time? Why didn’t you say 
anything?” Fumu questioned the little jester. 


“Tt just slipped my mind, you know?” 


“How does being homeless slip one’s mind?!” Fumu_ asked, 
exasperated. 


“Oh, I know!” Gooey hopped in. “You can stay with me! We can be 
log mates!” 


“Oh, um... thank you...” Marx uttered. 


“It’s okay! You can make yourself at home when we get there!” 
Gooey was nudging Marx until Kirby interrupted. 


“Gooey, Marx doesn’t like to be touched, poyo. At all.” Kirby 
whispered. 


“Oh... good thing you told me then...” 


Gooey and Marx headed to Gooey’s log cabin while Kirby said his 
farewells to Fumu and Bun. Kirby was going to stop Dyna Blade’s 
rampage, or the village would no longer be inhabitable. 


(watch?v = 60_pDVwPgxI) 


Kirby followed Dyna Blade’s trail, arriving in a place called Peanut 
Plains. Several Waddle Dees roamed the plains wild and carefree, 
ignoring the pink puffball for the most part. Kirby inhaled a Sir Kibble 
to gain the Cutter ability and moved forward on his way. 


Kirby dashed along the plains, seeing several Waddle Dees and the 
occasional Waddle Doo. He jumped over a few small ponds until 
finding himself in a large treehouse-like area. He climbed the ladders 
and headed into the next area after smashing a few blocks in his way. 


He puffed up and floated across the rockier landscape and dropped 
into a small crevice. Kirby was then faced by a Kawasaki look-alike. 
The look-alike pulled out a ladle and tried to scoop up Kirby. The pink 
puffball dodged and threw his cutter blade. 


The Kawasaki double threw a plate at Kirby, which hit him in the 
forehead. Kirby threw his cutter blade once more and took down the 
double. Kirby ran past the defeated look-alike and exited the plains. 


(watch?v = bqZLcFFCREQ) 


The next area the young Star Warrior traveled to was Mallow 
Castle. Kirby inhaled a floating umbrella in the wind, transformed to 
Parasol Kirby, then entered the castle. 


Kirby went in the first room he saw inside the castle, only to be 
surprised when he was ambushed. 


“This is our hideout, so scram!” One armor clad inhabitant with a 
skull mask said. 


“T was just passing by, poyo...” Kirby tried to leave but one of the 
gang members with a lance stopped him. 


“Just passing by, hmm? Well, we’ll make sure that doesn’t happen 
again.” The skull masked member said. 


Kirby held his umbrella in a defensive stance. 


“Aww, look. He’s got an umbrella. Look kid, that isn’t gonna hel— 
OW!” Kirby smacked the lance user in the face. 


Kirby swung his umbrella at the skull masked axe user. He was 
flung aside as one with a mace showed up. The pink puffball defeated 
the mace user by flinging him with the umbrella. Once the gang was 
defeated, Kirby scurried oit of the room and traversed deeper into the 
castle. 


Kirby released his parasol ability and inhaled a Bio Spark for the 
Ninja ability. Kirby traveled through the castle with the new stealth 
his ability brought him. Kirby found the outside of the castle, and 
walked down it’s concrete path. 


At the end of the path stood a Bonkers clad in green. The Bonkers 
threw three exploding nuts while Kirby threw his knives. Bonkers 
pounded the pink puffball with his hammer repeatedly, until Kirby 
jumped up and dealt the finishing blow. 


Kirby found his way to the end of the castle,then made his way to 
the next area. 


(watch?v = kOTtrOW7scM) 


The hero of Dreamland arrived at Cocoa Cave. The purple cave was 
a big source of ore for the inhabitants of Dreamland, so Kirby resolved 
to cause as little damage as possible to the area. 


He inhaled a nearby Plasma to become Plasma Kirby. This form 
also helped navigate though the somewhat dark area, as the sparks 
coming from his now green body lighted his way somewhat. 


Several Noddys slept in Cocoa Cave, most likely because the dark 
allowed them to sleep without interruption. Kirby found himself in a 
windy passage in the cave,. He fought against the wind current as it 
pushed him into several enemies in his way. Kirby jumped over a 
small gap and entered a safe room. 


Kirby walked down the slopes and floated over the streams of 
magma, landing safely on the other side. The next room was colder, 
and inhabited by a few Chillys. Kirby’s Warp Star cleared the rocks in 
his way, then took him out of Cocoa Cave. 


At the end of the small forested area outside the cave was a green 
Bugzzy. The Bugzzy jumped up and hovered in the air. The hero of 
Dreamland used his Plasma Needles to attack his opponent in the air. 
The Bugzzy fell on the ground, then lunged for Kirby. 


The puffball jumped out of the way and charged his power, 
releasing a Plasma Wave that finished off his enemy. He ran out of the 
forest and to the next location. 


(watch?v = AVuBrGMfSEU) 


The fourth area Kirby traveled to was Candy Mountain. The area 
was very similar to the mountain on Neo Star from his Crystal Shard 
adventure with Ribbon and the others. Kirby smiled, getting lost in the 
memories. He shook his head and reminded himself that he had a 
mission to accomplish. 


Beginning his ascension up the mountain, Kirby inhaled a Burning 
Leo to become Fire Kirby. The hero of Dreamland climbed up the 
mountain with ease, few enemies standing in his way. Kirby burned a 
bomb block, allowing him to proceed to the next section of the 
mountain. 


The next section was more dangerous than before. There were small 
streams of lava coming from the walls of the mountain, so Kirby 
would have to navigate carefully. The pink Star Warrior inflated 
himself and cautiously floated around the streams of lava. 


He found himself at a safe zone on the mountain, at least that’s 
what he thought. Kirby was surrounded by the most vicious species in 
the Gamble Galaxy. Scarfies were everywhere, to the left, to the right. 
This wouldn’t be a simple task, as they were already licking their lips 
in anticipation and hunger. 


Kirby turned himself into a giant fireball and barreled through the 
crowd of ravenous Scarfies. They were flung out of the way as he ran 
as fast as his feet would allow. He only stopped when he was at Candy 
Mountain’s summit and away from the Scarfies. 


At the summit, Kirby ran into Mr. Frosty once again. However, 
Kirby had an advantage over his opponent by having the superior 
elemental opposite. Kirby spewed his fiery breath, quickly defeating 
Mr. Frosty. Kirby discarded his Fire ability and inhaled Mr. Frosty, 
then gaining the Ice ability. 


Kirby’s next opponent was another Bonkers clad in green. Kirby 
skated around and blew his icy breath on his opponent. The Bonkers 
tried to hit the now light blue puffball with his hammer, but Kirby 
defended himself by creating a shield of ice. 


Kirby quickly and easily defeated the Bonkers and skated to his 
next opponent, or rather opponents. Kirby was confronted by two 
Poppy Bro Sr.s in his haste. The hero of Dreamland jumped into the 
air and blew his icy breath, successfully freezing a Poppy Bro Sr. Kirby 
kicked the ice cube into the other, defeating both in one fell swoop. 


Kirby had finally reached the fifth and final area, Dyna Blade’s 
Nest. The pink puffball climbed up the mountain and chose his ability, 
Sword Kirby. The pink Star Warrior heard a shrill cry from the 
distance. The giant bird appeared and flapped her enormous wings. 


(watch?v = EbjzCLPKQ E) 


Before Kirby could speak, Dyna Blade lunged for the pink puffball. 
He nearly escaped Dyna Blade’s talons squeezing him. It was obvious 
that Dyna Blade wasn’t going to let Kirby leave without a fight. 


Kirby swung his sword at Dyna Blade, the sharp feathered bird gave 
a shrill squawk before swooping for the green capped puffball. Kirby 
slid out of the way and made an uppercut. Dyna Blade spit three small 
fireballs, and Kirby deflected each one with his sword. 


Kirby swung again as Dyna Blade stretched her neck to peck him. 
The humongous bird recoiled and flew away. Just when Kirby thought 
the battle was over, Dyna Blade flew in trying to knock the Star 
Warrior off the mountain. 


Kirby sidestepped Dyna Blade’s attack. He jumped into the air and 
performed a Sword Spin. On his second spin, Dyna Blade knocked him 
to the ground with one of her wings. 


The pink puffball quickly rose to his feet and charged toward his 
opponent. He swung his sword one final time and Dyna Blade fell to 
the ground. He didn’t want it to come to this, but the town needed 
help. Suddenly, Kirby heard a soft noise. 


“Peep... peep peep...” 


Kirby walked toward the noise in curiosity, only to gasp at the 
sight. 


Dyna Blade had not one, not two, but three chicks. Kirby 
understood everything now. Dyna Blade had stolen the crops from the 
town to feed her three babies... and Kirby had injured the mother. 


“Oh no, poyo...” Kirby looked at the chicks. 
“What have I done?!” 
(watch?v = G3YguM6bPR8) 


Kirby quickly pushed the nest and the chicks to a safe area under a 
Whispy Woods tree. He hopped up the branches and knocked some 
apples from the tree. The chicks ate them hungrily and without 
difficulty. 


The pink puffball inflated himself to teach them how to fly. The 


three chicks flapped their wings with Kirby. One lagged behind, but 
eventually caught up with the others. Dyna Blade, now recovered 
from the fight, gave an understanding nod toward Kirby. 


Both understood the other’s reason for attack. The two parted ways 
on good terms. Kirby waved at Dyna Blade and her chicks as they flew 
into the sunset, the family returned to their home. 


“I went into that courtroom and I told them what’s what! 
Apparently they don’t like being told what’s what, because—” 


Marx was bundled in blankets on the floor of Gooey’s house. 
Gooey’s story would have been very interesting to the little jester if he 
didn’t feel so tired at the moment. Marx just wanted to sleep after so 
long of sleeping in bushes. The twigs would always dig into his soft 
lavender skin, and he would be sore the next day. 


He just wanted to close his eyes and fall asleep... but Gooey 
wouldn’t let that happen anytime soon. 


“Gooey! I wanna go to bed!” 


Author’s Note: Now, I know this isn’t the most exciting 
chapter, but at least Gooey and Marx were there to make it 
somewhat funny. The next chapter is going to be hilarious, I 
promise. It will be one of the most remembered chapters of the 
fanfiction for all the right ways. There will be loads of references 
and memes to recognize. It’ll be great, I promise! 


24. A Cave Story 


It was the day after the Dyna Blade incident. A certain pink puffball 
excitedly rocketed out of bed and quickly ate his breakfast of eggs and 
toast. Kirby was giddy because he had planned to spend the entire day 
with his two best friends, Marx and Gooey. They would go to all the 
best places around Cappy Town, and it would be a great way for the 
two to get familiar with each other. 


Kirby figured that they didn’t have much time to talk at their 
sleepover, since Marx probably fell asleep quickly after taking refuge 
in bushes for the past few days. He was just so excited! Two of his 
favorite friends together having fun. Kirby had a feeling that today 
would be unforgettable. 


The pink puffball stopped at the castle to tell Fumu and Bun his 
plans for today so they wouldn’t worry, though it was more for 
Fumu’s sake. Kirby bolted to Gooey’s log cabin as fast as his red feet 
would allow. He knocked on the door and waited. Gooey opened the 
door a few seconds later. 


“Hey Kirby! You’re here earlier than usual.” Gooey responded. 


“That’s because I planned for the three of us to spend the whole day 
together, poyo! How did the sleepover go?” 


(watch?v = p4K6Dyn56HE) 


“That Marx guy must be a real insomniac. He stayed up until four 
o’ clock in the morning! Don’t know what made him stay up so late, 
though.” 


Kirby stepped inside the log cabin and looked at Gooey’s bedside 
clock. It read nine o’ clock. 


“Where is Marx, poyo? Is he still asleep?” 


“Tm pretty sure. He’s buried under that pile of blankets over there. 
He won’t wake up!” 


“Marx? Marx, poyo?” Kirby whispered, poking the bundle under 
the blankets. 


The little jester didn’t stir at all. He didn’t even make a noise. Kirby 
moved the blankets from Marx’s face. The lavender clown’s eyes were 
tightly shut and his mouth was open somewhat, although he didn’t 


snore. 


“Marx, are you awake, poyo?” Kirby asked a little louder than 
before. 


“Marx, are you getting up now?!” Gooey shouted. 


“Myeeeh...” The little jester rolled over, facing the opposite 
direction of the two in defiance. 


Gooey grabbed Marx’s foot with his long tongue and dragged him 
in front of a window in the sunlight. 


“Myeeeh... Weh...” Marx uttered several sounds of protest. 


“Are you up now, Marx?” Gooey asked as the jester rose to his feet, 
leaning against the wall to aid him in this task. 


“Yes, ’'m up now... but I’m not happy about it.” Marx said in a very 
tired voice. 


The lavender child walked a few steps before falling on his face. He 
rolled over to the wall again and found his footing. 


The jester sighed. “It looks like someone didn’t listen to the 
warning that I don’t like to be touched.” 


“But Marx, you wouldn’t get up. You don’t want to sleep the whole 
day away, do you?” Gooey asked. 


“Well, you seemed completely fine with talking the night away, you 
know?” Marx grumbled. 
Kirby turned to Gooey, who gave a nervous chuckle. 


“So that’s why you're so tired, poyo.” Kirby said. 


“T just want to sleeeeeeeep...” Marx drawled, almost falling onto 
the floor again. 


“But Marx, poyo. We were going to spend the whole day together.” 
Kirby said dejectedly. 


“It’s okay, Kirby.” Gooey hopped next to his pink puffball friend. 
“We'll just stuff him full of sugar and I’m sure he’ll get his energy 
back.” 


After a blueberry pancake breakfast, courtesy of Kirby, the three 
headed outside to start their day of fun. 


(watch?v = RZUpLOfsURO) 
“So, what kind of things did you have planned for us today, Kirby?” 


Marx asked with renewed energy. 


“Actually, I made a list, poyo.” Kirby took out a folded up piece of 
paper from thin air. “The things that are extra fun are written in red!” 


“Everything’s in red.” Marx observed. 
“Yeah, I know, poyo!” 
“That just means we’ll have lots of fun today!” Gooey cheered. 


“The first thing on the list is, ‘Go pick berries from the bushes 
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outside of Cappy Town’.” Kirby read. 


The three headed to their destination. Kirby had donned an 
explorer’s hat and carried a backpack. 


“Hey, Hey, Hey, how much longer will it be until we get there? My 
feet are getting tired, you know?” Marx asked. 


“Tt shouldn’t be too far from here, poyo.” Kirby replied. 


“You said that ten minutes ago! I’m starting to think you have no 
idea where you’re going, nope nope!” 


“Kirby knows what he’s doing.” Gooey chimed in. “You gotta have 
faith in the puffball, Marx! Have faith in the puffball.” 


“Fine. I’ll have faith in the puffball for ten more minutes.” 


The two looked around to see that Kirby had gone ahead of them. 
They caught up with Kirby just in time to see him trip and fall down a 
hole. 


“Kirby!” 
“Poyoooo!” The pink puffball yelled in surprise. 


“How deep do you think that hole is? Go get help! I’ll stay here in 
case Kirby needs something!” Marx said, his panic beginning to grow. 


“Nobody got time for that!” Gooey yelled. 


Gooey grabbed Marx by the foot with his tongue and jumped in the 
hole. Marx screamed in protest while Gooey just screamed. 


An unknown amount of time passed. Kirby was just awakening 
from his deep slumber, when he saw his two friends face down on the 
cold cave floor. 


“Marx, Gooey, poyo? Did you fall down too?” 


Gooey immediately hopped up when he heard his name, but Marx 
could only twitch on the ground. 


“Marx, what’s wrong buddy?” Gooey asked obliviously. 


Only muffled sounds could be heard from the jester. Marx managed 
to help himself on his feet after rolling to a rock and propping himself 
up with it. He walked over to the friendly Dark Matter. 


“Gooey... I am going to ask this with great control and quiet 
restraint.” Marx sighed then inhaled. 


(watch?v = QtG9L52FQY4) 


“WHY WOULD YOU DO THAT?!” Marx yelled so loud, it startled 
Gooey into falling down. 


“Ow, you don’t have to shout!” Gooey winced. 


“T have every reason to shout! You threw me down a hole, we’re 
stuck in a cave with no idea where we are, and nobody knows we’re 
here!” 


“Marx, try to calm down, poyo.” Kirby tried to calm the angry boy. 
“Calm down? Calm down?!” Marx fumed, stepping closer to Gooey. 


Then Marx suddenly collapsed on the floor. “We’re going to die 
here! We’re all going to die here! There were so many things I wanted 
to do in life, you know?! Then my life fell in the hands of an idiot! 
Weeeh!” 


Kirby frowned. This wasn’t how he had planned the day to go at all. 
Kirby stood next to the hysterical jester boy. 


“Marx, we'll be okay, poyo. I promise, and you'll get to do all those 
things you want to do.” 


“You think so? Do you really think we’ll be okay?” Marx looked at 
Kirby in the eyes. 


“IT know we'll be okay, poyo.” Kirby gave Marx a slight pat on the 
head. Marx flinched, but he didn’t growl at Kirby. 


“Besides!” Gooey hopped in. “It might be a fun adventure!” 


“J don’t wanna hear any commentary from the peanut gallery! 
Nope nope!” Marx huffed. 


Gooey frowned, but trudged along with his two friends as they 
walked further into the cave. 


(watch?v = 9xxgqbghlVQ) 


The first area the three friends found themselves in was the Sub- 
Tree area. It was an expansive jungle like landscape with several 
species of plant life. 


“Wow... how can something like this even exist? It’s like an oasis, 
but underground, mhmm.” Marx said with awe. 


The three were walking when suddenly Kirby tripped again. The 
pink puffball stood up as Marx and Gooey looked to see what had 
caused the fall. It was a red and gold box. 


“Ooh, what’s a pretty box like that doing here?” Gooey wondered. 
“Let’s open it, poyo!” Kirby excitedly opened the box. 


Inside was a gold medal, most likely worth a good sum of money. 
Their eyes sparkled with interest. 


“Hey, Hey, Hey. Why would one box be sitting by itself? Maybe 
there’s more, you know?” Marx hummed. 


“Yeah, Kirby! Maybe this cave is full of treasure! Let’s go!” Gooey 
cheered. 


So the three friends continued on their way through the cave. A 
little bit away from where they found the first treasure box, they 
found a series of bomb blocks. Kirby inhaled a nearby Waddle Doo to 
become Beam Kirby. 


“Heh heh, your hat looks like Marx’s! But yours has nice pretty 
warm colors.” Gooey said. 


Marx frowned. 
“T think your hat looks cooler Marx, poyo!” 
Marx smiled. 


Kirby waved the beam rod and destroyed two of the blocks. Just as 
he was about to hit the third block, a section of the ground opened up, 
revealing a treasure chest. 


Kirby retrieved the chest and opened it. Inside was a whip. 


“Well, I don’t see how it could be considered treasure, but maybe it 
could be useful.” Marx said. 


Kirby stowed the whip and golden medal in his backpack, then set 
off again. They entered the next area of the underground jungle and 
saw a series of sealed off doors and switches. Kirby tried hitting some 


of the switches with his beam, only for them to close after a few 
seconds. 


“Tt looks like we’ll need some speed to get through those doors, 
mhmm.” The little jester mused. 


Suddenly a Birdon passed by, then Kirby and Gooey grinned. 
“Hey, Hey, Hey. Is there something I’m missing here?” 


A few moments later, Kirby transformed into Wing Kirby. Kirby 
held onto Gooey with one arm. 


“Marx, I know you don’t really like being touched, poyo. But I’ll 
have to hold you with one arm.” Kirby explained. 


Marx made a face, but allowed himself to be carried by the pink 
puffball. Before Marx could question why, Kirby hit the switch and 
rocketed through the doors at a breakneck speed. The little jester 
could only scream the entire flight in alarm and panic. 


The moment they reached the end of their flight, Marx jumped out 
of Kirby’s grip and kissed the ground in relief. 


“Ground! Sweet glorious ground! How I’ve taken you for granted!” 


“What was that Marx?” Gooey asked. “That screaming sounded so 
unnatural!” 


Marx inhaled, gritting his teeth in slight anger. 
“Uh, look over there, poyo! A treasure chest!” 


The jester and blob turned their attention to the treasure, the 
treasure chest was opened to reveal a Crystal Ball. 


“That’s more like treasure!” Marx’s eyes sparkled. 


They eventually found themselves at a body of water. 
Unfortunately, it was also their only way of continuing. The three 
swam through the water, taking a break on a small strip of land and 
finding a treasure chest there. Inside was a Lucky Cat figurine. 


They continued to swim until they entered the next area. There 
were a few small rocks in a pond of lava, they also had to cross this to 
continue. 


Kirby grabbed both Gooey and Marx, much to the jester’s 
discomfort. 


“Kirby, please please don’t drop me... I don’t wanna become 
cooked to a tender golden brown, you know?” 


“T won’t drop you Marx, poyo.” Kirby assured Marx in the most 
sincere voice. 


“Uh, don’t drop me either!” Gooey suggested. 


Kirby flew quickly but carefully over the lava pond, safely reaching 
the ground. 


Suddenly, another treasure chest dropped down from the ceiling 
and onto one of the rocks. The pink puffball skipped across the stones 
and opened the chest. Inside was a Seiryu Sword. 


On their way, they found another chest with a Screw Attack inside, 
as well as another with a Phanto Mask. The three eventually came to a 
stop to rest. 


“T think we’re doing pretty good so far! When we get out, we’ll be 
rich!” Gooey said excitedly. 


“If we get out. We don’t exactly know where we are, you know?” 
Marx reminded with a touch of bitterness. 


(watch?v = 3bWk_wYnyOI) 


Suddenly, a scream was heard by the three. Kirby raced to the 
direction where the cry was heard with his friends following behind. 
Once they were there, they saw a Bonkers holding a Waddle Dee 
upside down by the foot. 


“T thought I told you that if you came back without treasure, you 
were gonna get it! You’ve come back empty handed, so now you face 
the punishment!” The Bonkers snarled. 


“Just give me one more chance! Please!” The Waddle Dee begged. 
The Bonkers took out his hammer. 

Marx gaped in horror, his eyes started trembling. 

“Please don’t do this! I’m sorry! I’m so sorry!” 

“HEY!” A pink puffball called out. “Let him go!” 


The Bonkers grinned. “Let him go, eh? You want him, you can have 
him!” The Bonkers threw the Waddle Dee in their direction, the four 
cried out in pain. 


“Now I’m mad, but I have four weaklings to take it out on instead 
of one!” The Bonkers approached the four with a menacing grin on his 
face. 


Marx whimpered and the Waddle Dee tried to hide behind Kirby. 


“Show that guy who’s boss, Kirby!” Gooey yelled. 


Kirby dashed using his wing power, barreling into his opponent 
with great force. The Bonkers was struck so hard, he left a crater in 
the ground. 


“Quick! Let’s get out of here, poyo!” 


The four quickly scurried away and didn’t stop until they were sure 
they were safe. 


“Are... are you okay, poyo?” Kirby asked the Waddle Dee, slightly 
out of breath. 


“Yeah, I-I’m fine now... since you saved me, that is. I can’t thank 
you enough...” The Waddle Dee tried to calm his pounding heart. 


“Why was that guy going to hurt you anyway? Or was he just the 
routine jerk picking on some innocent?” Marx asked, curiosity 
growing. 


“A-ah! Well, he was after the treasure here. I was smaller, so he 
wanted me to reach some treasure that he couldn’t get. The space was 
narrow and high up. I got scared and I couldn’t do it. It was over a 
gorge and I...” The Waddle Dee trembled. 


“It’s okay now! You’re with us, and we'll get you back up on the 
surface where you belong!” Gooey said cheerfully. 


(watch?v = T1d38rQUUI)D 
“The surface? I’ve never been to the surface...” 
The three were suddenly very confused by the Waddle Dee’s words. 


“Huh? You mean that guy didn’t kidnap you and drag you down 
here?” Gooey asked. 


“No... P’ve lived down here all my life. That... that... thug with the 
hammer... only showed up yesterday.” The Waddle Dee explained. “Is 
it true? Will... will you really take me to the outside?” 


“Sure, poyo! If that’s what you want, but what’s your name?” Kirby 
asked enthusiastically. 


“Armin... My name is Armin.” 
“Hahaha! Armin’s a weird name!” Gooey laughed. 


“And like Gooey is the most creative and magnificent name in 
existence, you know?” Marx rolled his eyes. 


“And Marx isn’t too far from Mark!” Gooey retorted. 
“My name is more original than Mark!” 

“Guys, stop it, poyo! What’s gotten into you?” 

“Oh no... they’re getting cave madness...” Armin sighed. 
“Cave madness? What’s that, poyo?” 


Armin sighed. “There are tales... tales passed down by many 
Waddle Dees from before... that this cave was cursed by something... 
the treasure left here only makes it worse... the longer an outsider 
stays inside the cave, the more crazy they get...” 


Kirby gasped. He looked toward Marx and Gooey, the two suddenly 
realizing the weight of the situation. 


“So... how long does it take for this ‘cave madness’ to hit full 
effect?” Marx asked. 


“It could be anywhere from a few hours to a few days... maybe 
that’s what happened to the guy with the hammer...” 


“Come on team!” Gooey sprung up, suddenly upbeat. “We’re not 
gonna let some curse split us apart, are we? We can do this!” 


“Gooey is right, poyo! We’ll get out, and Fumu says curses aren’t 
real!” Kirby followed. 


“So I was right! I knew there was something unnatural about this 
place!” Marx declared. 


“Don’t worry Marx! Besides, we’ve got Armin to help us through 
the cave, poyo!” 


“Yeah, Armin should know the way around this place, so we can 
get out easy! Right, Armin?” Gooey said. 


“Uh...” Armin stuttered. 


“You know... You do know the way out... right?” Marx asked, 
uncertainty growing with each passing second of the Waddle Dee’s 
silence. 


“Uh... well... I’ve never been out of the jungle area... so...” 
“So we're lost, right?” The little jester was beginning to sweat. 
“Well... I suppose that would be correct...” 


“You mean we only have a few hours to get out? And we have no 
way out of here...” Marx sat on the ground, trying to stay calm. 


“I guess we should get moving then...” Armin trundled along, the 
other three following. 


“Tt’ll be okay, Marx. I promise, poyo.” Kirby smiled reassuringly in 
his direction. 


Somehow, the way Kirby was looking at Marx made the clown 
child believe him. It made him believe that they would be okay, that 
they could still do all those fun things that friends are supposed to do 
together. That there would be more days that the two could laugh and 
have fun. Kirby’s calm constant reassurances was what drove Marx to 
have faith, that maybe Kirby really was a hero and he could get 
everyone out of this mess. 


(watch?v = kxFJ3KIAyLU) 


The team of four walked passed some ladders and noticed a 
treasure chest on a high ledge. The three wanted to get it, but... 


“Hey Armin...” Gooey asked slowly. “The treasure itself isn’t 
cursed... is it?” 


“No, not that I know of. Cave madness only makes the treasure bad, 
as anyone with it becomes desperate for the treasure...” The Waddle 
Dee answered slowly. 


“So there’s nothing for us to worry about! We won’t let treasure 
cloud our minds, right?” Gooey asked. 


“But if we get the cave madness, then it’s bad?” Marx asked. 
“Pretty much.” Armin shrugged. 


Kirby flew up to the treasure chest and opened it. Inside was a Star 
Stone. The pink puffball flew back down. In another place with two 
Gordos, another treasure chest was found with a Beast’s Fang inside. 


They found themselves at a gorge, mentioned by Armin. It was a 
large gap that seemed to never end. If they fell, it was very likely they 
would never see the light again. 


“Okay, I’ve got a plan, poyo. I'll carry Marx, and Armin can ride on 
Gooey’s back as he swings over the gorge with his tongue.” 


Neither Marx or Armin liked this plan, but they didn’t seem to have 
any other option. Armin clung to Gooey’s back, while Kirby was 
carrying Marx in his arms. 


“Tt’ll be okay, poyo. Just don’t panic, and don’t look down.” Kirby 


reassured. 


Marx squirmed slightly, not having any enjoyment out of physical 
contact, but stayed quiet on the matter. 


Gooey swung to the small cliff with Armin becoming quite pale. 
Marx tried not to look down, but his body betrayed his mind and 
couldn’t stop from looking. He felt faint, on top of his displeasure of 
being touched. 


The moment they landed on the cliff, Marx took a deep breath of 
air and tried to think of happy thoughts. The four noticed the treasure 
chest, but both Marx and Armin were too nauseated to care. Kirby and 
Gooey opened the box to find a Bandanna. 


They flew and swung over one more gorge, much to the little jester 
and Waddle Dee’s chagrin. They found one more treasure chest in a 
ditch containing a Seasons Heart. As soon as they were about to enter 
another part of the area, a strange hooded creature, commonly known 
as a Tac, suddenly approached Kirby and somehow stole his ability. 


“Hey, Hey, Hey! We need that, you know!” Marx shouted. “Kirby, 
don’t just stand there! Go get it back!” 


Kirby tried to chase the thief, but the Tac got away. Kirby came 
back without an ability. 


“Where there are treasures...” Armin started. 
“There are thieves trying to steal those treasures...” Marx finished. 


They entered the small leafy doorway to thankfully find three copy 
abilities. The one on the left being Jet, the middle Mirror, and the 
right Sword. Kirby decided to go with the Jet ability. 


“Kirby, how many of these abilities do you have?” Marx asked. 
“Umm...” Kirby thought for a moment. “A lot of them, poyo!” 
“We gave up trying to count a long time ago!” Gooey responded. 
“That... that many?” The lavender skinned child gaped. 


“Mhmm, I’m sure there are some I haven’t even discovered yet, 
poyo!” Kirby replied cheerfully, unaware of Marx’s astonishment. 


“Hee hee... Wow... you’re so strong... and all you need is an ability 
then you're all set, you know?” 


“Wow, look at this guys!” Gooey said, getting everyone’s attention. 


They entered the doorway to see a room filled mostly with water. 


Stalagmites grew on the ceiling, and the water was a crisp blue. As the 
four walked across the path looking at the sight, suddenly the cavern 
rumbled. 


(watch?v =I RX8BuWSb4) 


Something flew up in the air. This something looked like a giant 
blue whale with a pipe in it’s mouth to the group of four. The whale, 
known as Fatty Whale, hit the water, sending a monstrous wave in 
their direction. They were soaked, but that was the least of their 
problems. Large rocks fell from the ceiling, nearly crushing Kirby’s 
friends. 


“Marx, Armin! Let us take care of this, poyo!” Kirby shouted over 
the roar of the water. 


The Waddle Dee and little jester ducked out of the way of battle 
and ran to the entrance they came from. 


Kirby powered up his jet, then propelled himself into Fatty Whale. 
The enemy seemed to have taken some damage from the impact. 
Gooey wrapped his tongue around a large rock and chucked it at Fatty 
Whale. The whale jumped into the air again after the attack, sending 
another large wave over them. 


Kirby and Gooey were sent flying into the air, but they landed 
safely and continued their offensive tactics. The pink puffball used his 
jet dash to land another blow, while Gooey continued to use Fatty 
Whale’s own arsenal of rocks against him. 


Marx watched in awe as the two fought back, it was as if they had 
known about the ambush and had planned a counterattack. The young 
Star Warrior and the friendly blob had defeated their foe with ease, 
both received little to no damage. 


For about the hundredth time that day, Marx had been amazed by 
something about Kirby and his friend. No matter how you looked at it, 
the two were well prepared for these kinds of situations. Gooey and 
Armin were already heading to the next area of the cave, Kirby tured 
and smiled at Marx. 


“See, I promised you would be okay, poyo! And I never break a 
promise to a friend.” 


Marx walked behind Kirby as they were catching up to the rest of 
the team. He wanted to believe the young Star Warrior’s words were 
true, and after witnessing some of Kirby’s heroism and courage today, 
maybe, just maybe, they were true. 


Maybe Marx could have faith in the puffball. 


Author’s Note: I know that Marx and Gooey don’t appear in the 
Great Cave Offensive in the game, but this is a great opportunity! 
We can make a game out of it. See how many references and 
memes you can spot by the end of The Great Cave Offensive. 
Marx and Gooey together in a cave, both being hilarious. Think 
about it, think of all the potential humor this can bring. This was 
a very fun chapter to write, I barely had any trouble writing it. 


25. Another Cave Story 


The team of four: Kirby, Gooey, Marx, and Armin, found themselves 
in a room with an abandoned mine cart. Kirby had learned from his 
experience on Neo Star that mine cart rides could be dangerous. He 
could hear the noises of various enemies in the distance. Going on foot 
would be a bad choice, and if he could hear the enemies close by, that 
meant that there wouldn’t be a giant gap on the mine cart tracks. 


Kirby hopped in the mine cart, followed by Gooey. 
“We... we aren’t going in that thing... are we?” Marx asked. 
“We have to, poyo. It’s too dangerous up ahead without it.” 


Armin climbed in the front. “I'll steer. I may have never drove one 
of these, but I know how they work.” 


Kirby really hoped those words were true. Unlike his adventures 
with Ribbon, Dedede, Adeleine, and Bandana Dee, they couldn’t 
conjure up medical supplies when needed with Adeleine’s paint. 


(watch?v = hsQPIHNCeGA) 
“Aren’t you coming?” Gooey looked to see Marx in the same spot. 


“T’m not getting in that, nope nope! I’m not risking my life by riding 
in that metal death trap, you know?” The little jester stated firmly. 


“But Marx, poyo... we can’t go any further without it.” 


“Kirby, there must be another way out of this cave.” Marx tried to 
reason. 


“lve had just about enough of your negative-nancy attitude!” 
Gooey grabbed Marx by the foot with his tongue and dropped him in 
the mine cart upside down. 


Marx found his way on his feet again and was about to give Gooey 
the what for. Then the mine cart rocketed down the tracks, and for the 
third time that day Marx was reduced to a screaming wreck. 


“Stop screaming! It’s so annoying!” Gooey yelled over the rushing 
wind. 


“T can scream if I want to!” Marx yelled in anger, then began to 
screech again. Half the reason was because he felt like it and the other 


half was to press Gooey’s buttons. 


While all this chaos was occurring, Armin was trying to steer the 
cart and Kirby was looking around for any signs of danger. Then the 
cart hit a large rock and the four tumbled into the next area. 


(watch?v = OYkM2flYMTk) 


The second area of the cave was a crystalline landscape. The four 
would have been staring in wonder at it’s beauty, if some of the team 
members weren’t caught up in their anger. 


They plunged into the waters below, noticing a treasure chest and 
their only door at the moment. They retrieved the chest and opened it 
to reveal... a dime. A regular dime. The moment they reached land, 
Marx showed his disappointment. 


“A dime?! Who would put one regular dime in a treasure chest, you 
know?!” 


“Probably someone like you! Since you got a safe for cupcakes!” 
Gooey shouted. 


“Oh, don’t you even start peanut gallery! You’ve given me 
nothing but misery and woe on this trip and I’m not going to sit back 
and take it, nope nope!” 


“We don’t need to fight, poyo!” Kirby stepped between the two. 
“Come on, we’re friends...” 


The two stopped their arguing for the moment after Kirby’s 
intervention, but both were still somewhat irritable. 


“What’s gotten into them, poyo? They’ve never acted like this 
before...” 


“Tt’s the cave madness. It’s the curse. We need to hurry up and find 
the way out before it get’s any worse.” Armin answered. 


“But there’s no such thing as curses, poyo. Where did you hear 
about a curse?” Kirby asked. 


“The tale has been told to all generations of Waddle Dees that live 
in this cave for over one hundred years, possibly much longer. It was 
said that a being was sealed in the underground. The longer they 
stayed sealed, the more powerful they became.” Armin stated. 


“So, have you ever seen this thing or know what it looks like? You 
would think something that powerful would be easily spotted, you 


know?” Marx asked. 


“No. No one has ever seen it or has any idea what it could look like. 
We've heard it though. We became used to it’s voice, but outsiders 
seem to go mad after being in here too long. They probably hear the 
voice in their mind and can’t take it.” 


Gooey shivered. “And... and this thing is supposedly in this cave? 
Can it hear us, or can it only speak?” 


“It probably can.” Armin replied simply. 
Gooey’s eyes widened. “We need to get out of here!” 


“Yeah, that’s what I’ve been saying since you threw me down 
here!” The little jester retorted. 


“Well you—” 
“Enough, poyo! We need to keep moving!” Kirby yelled. 


They found themselves in front of several doors. They didn’t know 
which one to take, so they decided to go through each one until they 
could continue. Throughout their search through the doors, they 
managed to find an Ancient Gem, a cell phone that’s batteries died 
long ago, a Falcon Helmet, and a Truth Mirror. 


A rest area was found thankfully and Kirby picked up the Fighter 
ability, feeling as though a battle was near. The pink puffball tried to 
keep the team together. 


“Guys... please try not to fight, poyo. Don’t let this treasure and 
this cave get to you. We’re all friends, remember, poyo?” 


“Kirby, ’m trying, really I am.” Gooey said. “But this place... 
something about it makes me feel so bad...” 


(watch?v = EdXTqxTWxcM) 


“Hey, Hey, Hey. It’s sort of like... it’s wanting me to stand up or 
something.” Marx said slowly. “It’s like it’s telling me that when life 
gives you lemons, don’t make lemonade... it’s telling me to do 
something else... you know?” 


“What’s it telling you to do then?” Kirby and Gooey asked, unaware 
of what the consequences were of asking this question. 


“Tt’s telling me to make life take the lemons back! GET MAD!” 
Marx suddenly jumped on his two feet and began a lemon centered 
rant. 


“T don’t want your lemons, what am I supposed to do with 


these?! Demand to see life’s manager! Make life rue the day it thought 
it could give Marx lemons!” 


“Yeah, go see life’s manager! Make him take the lemons back!” 
Armin cheered, much to the pink puffball’s and Dark Matter’s shock. 


“DO YOU KNOW WHO I AM? I’m the kid who’s gonna burn this 
cave down! With the lemons! I’m gonna find some engineers, to 
invent a combustible lemon, that burns this cave down!” 


“Yeah! He says what we’re all thinking!” Armin clapped and 
shouted with glee. 


Kirby and Gooey could only sit on the ground with their mouths 
gaping. 


Marx sat down again, suddenly chipper. “I feel so much better now, 
you know?” 


“Well... I’m glad that you feel better, poyo.” Kirby answered, still 
rather shocked. 


The four continued into the next room. It was decorated with 
crystals and a dark blue with purple coloring. The group of friends 
walked along the pathway when suddenly a green blob materialized in 
front of them. 


(watch?v = NNbDZ4GRGSoM) 


“Gooey, protect Marx and Armin, poyo! I'll handle this!” Kirby 
prepared himself for battle. 


“A Slime appears!” A large textbox materialized above the slime. 
The slime popped out of the box, leaving it open for attack. 
“Vulcan Jab!” Kirby punched rapidly, at the speed of lightning. 


“The Slime takes 25 damage!” The textbox stated as the slime 
retreated into it. 


“The Slime attacks!” The slime threw a star. The pink puffball 
blocked the attack with little effort. 


“Kirby raised his defenses!” 

“Kirby attacks!” 

“Smash Punch!” Kirby yelled, finishing off the Slime. 
“You beat the Slime!” 


“Well, that was easy!” Gooey said, only for another opponent to 


appear in the textbox. 
“A puppet appears! The puppet gets the first attack!” 


“The puppet starts to run in circles...” Even the textbox seemed 
to be confused by this action. 


“Kirby attacks!” 


“Smash Punch! Vulcan Jab!” The pink puffball attacked, then the 
puppet retreated into the box. 


“The puppet takes 35 damage!” 

“The puppet uses a hex! But nothing happens...” 

“Smash Punch! Smash Punch!” Kirby shouted, defeating the puppet. 
“You defeated the puppet!” 


“Yay! We can go on now!” Gooey hopped towards Kirby, only to be 
interrupted. 


“A Magician appears!” 

Marx made a sound of frustration. “THIS IS STUPID!” 

“Marx complained! It’s not very effective...” 

“Hey, Hey, Hey!” The little jester narrowed his eyes at the textbox. 
Kirby attacked once again. “Vulcan Jab!” 

“The Magician takes 25 damage!” 

“The Magician casts an ice spell!” 

“Kirby raised his defenses!” 

“Kirby attacks!” 


“Vulcan Jab! Rising Break!” Kirby yelled, finally finishing off the 
Magician. 


“You beat the Magician!” 
“Kirby defeated all the enemies!” 


“Finally, that was the worst battle ever, you know!” Marx said with 
relief. 


“If we’re finished, why is the textbox still working?” Armin asked. 
“You're right Arm, it’s still going!” Gooey agreed. 


“You gained 113 EXP! (Not that it matters.)” 


“Your Squishiness went up by 5!” 
“Your Eye Sparkle went up by 3!” 
“Your Courage went up by 3!” 
“Your Kindness went up by 1!” 
“Your Sincerity went up by 1!” 
“Your Love went up by 1!” 


The textbox seemed to be finished. The four were about to leave, 
then the textbox started to short out. 


“GRRZ... GRRZ... A WiNnEr Is YoU!” 
“BZZT! THE Cake iS A LiE! BZZT!” 
“GRRZT! BZZT! I AM ERROR! BRRZTR!” 
Then the screen began to glow red. 


Marx began to scramble for the exit. “Everybody run! Somebody set 
us up the bomb!” 


The other members of the team quickly followed Marx’s lead. As 
soon as they reached the exit, the Computer Virus exploded. 


(watch?v = AYQZi49KYs0) 


Kirby and friends were in another mine cart area, much to Marx’s 
dismay. 


Gooey stared at the little jester. 


“Nope, Nope, Nope... I can get in the cart without your assistance, 
you know.” Marx hopped in the cart with a soft ‘thunk’. 


“You aren’t going to scream like a banshee again, are you?” Gooey 
asked. 


“T will if I want to!” Marx stuck out his tongue. 


Much to everyone’s relief, Marx didn’t scream this time, as the mine 
cart ride was smooth and easy. Until the cart suddenly ejected them 
and they fell in front of a large tower. 


“Ubh... Is everyone alright?” Armin asked. 
“Tm fine, poyo. Gooey?” 
“T think so. Dark Matter is pretty durable after all. Marx?” 


(t4 


...” No sound came from the lavender clown that was planted face 


down on the ground. 
“Marx, poyo? Do you need help?” Kirby asked. 
“Hey Marx, are you hurt?” 


“No Gooey, that audible crack when I hit the ground was just me 
landing on some potato chips.” Marx said, somewhat muffled from 
being face down. 


“Oh good, I thought you were actually hurt for a moment.” Gooey 
laughed. 


“Don’t you know what sarcasm means, you idiot?!” Marx struggled 
to get up, but only succeeded in rolling over. 


“Why have you been so angry this whole time? I’m trying to be nice 
to you!” The Dark Matter frowned. 


“Why? Why?! You threw me down here! Unlike you, I don’t have 
anything to defend myself, you know!” 


“Marx, we'll be okay. We'll find a way out of here, poyo. I 
promise.” Kirby kneeled closer to him. 


“You keep saying that Kirby, but I’m having a difficult time 
believing that! Everywhere we go, we get thrown somewhere else! 
What if we’re down here forever? What if we never get out?” His eyes 
trembled, he was still struggling to get on his feet. 


Kirby stood behind Marx and gently tried to push him back on his 
feet, only for him to fall forward on his face again. The clown 
whimpered in slight pain and repulsion of being touched. This time, 
the pink puffball set him on his two brown-shoe covered feet. 


“We'll get out, poyo. It may seem hard to believe right now, but we 
will get out. We just need to have hope together, poyo.” 


Marx’s face suddenly grew a serious expression. He turned away 
from the rest of the group to look at the old tower, then slowly faced 
the pink puffball.” 


“Kirby, hope rides forever alone.” 
“,.Where did that come from?” Gooey asked. 


Marx breathed a sigh, then followed the rest of the group mostly 
silent as they traveled through the Old Tower. 


(watch?v = kxFJ3KIAyLU) 


Inside the tower they found several treasures, including a Star 
Tiara, a Unicorn’s Horn, a Three-Star Cane, Tut’s Mask, Mr. Saturn, 
Armor, a Treasure Box (much to their confusion), and a Mannequin. 


They traveled through the seemingly endless tower, all members 
getting increasingly tired despite their joy over the treasure. They 
found a peaceful area, much to their relief, and decided to rest for the 
boss fight that would most likely be in the next room. 


“This place seems like it never ends, you know? How long do you 
think we’ve been down here?” Marx asked. 


“T think a few hours, poyo. Not counting the time we were asleep 
after the fall.” Kirby answered. 


Gooey sighed. “I’m getting hungry...” 


“Same here. At least the forest area had fruit trees and berries...” 
Armin sighed as well. 


“T think I have some snacks in my pack, poyo!” Kirby sifted through 
his backpack to find four somewhat squished ham sandwiches. 


The team ate their sandwiches, with Kirby inhaling his. It wasn’t 
very filling, but it could keep them tided over for a while longer. 


Kirby decided on the Plasma ability, then entered the next room. 
Suddenly, a large orange chameleon appeared above them, Chameleo 
Arm. 


“Marx, Armin! Hide by the door, poyo! We’ll fight him!” Kirby 
yelled as both pink puffball and blue blob hopped into action. 


The Chameleo Arm tried to use his long tongue to grab Kirby, but 
the pink puffball attacked with Plasma Needle. The enemy jumped 
into the air and turned invisible, then spit out three colorful orbs. 
Gooey grabbed one with his tongue and repelled the attack. 


Kirby charged up his energy to release a Plasma Spark. Then the 
pink puffball attacked with a Plasma Arrow. The Chameleo Arm rolled 
into Kirby, knocking his ability away. 


The enemy spit up the colorful spheres. Kirby inhaled them to see if 
it would give him an ability. Much to the Chameleo Arm’s misfortune, 
it was the Paint ability. 


Gooey knew the drill and got out of the line of fire. Paint splattered 
everywhere, hitting the Chameleo Arm enemy and finishing it off once 
and for all. 


The four made a beeline for the exit, then found themselves at the 


entrance of the Old Tower once again. 
(watch?v = AYQZi49KYs0) 


“How?! HOW?! We... we just...” Gooey gaped, staring at the 
entrance in shock. 


“lve pretty much given up trying to understand this place, you 
know? I’m just gonna go with it now.” Marx said. 


“Hey, look over here.” Armin pointed to a doorway next to the Old 
Tower. 


“Why didn’t we see that earlier?!” Gooey replied, shocked. 


“Good job Armin, poyo!” Kirby raced into the room with Armin, a 
still shocked Gooey, and an unfazed Marx following. 


They were in the third mine cart area, and this one looked like a 
bumpy ride. Marx groaned. 


“What’s your problem? All you’ve done on this trip is complain!” 
Gooey scolded. 


“And all you’ve done is be an annoyance! At least I have a good 
reason for my actions, you know!” Marx retorted. 


“You’re way more annoying with your little girly voice and your 
‘you know’-ing and your confusing big words!” 


“At least I can say ‘big words’! I just have a better vocabulary than 
you.” 


The two hopped in the cart and the little jester and the blue blob 
continued to exchange insults. The cart began to roll on it’s four 
wheels. 


“You spoony bard!” 


“T am not a spoony bard! You’re the spoony one.” The little clown 
yelled. 


“You’re spoonier than I am!” 
“Spoonier isn’t a word!” 
“Tt is now because I just invented it!” 


Armin patted Kirby on the back as the young Star Warrior sighed 
and buried his face in his pink arms. 


Author’s Note: This is probably one of the most memetastic 
chapters I’ve ever written. I’m really proud of this one and I hope 


it makes up for the boring parts in previous chapters. This part of 
the story will be so memetastic, it should be illegal. Also, ’'m 
pretty content that I managed to upload this chapter so soon. The 
words just came to me as I wrote. Writing this chapter was so 
much fun! 


26. A Cave Story: The Final Frontier 


(watch?v = Il8Wggtyxp4) 


Kirby and his friends had found themselves in a beautiful garden 
area, a large contrast to the harsher terrains they encountered in the 
cave earlier. 


The pink puffball was worried. He had no idea where they were, or 
how long they might have been down here. Marx and Gooey were 
heading on to pins and needles with each other, supposedly because of 
‘cave madness’. Kirby didn’t exactly believe in the so called curse, but 
he was beginning to take some thought into it. Fumu and Bun must 
have noticed their absence by now, and the two were most likely 
worried at this point. 


Kirby was mainly trying to keep the team together, Armin was 
keeping himself occupied by gazing at the pretty flowers around them, 
Gooey was alternating between providing optimism and butting heads 
with Marx. The little jester in question was currently waiting out his 
boredom by singing random lyrics. 


shaped like eaaarsss!” 


“Will you stop singing?! You’ve been doing that for an hour!” 
Gooey yelled. 


Kirby sighed. To think that things were going so smoothly for a 
while... 


“Tm just trying to keep myself entertained, you know?!” Marx 
shouted back. 


“Oh, please! Look at your oddly shaped feet. That should keep you 
busy!” 

Kirby turned around and frowned at Gooey. Mostly because he 
insulted Marx, but also because... 

“Oh... well, your feet suit you nicely Kirby! They just look weird on 
him!” 


“Hey, Hey, Hey! If that isn’t the pot calling the kettle black then I 
don’t know what is! You’ve got a pretty weird tongue for you to be 
pointing out my ‘oddly shaped feet’!” 


“When did we start talking about cooking utensils?! Anyway, at 
least my tongue is really useful! What do your feet do besides hold up 
your weak little body?” Gooey barked. 


“Well, how about I show you!” Marx began to chase Gooey around 
with the intention of kicking the blue blob to kingdom come. 


“Don’t worry, Kirby. They’ll get tired eventually.” Armin stated. 
“T hope so, poyo...” 


The four eventually arrived in a room with three doors. Splitting up 
was out of the question, so they would have to enter one and hope for 
the best. It wasn’t the most thought out plan, but it was a plan. 


“T think we should go through the one on the left!” Gooey said. 


“Well, if you say it’s left, then it surely must be one of the other two 
that’s correct!” Marx protested. 


The two began to squabble once more, much to Kirby’s increasing 
frustration. 


“We’re going this way, poyo!” Kirby yelled, pointing to the door on 
the right. 


The clown and blob momentarily stopped their arguing in shock. 
Neither of them had heard Kirby raise his voice before. Unanimously, 
the group of four entered the door. 


(watch?v = kxFJ3KIAyLU) 


The moment they entered the room, they fell into a cannon. Before 
any of them had time to register what was happening, the cannon 
fired. Kirby and his friends screamed in shock as they were shot into 
another canon, then they were fired from that one as well. 


Kirby only had tome to grab a treasure chest from the floor as they 
were thrown into another cannon. After several series of cannons and 
more screaming, they finally landed in front of another door. 


“We're... we’re alive!” Gooey cheered. “We’re alive! We’re livers!” 
“It’s survivors, you idiot.” Marx icily corrected. 


“I’m not an idiot! The one who calls someone an idiot is the idiot!” 
The blue blob shouted. 


“Uh, why don’t we open that treasure chest?!” Armin suggested, 
much to Kirby’s relief. 


Inside was a Pegasus Wing. Satisfied with their find, they moved on 
to the next room. Kirby inhaled a Wheelie to turn into Wheel Kirby. 
After a short amount of walking, they were approached by a hostile 
green Bugzzy. 


The three stood back as Kirby turned into a big pink Wheel and 
barreled into the enemy. The Bugzzy never saw it coming, and the 
impact was so strong it made him pass out. Kirby turned around, but 
couldn’t stop rolling in Wheel form. Kirby hit something once again, 
only this time the recipient of the attack was a little blue blob. 


Gooey was flung into a nearby pillar, and it collapsed onto the Dark 
Matter before he had time to get up. 


“Gooey! Are you okay, poyo!” Kirby dug his friend out while Armin 
and Marx could only stare in absolute shock. 


“Hot wings...” Gooey mumbled. 


“Oh, he’s delusional. Which isn’t too far from the way he usually 
acts, you know?” Marx hummed. 


“T heard that!” Gooey hopped up, once again continuing his 
argument with the little clown. 


“Oh, look at that! Another treasure chest!” Armin stood between 
the two with a box in hand. 


The two stopped their bickering to look inside the box and find a 
Raccoon doll. The two seemed calm once again for the time being, 
and they continued onward. 


The next room was filled with water, much to their chagrin. They 
swam through the water, finding a treasure chest with a Shell Whistle 
inside. They entered the final door and they ended up... right where 
they started. They were back at the three doorways. 


“This... this place is evil!” Gooey wailed. 


“T’m not that surprised. In all honesty I was almost expecting it, you 
know?” Marx said blandly. 


“So we just need to go into another door!” Armin stated. 


“Right, poyo! So we'll go in this one now!” Kirby entered the left 
door this time, along with his friends. 


Kirby discarded his Wheel ability in exchange for the Jet ability. 
The team of four continued down the pathway until they stopped at 


three cannons. The first one didn’t work, the second one took them to 
a treasure chest with an Xmas Tree, and the third sent them rocketing 
towards the clouds. 


Kirby, Gooey, Marx, and Armin were now walking among the 
clouds. Gooey was dumbfounded. 


(watch?v = 4V-3MFTxaXg) 


“H-How?! We... we were in a cave, now we’re in the clouds! This 
makes no sense!” The blue blob shouted. 


“If we’re in the clouds, then all we need is to figure out a way to 
get down, you know?” Marx suggested. 


“Ooo! I have an idea!” Gooey said excitedly. 


“No! You’re not doing it again, nope nope!” Marx backed away 
from the blob. “We’ll just find a way down with Kirby’s help.” 


“Nobody got time for that!” Gooey grabbed Marx with his tongue, 
then jumped off the cloud they were standing on. 


Marx screamed as the two plummeted, gravity taking over. Kirby 
and Armin stood in shock, not expecting such an event to have taken 
place. They couldn’t hear any screaming anymore. 


“They’re... they’re gone...” Kirby gaped. 
Armin suddenly perked up. “Hey... do you hear that?” 


The pink puffball stopped his mourning to listen. He could hear 
faint and very familiar screaming. 


“It’s... it’s getting closer!” Armin said astounded. 


True to the Waddle Dee’s words, the screaming was getting closer. 
Suddenly, a familiar blue blob and a petrified lavender jester appeared 
in front of them. 


Marx hit the cloud face first. He was still screaming, but the cloud 
muffled the sound. Gooey landed on his back, his eyes were wide open 
in absolute disbelief. 


“We're... we’re still here... How do you jump off something and 
end up where you jumped?!” Gooey questioned stupefied. 


Marx rose up from the cloud, silently making his way over to the 
blue blob. Kirby could almost see flames in the little clown’s eyes. 


“Now... now Marx... Let’s be reasonable, poyo.” Kirby stood in 
front of Marx, trying to ward off Marx’s anger. 


“Reasonable? Reasonable?! That one isn’t being the slightest bit 
reasonable! This area isn’t reasonable! This whole cave doesn’t have 
the slightest bit of reason or consistency! So why should I have any 
reason either?!” 


Marx’s chest heaved after he finished his rant, his breathing 
becoming shallow. Kirby tried to give him a comforting hug, but the 
little jester hissed and jumped back. 


Marx collapsed onto the clouds once again. 
“Guys... we can’t let this place get to us, poyo...” Kirby said sadly. 
“T think it already has, Kirby.” Armin stated. 


“Hey, Hey, Hey. I just thought of something...” Marx hummed. 
“Kirby, why haven’t you gone crazy like the rest of us, you know?” 


“Or you, Armin?” Gooey asked. “Neither of you seem to be losing 
your marbles.” 


The truth was, Kirby was starting to lose it. He was starting to hear 
that voice that Armin spoke of, and he began to feel the same madness 
that Gooey and Marx were experiencing. However, he couldn’t show 
it. He knew that if he gave in to the madness, everything would be 
lost. 


The pink puffball had been trying to think of what Meta Knight 
would do in this situation, and Kirby decided that was trying to keep 
everyone sane and out of harm’s way. Kirby had been doing well at 
the latter, but the former left much to be desired. 


“Ah... I just try really hard to remember what’s important, poyo...” 
Kirby answered. 


“You saying that makes me want to try harder, Kirby!” Gooey 
beamed. “So what about you, Armin?” 


“T’ve never understood why outsiders went crazy in this cave. I’ve 
lived here all my life and I’ve never felt crazy at all.” Armin answered 
simply. 


“Wow... you two make it seem so easy.” Gooey said in awe. 
“We won't get anywhere if we just stay here, poyo. Let’s go on.” 
(watch?v = ObAmnCvDOVE) 


Kirby transformed into Wing Kirby, then the four began their 
traveling amongst the clouds. Through their travels, they found 


Ramia’s Scale, Kong’s Barrel, and Shiny Bamboo. It seemed like they 
were really making some progress. They entered the last door in the 
clouds, only to end up... where they started again. 


“HNNNG!” Gooey uttered sounds of frustration. 


“We're going to die here... we’re going to die here...” Marx 
whispered as if in a trance. 


“But... but wait, poyo! There’s only one door left!” Kirby pointed 
out. 


“Tf there’s only one door left, then it must be the right one!” Armin 
continued. 


Gooey and Marx trudged behind the pink puffball, the two weren’t 
even arguing anymore. This only worried the young Star Warrior 
further. 


This area looked similar to the ruins of the planet Rock Star. 
Throughout their travels in the ruins section, they found a strange 
artifact that seemed to be made of golden triangles with a space in the 
middle. Apparently it was called ‘the Triforce’. Maybe Curio would 
know what it was. 


They stopped in another resting room, which must have meant that 
they were making progress. Marx and Gooey seemed to have their 
energy back, as they were back to bickering with each other. Kirby 
switched his ability for the Bomb Copy Ability, much to Marx’s 
discomfort. 


“Marx, what’s wrong, poyo?” Kirby asked, noticing Marx inching 
away from him. 


“Now you stay away from me! I don’t want to be blown into 
oblivion, you know!” 


“You’re not afraid of a little firepower, are you?” Gooey asked 
mockingly. 

“Hey, Hey, Hey! You're not afraid of my foot making contact with 
your backside, are you?” Marx snapped. 


Kirby was getting tired of this tomfoolery. The pink puffball and 
Armin headed in the door, with the little jester and blue blob 
following closely behind. 


Inside the room was a giant statue of a golem. It’s face seemed to 
be frozen in a mocking smile. 


“Wow, this thing is creepy!” Gooey stared, wincing slightly. 


“This looks like one of those monsters made by mad scientists in 
the movies.” Marx mused. “They would probably want to use your 
brain for the monster, Gooey.” 


“What?! Why mine?!” Gooey frowned. 


“Because they would want a brain that hasn’t been used yet.” Marx 
smirked. 


“’.. You are mean to me.” 


Marx stood on the golem’s hand to get a better look. “Hey, Hey, 
Hey! I think I see a door over there!” 


The others looked in the direction he was pointing to with his foot. 
Surely enough, there was a door that they might have missed if it 
hadn’t been for the little jester’s eyesight. 


“Good job, Marx!” Armin said. 
“T didn’t even see that, poyo!” 


Marx grinned, then suddenly the hand he was standing on began to 
tremble. He thought the hand must have been unable to support his 
weight. Only it wasn’t that at all. The hand grabbed Marx and began 
to raise in the air. The little jester shrieked in fright. 


(watch?v = EbjzCLPKQ E) 


“Kirby, help! I-’m scared!” The lavender jester squirmed in the 
golem’s firm grip. 


“Kirby, what are we gonna do?!” Armin began to panic. 

“You put him down now!” Gooey yelled, charging for the golem. 

The golem simply flicked the angry blob away, sending him 
crashing into the cave’s wall. 

“Gooey!” Kirby gasped. “Are you okay?” 

“Where’s the uh, leak mam?” Gooey mumbled. 


“You... you hurt Gooey, poyo! You’re scaring Marx! How dare you, 
poyo!” Kirby frowned, then held out one of the bombs. 


Just when Kirby was about to throw the explosive, Wham Bam 
Rock held the hand with Marx in front of it’s face. It was going to use 
Marx as a living shield. Kirby couldn’t attack with his Bomb Copy 
Ability at the risk of gravely injuring Marx. 


“RAAAH!” Gooey got up from his spot and charged towards Wham 
Bam Rock once again. The golem dropped a heavy rock on the blob’s 
head, then flicked him again into the wall. 


“Gooey, are you still alive?!” Armin yelled. 
“FINLAND!” 


“Armin, what am I going to do, poyo? I can’t attack with this 
ability...” Kirby asked. 


Wham Bam Rock raised his other hand and tried to squash both 
Kirby and Armin. The pink puffball grabbed the Waddle Dee and dove 
to safety. The impact of the hand smacking on the floor sent several 
rocks on the floor. 


“Oh! I know what to do!” Armin stated. “Kirby, get rid of that 
ability and swallow one of those rocks!” 


The young Star Warrior complied, and swallowed a rock to become 
Stone Kirby. 


“Now what, poyo?” 

“Well, I just thought you needed help getting another ability...” 
“So you don’t know how I can hit it, poyo?” 

“Well... no.” 


Kirby face palmed. This was going to be more difficult than he 
thought. 


Wham Bam Rock slammed his hand down again, almost hitting 
Armin and Kirby this time. Armin scurried out of the way, and Kirby 
raised his defenses. 


“Hey, Hey, Hey! Kirby!” Marx called. “I got an idea! You see, every 
time it puts it’s hand on the ground, it leaves it’s hand open for attack, 
you know. Don’t try to attack it’s face! Go for it’s hand!” 


Kirby thought for a moment. Marx’s plan actually seemed plausible. 
Kirby waited for the golem to bring his hand down, then he jumped in 
the air. Then transformed into a stone statue. The impact caused the 
hand to withdraw immediately. 


Wham Bam Rock shook with anger, then quickly regained it’s 
composure. The golem tried to grab the puffball with his hand, but 
found it’s fingers crushed once again. The golem gritted it’s stone 
teeth and slammed it’s fist down. Kirby jumped on the hand again. 


Wham Bam Rock was shaking and shuddering in pure rage, much 


to it’s captive’s discomfort. 


“Ugh, I’m gonna be sick! Kirby, I can’t take much more of this, you 
know! The world’s going dark!” Marx’s eyes rolled around dizzily. 


“Hold on, Marx!” Kirby shouted, crushing another one of the stone 
golem’s fingers. 


Gooey teetered closer to the fight. “Yuh, Marp! Juh dun let gauh! 
Horld on tah yah haaat!” 


Kirby crushed the hand one final time, initiating several sparks to 
fly from the golem. Wham Bam Rock was defeated, the other hand 
crumbled apart. Kirby tried to catch the falling jester, only for his 
efforts to be in vain. Marx fell on his face on the cold hard floor. 


(watch?v = gzXkCh93iIU) 
“Krrbeh...” Marx said, his voice slightly muffled. 


“Yes, poyo?” Kirby responded worriedly, Armin and Gooey 
surrounding the little clown. 


Marx raised his head up, looking at Kirby with big impossibly cute 
eyes. “I-I wanna go home...” 


Kirby internally gasped. Marx said he wanted to go home. Marx 
was a traveler, so that meant... 


The pink puffball picked up the lavender child by the hat and 
squeezed him happily. Marx weakly struggled in Kirby’s grip. 


“Weh! You’re touching me! You touched my hat! I said no touching 
the awesome hat, you know?!” 


Kirby put down the little jester, much to Marx’s relief. Gooey 
hopped over to Marx, his head finally clear of the trauma. 


“Marx, I thought you were gonna diiiieee!” Gooey blubbered in 
relief. 


“And after all the yelling and the shouting and the insults... you 
still wanted to save me?” Marx asked, taken aback. 


“Of course! We’re friends! You may have gotten on my nerves, but I 
don’t want anything bad to happen to you!” 


Marx frowned slightly then thought. “These Dreamlanders are so 
painfully naive... but... they are quite friendly though... it’s a nice change 
of pace...” 


The four headed through the door to their left, they were in another 
mine cart area. For the first time on this wild adventure, there wasn’t 
any screaming, any hostile glances... there was just silence. Not the 
awkward kind of silence, but the peaceful sort. 


Once the ride had ended, they could see light streaming from 
above. They could hear a voice. 


(watch?v = PAInMmSth2M) 
“Kirby! Kiiirby!” It was a young girl’s voice. 
“Fumu! Fumu, poyo!” Kirby yelled. 


The yelling stopped. “Kirby? Where are you? I hear you, but I don’t 
see you.” 


“Hey, Hey, Hey! Madam Fortress Mommy! We’re down here!” Marx 
called out. 


“.,.Marx? You’re down there too?” 
“Me too! Gooey is also here!” The blob shouted. 
“Hold on! Pll call the Warp Star!” 


A few moments later, the Warp Star dove into the cave, then 
resurfaced moments later with Kirby, Gooey, Marx, and Armin. 


“Tm so glad you all are safe!” Fumu pulled Kirby in a hug, then 
grew serious. 


“How did you end up down there and what happened?” 
Then everyone started talking at once. 


“Fell in a cave! Nobody got time for that! Combustible Lemons! 
Screeeeech! FINLAND!” 


Those were the only words Fumu could make out of the jumble of 
dialogue. 


“Never mind! Kirby can tell me the full story later and... who are 
you?” She asked, looking at Armin who was currently distracted. 


“Is... is this what the surface looks like? Is this air? Is this surface 
world grass?!” Armin fell on the grassy terrain and rolled around in 
glee. 


“Can... can we get him a job at the castle, poyo?” Kirby asked 
hopefully. 


“T suppose so...” Fumu continued to stare at the ecstatic Waddle 


Dee rolling on the ground. 


Gooey suddenly perked up. “Hey wait! Let’s show her the treasure 
we found!” 


Everyone stopped what they were doing to excitedly open Kirby’s 
backpack, only to gasp when they noticed the giant rip at the bottom. 


“Everything...” Marx nearly sobbed. “Everything fell out... we got 
nothing out of this adventure.” 


Fumu was even more confused at this point. 


“Sure we did!” Gooey said, a light suddenly beaming down on him 
from above. 


(watch?v = juckXS8PktE) 


“Treasure isn’t the important thing at all! Our friendship is the best 
treasure in the world! We helped a lonely Waddle Dee see the outside 
world and we’re all much closer because of this experience! The 
important thing is, we grew a little on this quest and everyone is 
safe!” 


Kirby and Armin beamed, but Marx frowned. “Still, the treasure 
would have been kind of useful, you know.” 


Then Gooey gasped. “Hey guys... I just remembered something.” 


Then the blue blob produced a cell phone from somewhere, much 
to their shock. “It turns out, I had this with me the whole time! Isn’t 
that crazy that I remembered that just now?” 


(watch?v = QtG9L52FQY4) 


The little jester gritted his teeth.. He huffed and puffed, anger rising 
with each passing second. Just when everyone was about to tell Gooey 
to run, Marx suddenly deflated. 


“’..You know what? Forget this. I’m going on a nice long walk 
away from this... this insane tomfoolery.” 


Marx stomped off with Kirby following behind, much to Fumu’s 
amusement. 


“Wait, poyo! Pll go with you Marx, so you don’t have to be alone! 
Don’t be mad!” 


Author’s Note: Well, that’s a wrap. I’ve successfully finished 
this portion of the story, so now we can go back to the plot... or 
can we? What will our next chapter hold for us? Just so you 
know, Armin will become a recurring character. He’s going to get 


a job at the castle and maybe it’ll get him used to society. 


27. You Can Trust Me 


(watch?v = gfVbmH_TeX!I) 


It was another beautiful morning in Dreamland. Kirby awoke bright 
and cheerful just like every other regular morning, but today wasn’t 
meant to be just another day. No, it was going to be far from that. 
Today was the day that Kirby would try to convince Marx to stay in 
Cappy Town. 


He wouldn’t just come out and ask him though. This might put 
pressure on Marx, so Kirby decided to instead show him the best 
places in town and see if the little jester was interested. The pink 
puffball did his morning routine, then headed out the door. Just as 
Kirby was leaving his house, Tokkori stopped by seeming somewhat 
irritated. 


“Tokkori, poyo. What’s wrong?” 


“There’s this weird purple kid that’s camping out in a box nearby! I 
told him to scoot last night, but he just moved his box somewhere 
else! You’re the hero, you do something about it!” 


“Marx, poyo!” Kirby dashed off before the yellow bird could say 
anything else. 


Sure enough, Tokkori was right. Not too far from his house was a 
box with the lavender clown snoozing inside. The pink puffball 
worriedly shook Marx awake, wondering why he wasn’t over at 
Gooey’s cabin. 


“Marx!” 


“Objection!” The little jester’s eyes flew open. He tumbled out of 
his box and onto the cool grass in his shock. 


(watch?v = FLv7 MESfPfA) 


“Hey, Hey, Hey! How many times do I have to tell you?! Don’t 
touch me!” Marx frowned. 


“T’m sorry, poyo. But Marx, why were you sleeping in that box? You 
told me yesterday that you were staying at Gooey’s, poyo!” 


It was true that Marx had said he was going to stay at Gooey’s 
house after their adventure in the cave. However, it seemed to Kirby 


that the opposite had occurred. 
“About that... yeah I made that up.” Marx replied bluntly. 
“Marx! Why didn’t you stay at Gooey’s house, poyo?” 


“T told you yesterday. I had enough insane tomfoolery for the day 
and I wanted some peace, you know?” 


“But I would’ve let you stay in my house, poyo! I said you were 
welcome.” The pink puffball frowned. 


“Yeah... but you wouldn’t want me there for long, nope nope.” 
Marx avoided eye contact. 


“Yes I would, poyo. You’re my friend, and I don’t like knowing that 
you don’t have a warm safe place to sleep...” 


“Kirby, why do you have to talk like that? Now you’re making me 
feel bad!” Marx wiggled his feet as he sat on the grass. 


“Don’t feel bad, poyo! We’ve got a big day today!” 


Marx frowned. “It isn’t gonna be like yesterday, is it? Because I 
think I don’t ever wanna see another cave again, you know?” 


“It’s different this time! I’m gonna show my best friend Marx to 
everyone in town, poyo!” Kirby exclaimed proudly. 


Marx frowned again. “I... I don’t know if that’s such a good idea, 
Kirby. I’ve been trying to be inconspicuous.” 


“What’s that mean, poyo?” The pink puffball asked. 


“Inconspicuous means to not attract or draw attention to oneself.” 
Marx answered without even having to think. 


“We’re just going to the town, poyo. Everyone is friendly, and we 
won't do anything that you really don’t like.” 


“Really? Really really? So that means I won’t have to do anything 
embarrassing, like you showing me to everyone in town wearing a 
salmon suit?” 


“No, poyo! I just want you to feel happy and have fun today!” Kirby 
replied cheerfully. 


“Well...” Marx looked away from the pink puffball, appearing as if 
he was in deep thought. 


Kirby played with his hands nervously. This wasn’t how Kirby had 
thought this conversation would turn out. What if he was still mad 


about yesterday? 


“Well... I suppose you should lead the way, you know?” Marx 
replied. 


Kirby uttered a happy squeal and almost hugged Marx, but then he 
remembered the little jester’s sensitivity. So instead, the pink puffball 
decided to walk next to him. Kirby wasn’t touching him, but he was 
close enough to let Marx know that he would be there for him. 


(watch?v = AYRNM3mRNLs) 


Soon enough the two arrived in the village, and their first stop was 
at the town’s square. The villagers began to murmur and stare at the 
little jester. Marx tried to conceal himself behind Kirby. 


“Kirby... they’re staring at me...” Marx whispered. 


The pink puffball thought it was odd that the little jester, a 
performer, was so nervous in front of a crowd. He was so adorable and 
funny, so why would he be shy around a few people? 


Chief Borun and his wife Sato approached them. 


“Hello Kirby. Who’s that behind you? Never seen you before.” Chief 
Borun stared at Marx. 


Marx shrunk further behind Kirby. 


“Aww, dear your scaring the child.” Sato giggled. “He’s so cute 
too!” 


“Hey, Hey, Hey! I’m not cute!...’m handsome.” Marx puffed up his 
cheeks, only proving Sato’s claims. 


“This is Chief Borun and his wife Sato, poyo. Borun is the town’s 
officer.” Kirby explained. 


“So... there’s crime in this village?” Marx asked. 


“Well, there’s only one criminal in town, but he’s not dangerous.” 
Sato stated, noticing the look of worry on the jester child’s face. 


“Not dangerous?!” Chief Borun crossed his arms. “Doron will steal 
anything that isn’t nailed down! He’s got the stickiest hands I’ve ever 
seen on anyone! He’d take everything in Cappy Town if he could, 
kitchen sink and all!” 


Marx looked at the beach ball by his side. He really didn’t want to 
lose it... 


“Don’t worry, poyo. We won’t let anyone take your ball.” Kirby 


reassured. 


“Ahem, anyway...” Chief Borun coughed. “It’s quite rare for visitors 
to travel through here. Who are you and what are you doing here?” 


“My name is Marx. I’m a jester and I travel all across Pop Star, 
mhmm!” 


“A jester? Are you here to work for the king?” Sato asked. 


“No, I’m just traveling, you know? Kirby thought I should stay here 
for a while.” Marx answered. 


“This is a nice village to stay in. It’s quiet and nothing usually goes 
on here.” Sato said. 


“If you count a penguin stealing all the food in town, a giant metal bird 
stealing crops, and a cave that has it’s own alternate dimensions 
nothing...” Marx thought. 


“Tll keep that in mind.” The little jester said. 


Kirby continued his tour for his little jester friend. As they walked 
by the watermelon fields, the pink puffball’s stomach began to growl. 
As much as he wanted to eat a few watermelons, he would likely get 
into trouble. Today was about Marx after all. 


(watch?v = 5xD1FAOJI84) 


“Oh no you don’t!” A Cappy ran from his house and towards Kirby. 
“You’re not destroying my crops again! Eat eat eat! That’s all you do!” 


“That’s not it, poyo! I was just leaving.” The young Star Warrior 
answered honestly. 


“Don’t you lie! You were going to eat all those watermelons and 
make a run for it!” The Cappy argued. 


“No! I was just showing Marx around the town today, poyo!” 


Marx could feel the Cappy’s eyes scan him over, silently judging 
him. 


“T don’t like outsiders in this town. You’re a suspicious kid running 
around, and to top that you’re pretty stupid looking.” 


The little jester frowned, seeming hurt. Then he narrowed his eyes. 
“T may be stupid looking, but I bet I’m smarter than you, you know?” 


The Cappy growled, then suddenly a voice was heard. 


“Kirby! Marx! What are you two doing?” Fumu and Bun were 


running to them. 


“Those two were going to eat all the watermelons in my field! Then 
they were going to run away!” The Cappy pointed at the two. 


“Kirby, is this true?” Fumu asked. 


“No, poyo! Honest! I was taking Marx around Cappy Town.” The 
pink puffball answered. 


“You don’t honestly believe him, do you?!” The Cappy yelled. 
“If Kirby said he’s innocent, then I believe him.” Fumu frowned. 


“Besides, you have all of these watermelons and you never eat any 
of them!” Bun said. “You won’t even sell them! So what’s the point in 
having them here if they’re just going to rot?” 


“They’re MY watermelons on MY property. They can stay uneaten 
and rot for eight months if I want em too!” The Cappy yelled 
defiantly. 


“See, people like you are why I never stay in one place for too long, 
you know?” Marx retorted. 


“That’s a great idea! Go! Don’t stay here. Go somewhere else far 
from here where we'll never see you again! Armless freak...” The 
Cappy grumbled as he retreated to his house. “Stupid brats...” 


“Sis, I hope you report him...” Bun sighed. 


“Oh, I am. I’m telling Papa and Mayor Len about this. Ever since he 
moved here, he’s done nothing but complain and harass any 
passerby.” Fumu replied angrily. 


The little jester frowned and looked at his feet. He wanted to go 
back to his box... 


“Don’t take it personally, Marx.” Bun said. “That guy doesn’t like 
anybody. He’s just a jerk, plain and simple.” 


The little jester still frowned, desperately wanting to go back to the 
outskirts of the town. Kirby noticed his troubled behavior and gave a 
pleading look to Fumu. He didn’t want Marx to leave. 


“Hey... why don’t we go to Kawasaki’s? You’re hungry, right 
Kirby?” Fumu suggested. 


“Who’s Kawasaki?” Marx asked. 


“He runs the town’s best restaurant, poyo! Well, it’s the town’s only 
restaurant...” Kirby explained. 


Bun stood next to Fumu. “I thought you wanted to make Marx feel 
better, not land him in the clinic!” He whispered. 


“Kirby likes the food there, and if Marx doesn’t like the food then 
I’m sure Kirby would get him food he would like from somewhere.” 
Fumu replied. 


(watch?v = DxyTRs6_C7E) 


The four walked to Kawasaki’s restaurant. Kirby wiggled with glee 
as he told Marx about the food and what he would recommend. The 
lavender clown seemed to be in good spirits by the time they all sat 
down at a table in the restaurant. 


Chef Kawasaki arrived at their table, noticing the new customer. 
“Hello there! I haven’t seen you here before.” 


“This is Marx, poyo. He’s a traveling jester.” Kirby introduced his 
friend. 


“Ooh! A traveler! You’ve probably tasted all sorts of cuisine from all 
over Pop Star! You’ve decided to visit this humble little restaurant?” 
Kawasaki clapped his hands in glee. 


Marx felt a little overwhelmed by all the attention, especially since 
the Cappies from the other tables were now looking at him. 


“So, what would you like? If I can make it, then it’s yours!” The 
chef asked. 


Fumu had told Marx on their way to the restaurant about Kawasaki 
and his failures in cooking. One of the only things that Kawasaki made 
that was a smash hit was his extremely hot and spicy food that he 
made when Dedede had opened his own restaurant with a chef Demon 
Beast. 


“Hehe. I bet you to order the hot ramen.” Bun said. 
“Bun! That could actually hurt him!” Fumu scolded. 


Marx thought it over. “I actually prefer sweet things instead, you 
know? I like spicy things every once in a while, but... I’ll have a 
lemon meringue pie.” 


“Right away!” Kawasaki ran into the kitchen. 


“Aw, I wanted to see how you’d handle hot food...” Bun sighed, 
only to be nudged slightly by his sister. 


“T really don’t like spicy food that much...” Marx sighed. 


In the kitchen, Kawasaki was scrambling around trying to complete 


everyone’s orders. In his haste, he accidentally spilled a jar of red 
pepper juice without his notice. Into Marx’s pie. 


Kawasaki arrived with the dishes. He set the pie in front of Marx. 
Marx sniffed. “This pie smells a bit funny, mhmm...” 


“Well, that’s to be expected if it came from Kawasaki.” Bun 
answered. 


“True, very true!” The chef laughed. 
(watch?v = KFPB2sVUXGI) 


The little jester carefully took a bite of the pie, when suddenly 
everyone gasped. They could see and smell the red pepper juice from 
the pie. Everyone in the restaurant began to murmur, some covering 
their eyes waiting for Marx’s reaction. 


They were expecting the little clown to jump in the air and begin 
screaming, but it never came. Instead, Marx stuck out his tongue and 
scrunched up his eyes. 


“T asked for a lemon meringue pie! Why would you put pepper 
juice in my pie?!” Marx frowned. 


He obviously wasn’t happy with his pie, but the spiciness of the 
peppers seemed to have no effect on him. His face only had a small 
red tint, and he seemed perfectly capable of talking. 


“Well? Was this some sort of prank, you know?” Marx narrowed his 
eyes at the chef. 


“This was an accident! I promise you it was an accident! Please 
don’t be mad!” Kawasaki apologized. 


Marx frowned while Kirby gave him a worried look. The lavender 
child sighed. 


“You promise this wasn’t a sign of hostility towards me?” Marx 
asked. 


“Tt was an accident! I wouldn’t do that to a customer on purpose!” 
Kawasaki defended himself. 


“Really really? You mean it?” He asked with big eyes. 
“Really!” 
“...Very well then. I believe you. Mhmm.” 


Kawasaki sighed with relief. A half an hour later, everyone had 


finished their meals. Marx didn’t order anything else, which was 
probably a good thing for his health. 


(watch?v = f3hSTmXPQSg) 


The four headed out of the restaurant with the little jester being 
very silent. Kirby wanted the day to go perfectly, but... 


“Marx, it really was an accident.” Fumu said. 
“T... [ know...” Marx sighed. 
“Then why are you still sad?” Bun asked. 


“Sad? Who said I was sad?” Marx said unconvincingly. “No sadness 
here... nope nope... everything’s peaches and cream, you know...” 


“Then why do you sound like that?” Bun questioned. 
“You know what? Just forget it...” Marx began to walk away. 


“No, wait poyo!” Kirby stepped in front of Marx. “I’m sorry you’re 
having a bad time! I promise to make it up to you, poyo! Don’t 
leave...” 


Kirby pleaded with Marx to not go. He didn’t want to lose his 
friend, and the way things were going it seemed to be a high 
possibility. 


Marx looked at the pink puffball and sighed. “...How can I say no 
to that kind of face?” 


The young Star Warrior cheered and almost hugged Marx, but 
remembered his friend’s policy on touching. However, Kirby was very 
surprised when the little jester gently bumped into his side. Kirby 
assumed this was Marx’s way of showing appreciation. 


“Well Kirby, where are you going to take me now, hmm?” The 
lavender child asked. 


“Uhh...” Kirby looked at Fumu and Bun for assistance. 


“We could go to Professor Curio’s house and see if he’s found 
anything.” The Cappy girl suggested. 


(watch?v = x8 _-P4znKJo) 


The four made their way to the professor’s museum. Fumu knew 
that it Marx would be more comfortable if he was in a less occupied 
area. This comforted the little clown somewhat, though he still 
seemed somewhat uneasy. 


Marx gazed in awe at the ancient artifacts on the shelves. Kirby was 
happy to see that he was enjoying himself. Then the professor greeted 
them. 


“Hello Fumu. It’s always nice of you to stop by.” The older Cappy 
said. 


“Professor Curio, we’re showing a friend around Cappy Town. This 
is Marx.” The Cappy girl motioned to Marx, only to see the little jester 
across the room admiring a vase. 


“Be careful not to break it. That vase is an ancient artifact of the 
early Cappy settlers.” The professor explained. 


“Mhmm!” Marx nodded. “Judging by the vase’s appearance... I’d 
say it’s 20,000 years old, you know!” 


Fumu and Curio gasped. He got the exact age of the vase correct. 


“Tt warms my heart to see someone so young so informed about 
history...” The professor said in awe. 


Bun stood next to the jester. “How did you know that?” 


“Uh... it was a lucky guess! Yup! Just a lucky guess. Mhmm.” Marx 
answered. 


Fumu crossed her arms. She knew that he had exact knowledge of 
the artifact, but why would he try t hide his knowledge? Something 
was suspicious here... 


“Marx... how did you know about that vase?” Fumu asked. 


“Uh... Hey, Kirby! Doesn’t that pot over there have nice pictures on 
it? Let’s go look at it!” Marx dashed off with Kirby, ignoring the 
persistent girl. 


After a while of looking at the various pottery and artifacts, the 
four left and tried to decide where they would go next. 


“Marx... where do you want to go, poyo?” Kirby asked, deciding it 
was time the jester got to do what he wanted to do for once. 


“Well...” Marx thought. “Does the town have a library?” 


“Yeah, there’s one in the castle.” Bun answered, slightly surprised. 
“Out of all the places here, why would you want to go to some 
library?” 


“Bun! If that’s where he wants to go, then that’s where we'll take 
him.” Fumu scolded. 


“Really?!” Marx beamed. “I get to go to the castle? But won’t the 
king get mad if he sees me, you know?” 


“Cmon, what’s he gonna do?” Bun scoffed. “Besides, I’m sure he’s 
still hurt from that landing after he fell from that other castle.” 


(watch?v =7G_aaak-tDE) 


The children headed into the castle’s library without any 
disturbance. Bun headed off to the paranormal section as usual, but 
dragged Kirby along to show him some comics. Fumu watched Marx 
scurry to the history section, her interest growing. The little jester 
read the titles of the books, then settled on one named ‘Life, The 
Gamble Galaxy, and Everything.’ 


The book was very thick and it was a challenging read, even for 
Fumu. She stared somewhat amazed that someone as young as Marx 
was trying to read it, and actually seemed to understand it. He seemed 
genuinely interested by the book’s contents, and it seemed the world 
around him was forgotten for the moment. 


Fumu sat next to Marx, the little clown not noticing her movement. 
“Marx.” She tried to get his attention. 


He continued to read his book, her voice not reaching him. She 
spoke a little louder, but it seemed to have no effect. 


“MARX!” Fumu yanked the book away from his sight. 


“Bad noise!” The little jester’s eyes went wide, and he nearly fell off 
his chair. 


Fumu knew it wasn’t polite to yell in a library, but she hated being 
ignored. When Marx seemed to recover his wits, he narrowed his eyes 
and frowned. 


“Hey Hey Hey! Why would you do that?!” 
“You weren’t answering me.” 


“Well? Don’t just leave me in suspense, you know. What do you 
want?” The frown on Marx’s face was still there. 


Fumu looked at the book in her hand. “Why did you pick this 
book?” 


“Because I wanted to read it.” Marx answered, still slightly bitter. 


Fumu decided to ignore his smart reply. “This is a very advanced 
book. Why would someone as young as you choose that as your first 
choice? I thought you might like books with a lot of pictures in them.” 


“This book has pictures in it.” 


Fumu stifled a groan. “Yes, but they’re very complex pictures. Some 
of them are maps and diagrams, or pictures with subjects like 
frightening creatures.” 


“So? What’s your point? Are you jealous that there’s someone else 
rivaling your intellect around, you know?” Marx asked. 


“My point is, that isn’t something that a normal child would pick! 
What is there to be jealous of?!” Fumu answered, somewhat 
exasperated. 


(watch?v = NGD7 2gpF168) 
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...” Marx looked down at his two feet, avoiding all eye contact 
with the girl. 


“I know that...” He continued to stare at his feet. 


She slowly looked down to see the blank look on Marx’s face. He 
still wouldn’t look at her. Then what she had said began to sink into 
her mind. 


“T know that I’m not like other kids... ’ve known it for a long 
time...” 


“I... I didn’t mean...” 


“And you're right. I can’t be like other kids either...” A quiet sniffle 
went unheard by the Cappy girl. 


“Well... why can’t you?” Fumu asked. 
“Because... because I’m not like them... you know?” 


Fumu began to feel slightly guilty for her earlier outburst. She had 
no idea it would’ve affected the lavender child this way. However, it 
was about more than the book or his intellect. She continued to forget 
the fact that he didn’t have arms. Life was probably difficult enough 
without them, but her comments had just rubbed salt into the wound. 


“Marx.” She spoke more gently. “You aren’t like other children, but 
you’re very smart for your age. How did you learn such advanced 
material when you’re so young? Who taught you?” 


“...” The little jester slowly looked up at her. “I... I did...” 
“What is that supposed to mean?” Fumu asked, slightly puzzled. 


“You wouldn’t understand... nobody does, you know.” His voice 
sounded somewhat shaky. “Why should I tell you?” 


Fumu was getting tired of nearly begging him to talk to her. She 
wasn’t understanding that the little jester obviously didn’t want to talk 
about it. Just when she was about to open her mouth again, she heard 
another voice. 


(watch?v = tWHaohWyc0I) 


“You can trust me, poyo. I promise Pll keep it a secret.” Kirby 
suddenly appeared next to Marx, sensing his discomfort. 


“Kirby... how long have you...?” Fumu started. 


“A while, poyo.” Kirby turned to Marx. “It’s okay, you can tell me 
when you want to.” 


Fumu was about to argue, still not getting the answers she wanted. 
Then she had a better idea. 


“Come on, Bun. We need to go.” The girl said. 


“But... but why? You dragged me here so I might as well— Hey!” 
Bun was being dragged by his sister out of the library. 


“Sis, what are you doing?” Bun asked, somewhat annoyed. 


“Ssh! I think they’re talking.” She answered, staying just outside of 
the library’s entrance. 


“’..You need help. Do you always have to know everything about 
everyone?” Bun retorted. 


“Tf you don’t like it, then just go.” Fumu narrowed her eyes. 


Bun rolled his unseen eyes covered by his hair, then left his sister 
by the door. She tried to hear their conversation, but found that their 
voices were to soft. She decided that she would just ask Kirby what 
the little jester told him. Surely the pink puffball would tell her, right? 
He’s known her much longer than he’s known Marx. 


Giving up with a sigh, she walked down the hallway in thought. In 
the library, Kirby gave a sigh of relief. 


“T think she’s gone, poyo. Do you wanna talk about it now?” 
Marx frowned and began to stare at the ceiling. 


“You don’t have to if you don’t want to, poyo!” Kirby said 
reassuringly. 


“No... I... I think I might feel better if I talked about it, you know.” 
(watch?v = ZV1t-Gsmdt4) 


Marx gave an uneasy breath. “Well... where do I start? When I was 
little... littler... I had a lot of free time and spent most of it reading. I 
had so many questions that I wanted answered... I read so many 
books trying to find answers to those questions, you know.” 


Kirby listened with growing interest. Marx was talking as if his 
explanation was coming directly from his heart. The pink puffball 
scooted closer, nodding for the little clown to continue. 


“T continued reading. I read all the books made for my age, and I 
still didn’t have my questions answered, nope nope... So I moved on 
to higher level material. The content became more difficult to 
understand, but I continued to read... I often read with a book on one 
side and a dictionary on the other.” 


Kirby had his own questions that were stirring around in his mind, 
but he decided to wait until Marx was at a stopping point. The pink 
puffball understood what it was like to have questions but none of the 
answers. 


“Eventually, it became easier and easier to read the books, you 
know. I read every one that caught my eye, then I moved on to the 
next reading level. I learned so many things, and so many questions 
were answered and many still remain ambiguous... but the most 
important question of all is still as far from being solved as it was 
then...” 


“..What was it, poyo?” Kirby asked in a very quiet voice. 


“T can’t ever tell anyone what it is! It’s too much for anyone to 
comprehend besides me, you know!” 


“Okay... you don’t have to tell me, poyo.” The pink puffball smiled 
sweetly. 


Marx gave a weak grin. “Thank you... It’s just... it’s so personal... 
it’s one of the reasons I became a traveler, you know... I thought that 
if I could move around Pop Star, then maybe I could find the answer 
to my most important question...” 


“Well, poyo. I hope you find it someday.” 


“Haha... I think that maybe I might be on the right track, you 
know. I might find my answer in this very town, but I'll probably have 
to stay a little longer. This is the longest I’ve ever stayed in one place, 
Mhmm!” 


Kirby tried his hardest to hold in his excitement. Marx was staying 
a while longer, despite the pink puffball’s plans for the day not going 
exactly according to plan. He could squeal from the amount of 
happiness he was feeling at the moment. 


“Hey, Hey, Hey. Maybe... you could show me the rest of the town 
sometime? And maybe... we could try making that picnic happen 
again sometime... you know?” 


This time Kirby did squeal. The pink puffball grabbed the little 
jester in a hug, only to let go when he remembered the ‘no touching’ 
rule. Kirby was surprised beyond belief when he felt the jester slowly 
lean on him for a few seconds. 


Most likely... it was Marx’s way of hugging someone. 


Author’s Note: Sorry for the long wait everyone! Life was 
giving me lemons and it took a while to make life take them 
back. 


In this chapter, Marx gets a little more familiar with the town 
and we get a better look at his personality. It would seem there’s 
much more to this little jester than a cool hat and being funny. 
Now they’re really starting to connect, and Marx is beginning to 
let Kirby get closer to him. I always thought that the two were 
good friends until... well, those that have played Super Star/Ultra 
know. 


28. The Fantastic Scrumptious Gourmet Race 


In Castle Dedede, a penguin king was opening his eyes for the first 
time that day. After so many days of being bed ridden, he was finally 
free to carry on his normal routine. He stepped out of bed and dressed 
himself in his usual kingly robes. However, something felt off... 


(watch?v = UPB2KObmQeU) 


Dedede decided to ignore the feeling. He walked down the hallway, 
when suddenly a group of Waddle Dees began to stare at him. The 
looks upon their faces showed utter shock and disbelief. 


“Was I out so long they thought I kicked the bucket?” Dedede thought. 


The strangeness only continued once he passed by Parm and 
Memu’s apartment. Their mouths were opened in utter shock as well. 
Fumu had to do a double take and Bun rubbed his eyes. 


“Feh. They’re just upset because I’m back to being the king.” The 
penguin king thought and smirked. 


However, the true surprise awaited him when he reached Escargon 
and Bandana Dee. When he met his two closest staff members, he was 
expecting a joyous greeting. Instead, he was treated to seeing 
Escargon’s paled face. Bandana Dee’s eyes were wide in horror. 


“What? What’s wrong?! Everyone’s been acting weird! Now you 
two?!” Dedede shouted in confusion. 


Escargon tried to answer, but the action proved to be too much. 
The snail fainted on the red carpet of the throne room. Dedede turned 
to Bandana Dee, who could only point at the penguin king and shout 
the following. 


“The end! The end is NIGH!” Bandana Dee scrambled down the 
halls screaming the phrase. 


“I don’t know what’s going on... but I’m gonna find out.” 


The king of Dreamland decided to seek the one person in the castle 
who would tell him point blank what was wrong. The penguin roamed 
the halls looking for the blue masked knight, and he wasn’t in his 
room or outside training. 


Dedede was starving, so he figured he might as well go to the 


kitchen since he couldn’t find Meta Knight. Once he arrived in the 
kitchen, he found the blue knight sitting at a table about to eat a 
bagel. He lifted his mask slightly, only enough to take a bite. 


“So that’s how he eats with the mask on...” Dedede thought, then 
remembered why he wanted to find the knight in the first place. 


“Sir Meta Knight.” The penguin king walked into the room. 


The blue knight looked up from his bagel. He stared at the king for 
a few moments, then set the bagel down. Meta Knight folded his 
hands on the table, not tearing his attention away from Dedede. 


“Yeah yeah, I know. Something is wrong with me apparently! But 
what is it?!” Dedede demanded. 
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Meta Knight’s eyes flashed green for a moment. “...You haven’t 


noticed?” 


Dedede gulped. “S-Sir Meta Knight... what’s going on? Sir Meta 
Knight?” 


The blue knight still remained quiet. The penguin king began to 
shake. Was it so bad that even Sir Meta Knight couldn’t tell him what 
was wrong? 


“Sir Meta Knight! Tell me what’s wrong with me!” Dedede couldn’t 
take any more of the tension. 


“Your Majesty, there are times when actions speak louder than 
words. This is one of those times.” Meta Knight hopped off of his 
chair, then retrieved a mirror and gave it to the king. 


The king of Dreamland looked into the mirror only to scream at the 
sight. He dropped the mirror as his startled cry was heard across the 
castle. 


Somehow over the time the king had been bedridden, his skin had 
turned to a sickly color. His arms looked much thinner and seemed 
weaker. His clothes felt much more loose. 


(watch?v = joTZO0qcAa7w) 


In the next ten minutes, all the castle staff arrived at Dr. Yabui’s 
clinic. Dedede may not be the nicest person in the galaxy, but they 
were still worried for his well being. Bandana Dee was 
hyperventilating as he stood next to the king. 


“Hey, kid.” Dedede said slowly. “If this doesn’t go away, then 


there’s something I want you to do for me...” 


“It’s not gonna come to that!” Bandana Dee shouted in worry. “But 
if it does, I promise to bury you under the nicest most beautiful tree in 
Dreamland, Great King!” 


“What?” Dedede crossed his now thin arms. “I was gonna say that if 
Dr. Yabui couldn’t do anything about it, you guys were gonna have to 
do something about it. What did you think I was gonna say?” He gave 
Bandana Dee a suspicious look. 


“Oh um... heh heh... Dr. Yabui! Are you having any luck with 
those books?!” Bandana Dee yelled. 


“Well, I may have found something...” Dr. Yabui hummed. 


Well?! Out with it! Tell us what’s wrong with our king! “Escargon 
yelled. 


“Very well then. Side effects include lethargy, irritability, 
inattentiveness, and hunger.” Dr. Yabui explained. 


“Sounds like regular Dedede to me.” Bun said, then Memu shushed 
him. 


“T wasn’t finished. That was stage one, this is stage two.” The 
doctor cleared his throat, then continued. 


“Stage two includes weight loss, muscle loss, discoloration of the 
skin, and then... oh...” 


“What? What is it?!” Escargon shouted. 


“Dr. Yabui! What’s gonna happen to me?!” The penguin king 
shouted. 


The Cappy doctor cleared his throat uncomfortably. “And then 
leading to expiration...” 


Everyone gasped in shock. Dedede turned a pale white, then fell to 
the floor. 


“My life! Measured in seconds!” The king of Dreamland shouted 
dramatically. 


Meta Knight scanned over the book for a moment. He pointed at an 
area on the page and murmured something. 


“Oh! Perspiration! Not expiration. Sorry everyone.” Dr. Yabui 
announced. 


The room seemed to relax. Dedede found the strength to get back 


on his feet. 


“So... what sort of illness do I have?” Dedede asked, fearing the 
answer. 


“Oh, it’s really nothing. No illness. The discoloration of the skin, the 
loss of weight and muscle? You’ve been in the castle so long without 
properly eating or moving, that’s it’s effects. Quite common in your 
species.” 


“So there’s nothing wrong with me?” The penguin asked. 
“You'll be better after you start eating again and—” 

“So all I have to do is eat and I’ll be back to normal?!” 
“Well some exercise is involved but—” 

“UUUGH!” Dedede groaned. “Who wants to do that?!” 


Then a broad grin spread on the king’s face. “Wait... why not 
combine the two?” 


The grin on his face was enough to let Fumu know that he had 
some crazy idea. Dedede suddenly raced out of the office when he 
caught sight of a familiar pink puffball. The other castle staff followed 
him to see what events were about to unfold. 


“Kirby!” Dedede pointed dramatically. “I challenge you to a 
Gourmet Race!” 


(watch?v = 6G7 RuTk-HRs) 
“What... is a Gourmet Race?” Marx asked in disbelief. 
“IT was hoping you knew, poyo.” 


Shortly after Dedede’s challenge, Kirby went to find his friend 
Marx. Fumu didn’t seem to know what a Gourmet Race was, so he 
decided to ask his traveling buddy. Unfortunately, it seemed the little 
jester didn’t know either. 


Marx had once again decided to reside in a box for the night. Even 
though Marx had told him he was going to the hotel again, it turned 
out the jester had fibbed once again. His antics were really starting to 
worry the pink puffball. 


“Well, gourmet means a connoisseur of good food or a person of 
discerning palate. So I assume it has something to do with food and 
running, you know.” Marx mused. 


“Tf it has something to do with food, poyo, then it must be good!” 
Kirby cheered. 


“Unfortunately we have no way of knowing until the tubby penguin 
decides to explain himself.” Marx sighed. 


“Dedede! What are you planning?!” Fumu shouted. 


Fumu and Bun were questioning the king as he was giving 
instructions to the Waddle Dee chefs. To have a Gourmet Race, one 
must have food after all. Even if no one knew what a Gourmet Race 
was. 


“T told you! ’'m planning a Gourmet Race!” Dedede answered 
angrily. 


“Yeah, but what is it?” Bun asked. 


Dedede sighed with irritation. “It’s a race that involves eating and 
running. You eat while you run. That’s a Gourmet Race.” 


“Dedede, that’s a terrible idea!” Fumu said, already imagining the 
consequences, 


“Silence! Silence! Silence! It’s a good idea! I’ll be getting my food 
and running at the same time! This king will be back to his old self 
before you know it!” The penguin king marched out of the room. 


Escargon grumbled then shouted. “And exercising like a normal 
person is out of the question apparently!” 


(watch?v = RZUpLOfsURO) 


Kirby and Marx were killing time by tossing around ideas for their 
next tour. Marx decided he wanted to see the beach and the 
surrounding forests. They continued to enthusiastically talk about 
their plans. until suddenly Escargon drove next to the two in Dedede’s 
car. 


“His majesty is waiting for you Kirby.” Escargon pointed to the 
backseat, motioning him to get in. 


The pink puffball hopped in the back seat with Marx crawling in 
next. 


“Excuse me, just where do you think you’re going?” Escargon 
scoffed, eyeing the little jester. 


“Tm going with him of course, mhmm. You can’t expect him to 
compete in a competition without his best friend to cheer for him, you 
know.” Marx explained. 


“And just what makes you think a common outsider is allowed at 
his majesty’s event? You’re not coming!” 


Kirby frowned until Marx’s lip wobbled. “Well... well... what if I 
make this face?” 


The lavender clown unleashed his sad pitiful expression upon 
Escargon. It was too much, even for someone as bitter as the snail. 


“Uh... fine. How much trouble could you possibly cause there 
anyway?” Escargon said as he began driving. 


Marx squealed in happiness and kicked his feet. “This is the first 
time I’ve ever been in a car! It’s so exciting!” 


Kirby giggled at Marx’s reaction to the vehicle. Even Escargon 
cracked a slight grin, but hid it quickly. He had a reputation to uphold 
after all. 


They stopped at a large hill but there was no sign of Dedede. Kirby 
and Marx hopped out of the car, then the pink puffball dozed off on 
the hill. He decided if the king wasn’t here then it wouldn’t hurt to 
take a little nap. 


(watch?v = A9dv-FYRKCU) 


An unknown amount of time later, the young Star Warrior was 
awoken. The penguin king stood in front of him, holding a cupcake 
and an apple. He tossed both in the air, then ate them in one bite. 
Dedede smirked, brimming in confidence. 


Kirby looked around to see not only the castle staff, but most of the 
village was there as well to watch the race. The pink puffball felt 
slightly giddy at the scene, eager to compete in whatever the Gourmet 
Race was supposed to be. 


Escargon held a microphone up to his mouth. “Attention, 
commoners! His majesty has invited you villagers to be spectators in 
the first annual Gourmet Race!” 


The Cappies murmured quietly amongst themselves before erupting 
into one question in unison. 


“What’s a Gourmet Race?!” 


“To explain that question I’m sure everyone (including myself) is 
asking, the captains of the Waddle Dees will take the floor. 
Introducing, Commander Waddle Doo and Bandana Dee.” 


Commander Doo took the microphone and Bandana Dee carried a 
board with a few pictures on it. The Waddle Doo began explaining the 
rules of the Gourmet Race. 


“His Highness King Dedede and Kirby will race in an obstacle 
course. On their way through the race, they must eat food as they run. 
There are three parts to the race.” 


Bandana Dee pointed to three separate pictures on the board. “The 
three areas the Gourmet Race will take place in are Pumpkin Grand, 
Corn Hall, and Onion Garden.” 


Commander Waddle Doo continued. “The race also contains a point 
system. Each piece of food is one point. A Maxim Tomato is worth five 
points. Reaching the goal is worth thirty points. Whoever has the most 
points at the end of the three races is the winner.” 


Fumu crossed her arms. “It seems simple enough, but there must be 
a catch somewhere.” 


“T think he’s actually serious with this.” Bun chimed in. “I think he 
really just wants the Gourmet Race.” 


“Tt’s a terrible idea though! It’s probably the worst idea he’s ever 
put into action!” Fumu complained. 


“But it does seem quite exciting.” Memu added. “And all the food 
looks delicious.” 


They couldn’t argue with that statement. The Waddle Dees had 
done a wonderful job of providing for the race. 


Suddenly a voice was heard over the crowd. “Hey! Hey! Hey! I 
wanna be in the race!” 


(watch?v = EdXTqxTWxcM) 


The lavender jester scurried to the king. “I wanna compete too, you 
know!” 


“Escargon, who is this kid?” Dedede turned to his snail supervisor 
followed by Meta Knight and his knaves. 


“Well, his name escapes me at the moment... but I’m sure he won’t 
cause any trouble!” 


“Hey! Hey! Hey! You stole my cupcakes! So you owe me!” Marx 
stuck his tongue out at the king. 


“Cupcakes? What cupcakes? Besides, you can’t compete and that’s 
that! This is between me and the puff!” Dedede argued. 


“You! You fiendish fiend! You stole my cupcakes! My red velvet 
soft serve ice cream cupcakes with fudge and caramel! You dare steal 
them and deny your actions?!” The little jester was getting red in the 
face. 


Dedede leaned down towards Meta Knight. “Sir Meta Knight, could 
you watch this lunatic kid and make sure he doesn’t do anything 
crazy? He looks like a wild one.” 


Meta Knight nodded, then the king headed to the starting area. The 
blue knight eyed the little jester, who suddenly grew very quiet. 
Suddenly Marx broke into an impressive sprint and dove into the 
nearest bush. 


Fumu stood next to Meta Knight, joined by Sword and Blade. The 
knight stared at the little jester trying to conceal himself, then turned 
to the Cappy. 


“Fumu, do you know that child?” 


“Yes. He’s one of Kirby’s friends and his name is Marx. He said he’s 
a traveler.” She answered. 


Sword looked in the direction of the bush. “Is he always this... 
eccentric?” 


“Actually, this is pretty normal behavior for him.” Fumu replied. 


They looked at the little jester in the bush. Every time they would 
look in his direction, he would try to make himself unseen. Then when 
the knights weren’t looking, he would peek through the plant as if he 
was playing hide-and-seek. It was actually quite cute. 


“Maybe he’s shy?” Blade suggested. 


“Probably. He gets nervous at the strangest times, and the only one 
he’s really willing to talk to is Kirby.” Fumu crossed her arms. “He’s 
really intelligent for his age too.” 


Sword laughed a little. “He looks so small and harmless. King 
Dedede was overreacting. He looks like such a nice kid.” 


The dark green knight waved to Marx. “Hey, it’s okay. Come over 
here. There’s no reason to be afraid.” 


Marx peeked from his hiding place, then ducked behind the plant 
again with a tiny yelp of surprise. He showed no signs of leaving the 
bush anytime soon. 


Meta Knight’s eyes flashed green for a moment, signifying deep 
thought. Fumu took notice. 


“Sir Meta Knight, is something wrong?” 


The blue knight’s eyes returned to their usual yellow color. He 
turned away, then replied. 


“Most likely it’s nothing to worry about.” 


Fumu wasn’t very satisfied with his answer, but she couldn’t force 
an answer out of Meta Knight easily, if at all. The race was beginning 
and she could see Kirby and Dedede stand at the starting line. She 
sighed and resigned herself to watching this ridiculous race. 


The Waddle Dees were setting up the cameras for the race, as well 
as the monitors. Dedede and Kirby waited at the starting line. The 
king was growing impatient. The Waddle Dees gave the signal that the 
work was finished. 


Armin scurried beside the starting line carrying a paper 
noisemaker. He was chosen to start the race, an honor that he was 
quite elated to have received. 


The Waddle Dee looked at the noisemaker. “What does it do?” 
“You just pull that string there.” Dedede pointed. 
“Oh, this one?” Armin curiously pulled the string. 


When nothing happened after the string was pulled, Armin looked 
at the end of the noisemaker in confusion. Then an explosion of 
confetti burst from the end of the object, startling the poor Waddle 
Dee. 


“Aaah!” Armin fell on his back due to the shock. 
(watch?v = o6VVhpqLbsg) 


Kirby and Dedede took off in a surprising amount of speed in 
Pumpkin Grand. The two ran beside each other until the pink puffball 
passed the penguin king. However, Dedede was right behind Kirby. 


Mayor Len looked at the monitors, impressed. “His majesty is quite 
fast with the proper motivation.” 


“Yeah, I didn’t know that he could be that quick. Still, he’s gonna 
have to do better to beat Kirby.” Bun added. 


The two competitors then ran into the food. Kirby gobbled up 
everything in front of him. Watermelon, hot dog, orange, ice cream, 
candy... nothing edible was safe. They began to run up the small hills 
of Pumpkin Grand. 


They jumped into the air to catch the suspended food, how the 
Waddle Dees managed to do that, they didn’t know. Then the two 
competitors ran into a series of blocks. Dedede weakly lifted his 
hammer to smash the blocks, while Kirby inhaled them to pass. 


The pink puffball jumped and inhaled a Maxim Tomato, still inches 
ahead of Dedede. He could see the finishing line just a few yards 
ahead. He sprung into action and with a burst of speed, crossed the 
finishing line. 


The penguin king repeatedly stomped his feet and swung his arms. 
“No fair! No fair! No fair! I will beat you! Victory will be mine, 
Kirby!” 


“He’s just a sore loser.” Bun snickered. 


Kirby and Dedede, along with the Waddle Dee crew, made their 
way to Corn Hall. Armin waddled to the starting line and held another 
noisemaker. 


“King Dedede sire? This won’t explode in my face again, will it?” 
Armin asked worriedly. 


“Tt won’t if you hold it away from your face!” Dedede answered. 
“Okay!” 


Armin cheerfully pulled the string and held the noisemaker away. 
Then the object propelled itself out of the Waddle Dee’s hand, and 
exploded somewhere in the crowd. 


“MY EYE!” A random Cappy yelled. 


Kirby and Dedede took off, racing on the second course with new 
enthusiasm. Kirby took the lead once again, then a small hill entered 
his vision. Dedede dashed and performed an impressive jump over 
Kirby’s head, putting the penguin in the lead. 


The pink puffball picked up speed as they went down the hill, 
allowing him to pass Dedede, The penguin gaped, then returned to his 
somewhat serious expression. Several smaller hills were in their way, 
making Kirby lose his place in lead. 


The king of Dreamland hopped over the small hills with ease, 
surprising with his stature and weight. They ran until they reached a 
ladder. Rather than climb it while carrying his hammer, Dedede 
resolved to inflate himself and float upward. 


The young Star Warrior rapidly climbed the ladder, but Dedede was 
already ahead of him, eating all the treats spread out for the race. 


“Come on, Kirby! Go a little faster!” Fumu shouted. 


Kirby heard his friend’s voice and picked up speed. He could see 
the finishing line, and he was so close to Dedede. The pink puffball 
dashed faster, but suddenly everything seemed to be falling. 


Then Kirby realized, everything wasn’t falling. He was the one 
falling. In his haste to outrun Dedede, he had tripped on a rock in his 
path. He could hear the sound of the Waddle Dees cheering as the 
king crossed the finishing line. 


“Hehehe! I told you victory was mine!” Dedede said with a smug 
look on his face. 


“Not so fast, Dedede!” Fumu pointed a finger. “There’s one more 
track after this. Then we’ll see who the winner is in this ridiculous 
race!” 


“So bring it on, tubby!” Bun called. 


“Hold it!” Commander Doo pointed his paw, interrupting Dedede’s 
attempted mauling of Bun. “Before the final race, there’s one more 
thing that must be done.” 


“And what would that be?” Fumu asked, crossing her arms. 


Comander Doo cleared his ‘throat’. “INTERMISSION!” 


(watch?v = RZUpLOfsURO) 


Kirby was drinking a bottle of water to wash down all the food he 
had eaten. His feet were slightly sore, but he tried to stay in high 
spirits. It was a tie at the moment, and the final track would 
determine the winner. He just had to stay positive. 


“Hey, Kirby! How’s it going, buddy?” A familiar blue blob greeted. 
“Gooey, poyo! You came!” Kirby cheered with glee. 


“Of course I did! I wouldn’t miss my best buddy compete!” Gooey 
plopped down next to him. 


“T’m still here...” A voice emanated from a bush that had suddenly 
approached them. 


“That’s so cool! They have mobile plants here?” The blue blob said 
excitedly. 


“Tt’s me, Gooey.” Marx popped out of the bush, slightly irritated. 
“Hey, Marx! What are you doing in that bush?” Gooey asked. 


“...Hiding.” The little jester answered. 
“From what, poyo?” Kirby questioned, curiosity growing. 


“There’s this blue knight... he won’t stop staring at me... it’s 
unnerving, you know?” Marx sank lower into the plant. 


“Sir Meta Knight? Marx, that’s silly, poyo. Why be afraid of him?” 


“Kirby. That guy could knock me to kingdom come in a matter of 
five seconds. I’m smarter than I look.” Marx huffed. 


“Wow, Marx. This is a little wild even for you.” Gooey laughed. 


“Yup, I’m full of surprises. Now I’m gonna go somewhere else with 
this bush before he comes back. I was never here, nope nope.” The 
little clown tip toed away from the two, along with his disguise. 


Suddenly the intermission bell rang, signaling the final race. 
“That’s the bell, poyo. I better go.” Kirby said. 


“Do your best buddy! I have full faith in you!” Gooey cheered, 
nudging him to the starting line. 


Kirby and Dedede stood at the starting line, both filled with 
anticipation and anxiety. This was the final track, otherwise known as 
Onion Garden. Armin appeared with the noisemaker. 


“Here we go!” Armin pulled the string, this time pointing it toward 
the ground so no one would get hurt. The object shot confetti, then 
rocketed somewhere into the air out of Armin’s paw. 


(watch?v = o6VVhpqLbsg) 


The racers began sprinting down the track. Kirby took the lead as 
he ran up a slope, then dove a small distance. Below, Star Blocks were 
in their way. There was a small space just big enough for Kirby to 
squeeze through, while Dedede was busy destroying them with his 
hammer. 


The pink puffball ran through the space, eating the goodies spread 
out on the track. He floated up the wall next to him, narrowly 
avoiding the spikes around him. He continued to float across a body of 
water, then dove down to the ground again. 


He bypassed another group of Star Blocks, buying him some time to 
get ahead of Dedede. He floated up another wall, only for the penguin 
king to appear from behind him. Kirby deflated and jumped down the 
other side of the wall. 


The next part of this race required him to swim. Kirby rapidly 
threw on a snorkel mask and paddled through the water. He arose 
from the pond and dashed down the track, gobbling food left and 
right. He could feel the food and water slosh around in his stomach, 
but he tried to ignore the feeling. 


He floated up one more time against another wall, Dedede was on 
his tail. Kirby flapped his arms as fast as he could, the finish line in 
their vision. Kirby deflated and ran as fast as his feet would allow. 
Dedede ran alongside him. 


“You're not gonna win, Kirby!” The penguin king ran faster. 


The pink puffball jumped into the air and slid on the ground. 
Dedede tripped and caught Kirby in his grip during his fall. The young 
Star Warrior was accidentally flung and a cloud of dust appeared. 


When the dust cleared, Kirby had fallen behind the finishing line, 
with Dedede face down in front of the line. Kirby had won. 


The Cappies and Kirby’s friends cheered wildly, while Dedede 
threw a tantrum in the background. 


“No fair! No fair! You cheated! You must have tripped me! I 
demand a rematch!” The king shouted. 


“He won fairly! You’re just being a sore loser.” Fumu said. 
“Not so fast!” Commander Doo called out. 


“We still have to tally up the points. This is a Gourmet Race so the 
food counts too.” Bandana Dee added. 


“That’s right!” Dedede cheered up. “You still haven’t won yet, 
Kirby!” 


Armin arrived with a score board and a microphone. “Kirby won 
the first race, so that’s thirty points. Dedede won the second, another 
thirty. Kirby won this race, so another thirty to him...” 


The Waddle Dee began to tally the amount of food and added it to 
their scores. “Dedede ate 120 points worth of food...” 
Everyone gasped in surprise. Dedede smirked in triumph. 


“What about Kirby?” Fumu and Bun asked. 
Armin looked at the board and began to tally, then gasped. 
“Well, out with it!” Dedede demanded. 


“Kirby... has 180 points worth... adding it together with his wins, 
he has a total of 240 points...” 


(watch?v = JsiKpv4SEh8) 


Fumu and Bun picked up Kirby and cheered. He had won. His 
friends gathered around to congratulate his victory. The penguin king 
sulked at his loss. 


“No matter what it is... I just can’t beat that kid...” Dedede sat 
down. 


Bandana Dee grabbed the king’s arm. “It’s okay, Great King. You'll 
always be a winner to me.” 


Dedede smiled for half a second, then gave him a soft pat on the 
head. Suddenly Dedede clutched his stomach, Kirby did the same. 


“You that sore of a loser, Dedede?” Bun asked. 

“Ugh... it’s not that...” The penguin king mumbled, then belched. 
“Fumu, poyo... my tummy hurts...” Kirby whimpered. 

“T feel sick...” Dedede started to turn slightly green. 


“See, this is why I thought this stupid race was a bad idea.” Fumu 
rang. “I knew you would get sick.” 


“Then why didn’t you say anything?!” Dedede squawked. 
“You wouldn’t let me say anything.” 


“That never stopped you before!” The penguin clutched his stomach 
again as Escargon and Bandana Dee led him into the car. Then to add 
injury to insult, the noisemaker from before fell from the air and 
smacked into Dedede’s head. The king muttered a soft ‘ow’. 


“Uuuh...” Kirby belched, then hiccupped. 


“Wow, I’m really glad I didn’t compete now, you know?” Marx 
added. 


“Come on, champ. We’ll make sure you get home.” Bun said as he 
and Fumu lifted him into their arms. 


Gooey and a bush free Marx followed by closely, making sure their 
friend got home safely. Marx turned around to see the blue knight 
staring at him again. He gave a soft yelp and scurried faster. Meta 
Knight’s eyes glowed green. 


“Sir...” Sword said softly. “Is there something wrong... something 
you’re not telling us?” 


(74 


...” Meta Knight began to walk back to the castle in silence. His 


two knaves followed him, slightly worried but remained quiet. 


(watch?v = bPR_te ODPQ) 


The next day, Dedede had returned to his old self. He was back at 
his original weight and his arms were thicker as they were weeks ago. 
His skin was no longer pale or green, but his original healthy blue 
color. 


The king had decided to hold a castle meeting for all staff. Puzzled, 
everyone entered the throne room, hoping it wasn’t another crazy 
event. The king began to speak. 


“I have called everyone here for an important announcement.” 
Dedede cleared his throat. “I have learned something.” 


A few in the room gasped. It was rare that his majesty ever learned 
something, and now they were brimming with curiosity. Dedede 
began to speak again. 


“Sir Meta Knight, I would like you to write down this important 
lesson so that any of you may remind me, should I ever attempt to 
make the same mistake again.” 


The blue knight nodded, waiting for the king to tell what he had 
learned. King Dedede coughed slightly. 


“This is what I have learned.” Some leaned closer in curiosity. 


“T have learned to never eat ice cream, then a whole roast chicken, 
and try to wash it down with pudding and pancakes. It leaves a weird 
taste in your mouth afterward, and I’m still feeling the pain after 
swimming!” 

Fumu face palmed while Memu and Parm sighed. He hadn’t learned 
anything at all! 


Dedede looked at the blue knight. “Sir Meta Knight, please don’t try 
to repeat my mistake. It’s something I don’t want anyone to 
experience...” 


The penguin king awaited Meta Knight’s response to his ‘lesson’. 
After a pause, the blue knight replied. 


“Your Majesty... I will try to remember your words for future 
reference...” 


Author’s Note:...What on earth did I just write? So the 
Gourmet Race is done and that means that besides the filler 


chapters, the rest of this arc will most likely be fairly serious. 
Especially the end of the arc if you know what I mean... Ilove 
how Meta Knight is being so casual about all of the strange 
events going on around him. Then again, he’s probably used to it. 


29. The Return of the Halberd 


(watch?v = vpHhuYo_p0Y) 


In the dark hours of the night, Sword and Blade were awoken from 
their slumber. Their superior stood before them, his figure illuminated 
by the full moon in the sky. The blue knight stepped closer to his 
knaves, then uttered a single sentence. 


“The time has come.” 


The two knaves nodded, immediately understanding the vague four 
words. The three knights swiftly, but stealthily, maneuvered down the 
hallways of the castle. They entered the basement without any 
interruptions. 


Before them was a giant battleship. The battleship they had worked 
with for months to complete. They could feel a sense of pride within 
them, to know that they had completed such a magnificent airship. 


“Sir Meta Knight, are we almost ready?” Blade asked. 


“All that’s left is to gather the crew.” Meta Knight answered. “At 
evening, we strike.” 


The hero of Dreamland, also known as Kirby, awoke like every 
other morning. He ate a balanced breakfast, played with his friends in 
the sun, and had a generally good day. However, that changed when 
he stopped by the castle. 


Kirby was determined to get Marx to conquer his apparent fear of 
the blue knight. He arrived at the castle alone to look for the knight, 
only to find that no one had seen him at all the entire day. Where 
could the blue knight be? 


After finding no sign of Meta Knight, he decided to join Fumu, Bun, 
and Marx. The sun was just beginning to set among the clouds, 
creating a calming mood. However, the mood was soon shattered 
when an airship suddenly came into view. 


(watch?v = qpUivZVUV8Y) 
“Kirby... what is that?” Bun asked. 


“Don’t know, poyo...” 


As the object came closer into view, it became more apparent what 
it was. 


“Isn’t that... the Halberd?” Fumu gaped. “Wasn’t it destroyed 
during the battle with Nightmare?” 


“J don’t suppose that would be a jaunty parade float?” Marx 
suggested. 


Then everything suddenly clicked together. Why Meta Knight was 
no where to be seen, along with Sword and Blade... his sudden 
disappearances altogether during the past few months suddenly made 
perfect sense. 


“Kirby... Sir Meta Knight is on that ship... isn’t he?” Fumu said, her 
voice threateningly low. 


“See, I told you there was something off about him, you know!” 
Marx chimed in. 


“What is he planning?” Bun wondered aloud. 


“T don’t know... why wouldn’t he say anything to any of us?” Fumu 
sighed. “I thought he trusted us...” 


The Cappy girl sighed again. She didn’t want it to come to this... 
but... 


“Kirby. It’s up to you to find out what’s going on. I think you’re the 
only one he would listen to in this case.” Fumu said after a pause. 


Kirby nodded, determination filling his body with energy. He 
turned to Bun and Marx. 


“T have a strange feeling that something bigger is going on. Why 
would Sir Meta Knight plan some sort of airship construction without 
telling any of us?” Bun remarked. 


“Kirby, I know you would like some support during this very 
confusing time, you know.” Marx hummed. 
“However, now I have a valid reason to avoid that blue knight. You 
should know that I’ll probably be spending the next few hours (maybe 
even days) hiding in a bush somewhere.” 


Kirby rolled his eyes in a good natured sort of way. Marx began to 
walk away from the others. 


“T give you my utmost support. I wish you luck.” The little jester 
walked down the hill. 


“We'll watch out for him, Kirby.” Fumu reassured the pink puffball. 


“It looks like it’s about to take off.” Bun observed, “Sis, I think he’s 
ready.” 


Fumu nodded. “Come, Warp Star!” 


In just moments, the Warp Star came and swooped Kirby off the 
ground. His friends shouted several farewells to him as he headed 
toward the Halberd. With a determined look forming on his face, the 
young Star Warrior was prepared to confront the blue knight. 


(watch?v = LrfjWUizb94) 


“Kirby’s here! He’s flying this way!” A creature with a Viking 
helmet and a skull face shouted. 


Sailor Dee squeaked in panic. “Oh no! Oh no! What do we do?!” 


“He mustn’t interfere with our plans!” A purple armored creature 
joined the fray. 


Suddenly, the chaos fell when an albatross dressed in sailor attire 
spoke. “Lord Meta Knight, what is your command?” 


Everyone fell silent as the blue knight began to speak. “All on deck 
prepare for battle! All others prepare for takeoff!” 


The pink puffball landed on the airship, then made his way through 
the insides of the ship. He was determined to get to Meta Knight. 


“Captain Vul, Kirby’s infiltrated the rocket valve!” The skull faced 
creature, known as Axe Knight, informed the albatross. 


“Whaat?! Throw the Heavy Lobster at ’im!” Captain Vul replied. 


Kirby made his way down a ladder and through an elevator shaft, 
then exited the rocket valve. 


All the while, the crew was watching the pink puffball’s actions 
through small cameras around the ship. The purple armored knight, 
Mace Knight, pointed to one of the monitors. 


(watch?v =I RX8BuWSb4) 
“Kirby is just behind the nozzle now!” 


“Ready for takeoff now! She can fly at any time!” Axe Knight 
called. 


Captain Vul was losing his patience. “Hurry it up! Where’s Heavy 
Lobster?!” 


Suddenly, a large golden metal lobster dropped in front of Kirby. It 
charged towards him, nearly trampling the young Star Warrior. Kirby 
didn’t have any Copy Ability, as he wasn’t expecting Meta Knight to 
call an attack on him... 


Kirby tried to dodge the Heavy Lobster’s attacks, as his mind tried 
to understand what was happening around him. Why would Meta 
Knight rebuild the Halberd? Why would he need it? Why wasn’t he 
going to talk to Kirby? 


“Kirby is currently fighting Heavy Lobster!” Sailor Dee informed. 


Meta Knight thought over his options as he watched Kirby run 
away and evade Heavy Lobster. “Initiate takeoff! We'll blow Kirby 
away!” 


“Ok! Main engine ignition!” Axe Knight shouted. 
“Now! Take off!” Captain Vul ordered. 


At that moment, the Halberd began to takeoff in an amazing burst 
of speed. Kirby desperately tried to hold onto the railing of the ship, 
only to be knocked off in a matter of seconds. 


(watch?v = ZreP12cHrzyY) 
“Looks like Kirby was blown into the ocean.” Axe Knight observed. 
“Hmm. That was close.” The purple armored knight sighed in relief. 


Captain Vul chuckled. “My flying fortress, the Halberd, will now 
rule all of Dream Land.” 


“Excuse you?” Sword coughed. “Sir Meta Knight designed, built, 
and repaired this ship!” 


“T don’t recall that you were with us when we spent several weeks 
worth of time repairing the Halberd.” Blade added. 


“Lord Meta Knight, are you going to let your underlings speak to 
their captain in such a way?!” Captain Vul squawked. 


However, it seemed that the blue knight wasn’t paying attention to 
any of the argument. 


“But first a little test. Off to Grape Gardens!” Meta Knight ordered. 


Captain Vul grumbled something about disrespect, then headed 
back to his station. After a moment of silence, Sword and Blade 
decided to ask something that had been on their minds. 


“Sir Meta Knight... are we trying to hurt Kirby?” Sword asked. 


“Ts he the enemy now?” Blade added. 


“’..No.” The experienced warrior turned to look at the setting sun 
in the sky. “I just need him out of our way for the time being.” 


(watch?v = jav-AziBDdk) 


The pink puffball was so confused. Meta Knight just threw him off 
the ship without the slightest reason as to why. He knew that he 
wouldn’t get any answers just sitting around wondering why. So 
despite the confusion he was feeling, he raced off to follow the 
Halberd. 


Kirby inhaled a Poppy Bro Jr. to gain the Bomb ability, then headed 
through the tropical area. He swam through the ocean tinted with an 
orange light from the sunset. Then he stopped at a large tree with a 
face. 


The Whispy Woods said nothing, only choosing to attack. Kirby 
quickly defeated his opponent, only for the ground to suddenly open 
up beneath him. He was faced by two hostile trees this time, neither 
showing no intention on letting him pass by peacefully. 


He defeated the Twin Woods with his Bomb ability, then noticed 
his Warp Star heading his direction. With a cry of triumph, Kirby 
hopped on his Warp Star. 


“Kirby is flying after us!” Axe Knight yelled in alarm. 
“Ok, Main cannons online. Shall we fire?” Mace Knight asked. 


Before Meta Knight had the time to speak, Captain Vul excitedly 
shouted. “Fire away! FIIIRE!” 


Kirby flew around the Halberd, only for him to get knocked off his 
Warp Star by the main cannon’s fire. He plummeted out of the air 
once again, crashing somewhere. 


Captain Vul chuckled in victory, only to grow silent when he saw 
the look of disapproval from Meta Knight. 


“Captain Vul, I did not approve of such an order.” He turned to the 
rest of his crew. “You will wait for my approval before executing such 
a move again.” 


“Kirby is hit! He’s fallen in the woods.” Axe Knight reported. 


“All right. That should take care of him now.” Captain Vul stated 
confidently. 


Sailor Dee rolled his eyes, then remarked. “I wonder...” 
(watch?v = AVuBrGMfSEU) 


Kirby picked himself up from his rough fall in the woods. His body 
wasn’t hurt, but his feelings were. Meta Knight had opened fire on 
him... Kirby was scared and worried for Meta Knight. He was always a 
bit vague on his motives... but now... it was like Kirby didn’t even 
know him anymore. 


The pink puffball looked at his surroundings, then realized where 
he was. A plan was formulating in his mind. He raced down the forest 
path, now knowing what he had to do. 


The hero of Dreamland climbed up the mountain summit not too 
far from the forest. Then he was face to beak with the giant bird he 
had come to see. 


“Dyna Blade, poyo! I need your help!” Kirby pleaded, not sure if the 
bird could understand. 


“That ship, I don’t know what it’s going to do, poyo, but I don’t 
think it’s good!” 


Dyna Blade studied him for a moment, then gave a screech. She 
suddenly grabbed him with her beak, then flipped him onto her back. 
With another screech, she flew toward the airship in the orange sky. 


(watch?v = bab9jZHOVc0) 


As soon as they neared the ship, the cannons began to fire. Dyna 
Blade tossed Kirby onto the ship, before one blast shot her wing. Kirby 
watched in dismay as Dyna Blade flew away from the ship in slight 
pain. 


“Dyna Blade has been shot down!” Axe Knight reported. 


“Captain Vul, why did you order fire without my approval?” Meta 
Knight questioned. 


“What else could we do? That bird is bigger than I am! Besides, the 
shots weren’t lethal or critical. She’ll be fine.” Captain Vul explained. 


“Dyna Blade has three chicks to care for. If she is too injured to 
care for them, you are to take responsibility.” Meta Knight responded. 


Captain Vul looked down at his feet, somewhat ashamed. 
“But...! But...! Kirby is on the deck!” Mace Knight said in panic. 
“Relax. We must handle this calmly.” Meta Knight stated. 


Captain Vul slammed his palms on a desk. “Listen, you lubbers! I 
want you all after that Kirby!” 


The pink puffball maneuvered his way around the Halberd, when 
suddenly he was stopped by a group of knights. 


“That’s far enough, Kirby!” Meta Knight said over the ship’s 
intercom. 


“Now you will know the power of Meta Knight!” The albatross 
squawked. 


“Fight!” Sailor Dee cheered enthusiastically. 


Kirby easily defeated the knights with little to no effort, most likely 
fueled by his desire to confront the blue knight. He entered the inner 
mechanisms of the ship. 


“Looks like Kirby is trying to get on deck.” Mace Knight observed. 


“Well then, let’s guide him in front of one of the cannons.” Captain 
Vul said calmly. 


Kirby ran through the insides of the Halberd, eventually stopping in 
a large room with a single door. 


“Kirby is now approaching Main Cannon #2.” Axe Knight watched 
the monitor. 


“He’ll be burnt to a crisp. Hahahaha!” Captain Vul laughed. 


“Heehee!” Sailor Dee giggled, though it was because of Captain Vul 
thinking defeating Kirby would be an easy task. 


“Captain Vul, we aren’t trying to hurt Kirby. We need him out of 
the way.” Meta Knight said in a warning tone. 


“The boy’s tryin’ to destroy this ship. Right now he’s an enemy!” 
Captain Vul scoffed. 


Meta Knight stared at the monitor, wanting Kirby to be safe, but at 
the same time wanting him far away from the Halberd. 


Kirby arrived in front of the Main Cannon #2. The weapon fired 
giant cannonballs at him, a bit larger than himself. Most of the crew 
gasped as Kirby inhaled the cannonballs, then spit them back at the 
cannon. The cannon was reduced to scrap metal in a matter of 
seconds. 


“Ahh! Main Cannon #2 was destroyed!” Axe Knight trembled. 


“The cannon’s a wreck! We can’t use it!” The purple armored 
knight said, panic growing. 


“What?! How could this be?” Captain Vul yelled in shock and 
disbelief. 


“Ye see what the boy did?! He’s ruined our cannon!” The albatross 
squawked to Meta Knight. 


Sailor Dee suddenly whiffed. “Does anyone smell gas and smoke? 
Gee, I sure hope those two don’t—” 


“BOOOM!” 


A loud explosion was heard across the Halberd. A few in the control 
room jumped from the shock. They watched in shock and amazement 
as Kirby flew away on the Warp Star to a different location on the 
ship. 


“Kirby is now headed for the left wing!” The skull faced knight said 
with growing panic in his voice. 


“You don’t think he’d...” Sailor Dee muttered worriedly. 


“Everyone! We need to keep Kirby away from the left wing!” 
Captain Vul ordered, while Meta Knight nodded in confirmation. 


Kirby made his way through the inside of the Halberd, obtaining 
the Jet ability then flying around. A few moments later, another 
explosion sounded across the airship, taking the left wing with it. 


“The left wing is destroyed! Damage to 74% of the wing!” Axe 
Knight reported, looking at the monitor with dismay. 


“Arggh!” Captain Vul pulled at his hat in frustration. 


“We’re starting to lose stability because of it!” Mace Knight’s voice 
rose. 


“Retract the sails! Give more lift to the left wing!” The blue knight 
ordered. 


Sword and Blade, who had been mostly quiet through most of the 
mission, began to feel a trickle of panic. 


“Sir Meta Knight, should we leave?” Sword and Blade asked in 
unison. 


“You may flee if you wish. I will go down with the Halberd if 
necessary.” Meta Knight calmly answered. 


“Sir Meta Knight, we leave when you do.” Sword said. 


“We won’t escape without you with us.” Blade added. 


“T expected nothing less from my knaves. I knew I could rely on you 
both during this time.” The experienced knight’s eyes turned blue for 
a moment. 


“Thank you, sir.” They both felt pride stir in their hearts. 
(watch?v = 6VzttOIV5JY) 


“Hey! Where’s Kirby now?” Captain Vul asked Mace Knight and 
Axe Knight. 


“Tt looks like he’s inside the cabin now...” The purple armored 
knight answered. 


“We got him on radar! He’s in the ducts!” Axe Knight reported. 


They watched the pink puffball maneuver through the ducts with 
speed and precision. 


Captain Vul observed the radar closer. “What’s he doing there?!” 
“He’s moving through the ducts now!” Mace Knight gasped. 
Sailor Dee tilted his head in confusion. “Is he lost or something?” 


“Wait... I thought of something. Heeheehee.” Captain Vul chuckled 
darkly. 


“Perhaps it would be best for you to explain this plan of yours 
before putting it into action.” Meta Knight suggested in a familiar 
warning tone. 


Kirby stopped in a room and inhaled a Birdon, gaining the wing 
ability. He didn’t know why, but he had the feeling that whatever 
awaited behind that door would require speed to evade. He entered 
the door, only wishing he could talk to the blue knight. 


“Are we all ready?” Captain Vul asked the crew. 
“Are we really doing this?” Axe Knight shook his head. 


“Hmph. I know we'll regret this.” Mace Knight turned to Axe Knight 
in agreement. 


“Shut it! Now is our only chance to finish him!” Captain Vul 
squawked. “This time we will succeed! Heavy Lobster, away!” 


(watch?v = sidWF7 mavRY) 


Kirby looked behind to see the same robotic golden lobster from 


before. It was chasing after him, and he knew he would have to escape 
it’s clutches. He flew through the narrow places in the ship, hoping to 
evade it’s sight. The Heavy Lobster continued to follow him, 
destroying everything in it’s path. 


“Bwahahahaha! Crush him! CRUSH HIM!” Captain Vul pounded his 
fists on his desk. 


The crew gave Captain Vul strange looks, some shocked and others 
somewhat disgruntled. 


“Abh... Looks like our ship is falling apart...” Axe Knight sighed, 
watching the wreckage. 


“Don’t worry about it! Just press on!” Captain Vul said with 
enthusiasm. 


Blade and Sword stood by their superior. Both becoming uneasy at 
Captain Vul’s erratic behavior. 


“Sir Meta Knight, I think Captain Vul is taking this too far.” Sword 
whispered. 


“We’re trying to capture Kirby, not destroy him, right?” Blade 
asked. 


“The Heavy Lobster was programmed with two modes.” Meta 
Knight explained. “Capture mode and Battle mode. The Heavy Lobster 
should be set to Capture.” 


“Then... why is it trying to attack him?” Sword observed, pointing 
at the monitor. 


Meta Knight watched the monitor, seeing that the Heavy Lobster 
was indeed fighting Kirby instead of capturing. The Heavy Lobster is a 
machine, and therefore had no sense of morality. Should it be too 
strong, it wouldn’t know when to stop fighting until Kirby... couldn’t 
defend himself anymore. 


“Captain Vul! Why is the Heavy Lobster on Battle mode?” Meta 
Knight questioned. 


“It was supposed to be on Capture!” The albatross investigated the 
manual controls for Heavy Lobster, only to find they weren’t usable. 


“Tt’s malfunctioning!” Axe Knight stated. 


The robotic crustacean stomped to Kirby, nearly trampling again. 
Kirby charged forward with his Wing ability, only resulting in hurting 
himself far more than his opponent. 

He tried using the feather gun, which only resulted in a little damage 


done. The Heavy Lobster stomped forward, then jumped into the air. 
It spewed fire from it’s claws, barely missing Kirby’s face. He couldn’t 
do anything to the robot at all. 


Suddenly, the Heavy Lobster released some sort of red and orange 
blob. Kirby discarded his ability and inhaled the blob, hoping that it 
would give him a useful ability. 


A purple cap appeared on his head, signifying the Paint ability. 
Once the Heavy Lobster approached him again, the purple capped 
puffball used his powerful ability. Paint in every color splattered in 
every direction, even onto some of the cameras. 


Axe Knight gasped. “Captain Vul! Heavy Lobster’s eye has been 
destroyed!” 


“What?! Paint ability, you say?!” Captain Vul gawked. 


“Oh no! He can’t tell his left from his right anymore!” Mace Knight 
pointed to the monitor, the robotic crustacean shambling around 
aimlessly. 


“Rassa frassa blassa! Arrrgh!” Captain Vul pulled at his hat, then 
repeatedly pounded his fist into his desk. 


A few moments later, the Heavy Lobster exploded due to it’s own 
circuits going haywire. The explosion could be heard all across the 
Halberd. The Captain’s room shook from the tremors. 


(watch?v =7 gfctu5h29w) 


“Looks like the explosion from Heavy Lobster took out the right 
wing!” Mace Knight reported with sorrow. 


Captain Vul put his hand on his beak in thought. “Hm. Hmm. 
Having both wings destroyed might be just what we needed.” 


Meta Knight continued to look at the monitor. “............ 


After a few moments, the blue knight pushed past the albatross to 
look closer at the screen. “Where is Kirby?” 


It sounded more like a demand than a question, but they knew 
better than to argue with Meta Knight’s orders. For a split moment, 
Sword and Blade almost thought their lord’s eyes had turned white, 
and his shoulders were shaking somewhat. Surely they were just 
imagining such a reaction? 


Axe Knight and Mace Knight flickered through a few monitor 
screens until they saw a familiar round pink shape. 


“Kirby is climbing around the outside of the ship, heading for the 
helm.” Axe Knight pointed to the screen. 


Meta Knight’s shoulders seemed to relax somewhat after the 
statement. 


Suddenly, the pink puffball turned their way. He was staring 
directly at the camera. Kirby walked a bit closer to the camera, then a 
look of anger appeared on his face, looking quite hurt. 


The look of anger and betrayal on Kirby’s face was enough to chill 
everyone in the room to the bone, including Meta Knight. The crew 
continued to stare at the image of the young Star Warrior a few more 
moments until something happened. 


The camera flickered out, leaving nothing but static. 


Author’s Note: Well, it seems that the Halberd crew has made a 
grave mistake. They’ve upset the puffball so now they’re gonna pay. 
Sigh... we’re getting closer and closer to the inevitable, so let’s just 
have some fun while it lasts. How many more chapters will be left in 
this arc? I think this arc is supposed to end after Chapter 37... I think. 
I’ve never been good at math. 


30. Fall of the Halberd 


(watch?v = 6VzttOIV5JY) 


The pink puffball named Kirby traveled to the helm of the mostly 
destroyed ship. Meanwhile the Halberd crew was trying to remain 
calm and keep track of the young Star Warrior. 


“Kirby is moving along the base of the ship.” Axe Knight reported. 


“Not much we can do to him there...” Captain Vul thought aloud. 
“But the wind is strong.” 


“And it’s cold.” Sailor Dee added. 

“And it’s high.” Axe Knight responded. 

“And it’s scary.” Mace Knight quivered. 

“.,.All right, you lot.” Captain Vul shook his head. 


“Sorry Captain.” The purple clad knight sighed. “I’ve always had a 
fear of heights.” 


“Then you chose the worst possible place to be!” The albatross 
yelled. “We’re on a flying airship that could crash into the ocean!” 


Mace Knight paled. He suddenly felt very ill and tried not to look 
down at the ocean. 


“Kirby is headed for the reactor!” Axe Knight pointed to the screen. 


“If we lose the reactor, this is all over for sure!” Mace Knight said 
through his panicked gasps for air. 


“Never fear, I don’t think Kirby can do anything to the reactor.” 
Captain Vul boasted. 


“So long as a reflected laser doesn’t hit the reactor, it will be 
invincible.” Sailor Dee said. 


“Eeeyah! Don’t even say things like that!” Captain Vul yelled at the 
poor Waddle Dee now hiding behind a chair. 


The pink puffball paused before entering the door to the reactor. 


“T wonder if they know they left the intercom on, poyo?” Kirby 
thought as he opened the door. 


He could see the laser Sailor Dee spoke of, then stepped in front of 
the reactor. The laser pointed toward him, just as it fired he moved 
out of the way. The laser hit the reactor successfully. Two more times 
Kirby repeated this process until the reactor couldn’t take it anymore. 


“The reactor has been destroyed!” Axe Knight yelled in distraught. 


“All of our Wheelie power sources are escaping!” Mace Knight 
watched as the little tire creatures jumped from the walls of the ship. 


“Ahhh! What are you idiots doing?!” Captain Vul pounded his fists 
on the table, successfully making the two knights at the cameras feel 
even more panicked. 


Then another explosion resounded across the ship. They could feel 
the cold metal floors underneath them tremble, or perhaps it was their 
growing fear making them tremble. Or both. 


“All systems failing! No.3 and No.5 engines are gone!” Axe Knight 
said, fear audible in his voice. 


“We’re junked! Nothing left to do but crash!” Mace Knight was 
hyperventilating now. 


(watch?v = wQbKtqxbJPU) 


Meta Knight watched as his crew quickly deteriorated into a 
maddened frenzy. Axe Knight and Mace Knight were growing more 
panicked by the second, Sailor Dee was holding the wooden chair in 
fright, Sword and Blade were nervously conversing with each other, 
and Captain Vul was pounding his fists into the desk repeatedly. 


Everyone was losing their minds, and he was the one responsible. 


“We’ve failed... but there’s nothing we can do.” Meta Knight 
thought in disappointment, mostly towards himself. 


And Captain Vul... most of the harmful actions were because of his 
disobedience and his leadership tactics. However, that would be dealt 
with after this was all over. What was important now was to keep 
everyone sane and out of harm’s way. 


“Attention to all crew! Evacuate ship immediately!” Meta Knight 
ordered. 


“Ahhh! This ship is done for! I gotta get out of here!” The albatross 
yelled in panic. 


“Wait... you’re abandoning us?!” Sword gawked. 


“You’re leaving us! You’re a captain!” Blade added with just as 


much shock. 


“Tm escaping now! Don’t think badly of me!” Captain Vul turned 
his back to the rest of the crew and headed to the escape pods. 


“Captain Vul...” Meta Knight started, causing Vul to stop in his 
tracks. “When you became a part of the Halberd’s crew, you vowed to 
uphold the rules and guidelines of this ship. To escape when you 
know well that the younger crew members have a higher priority... 
that is dishonorable.” 


“Captain Vul... you’re leaving without us?” Sailor Dee cried, little 
tears forming in his eyes as he stepped in front of the albatross. 


“Feh, you think you’re so high and mighty Meta Knight! Remember 
that this whole Halberd operation was your idea! Any harm that 
results from this is entirely your doing! As for me, I’m not going to 
sacrifice myself for a lost cause!” 


Captain Vul shoved the Waddle Dee to the side, then jumped into 
the escape pod. He left the rest of the crew in shock. 


“Sir Meta Knight, aren’t you going to stop him?” Blade asked. 


“’..No. His actions will return to him in the future...” Meta Knight 
turned away from the crew to look out the window, watching the 
ocean get closer and closer. 


“So... Now it’s time for the rest of you to escape as well.” 


“T will stay until the bitter end.” Axe Knight protested, still his 
voice was shaky. 


“We should finish off Kirby then all escape together!” Mace Knight 
suggested. 


iteaetner, ” Meta Knight thought in silence. 


Captain Vul’s abandonment had struck the crew rather hard. Now 
Meta Knight wanted the rest of the crew to evacuate so he could 
confront Kirby himself. However, it seemed that the crew wanted to 
prove their loyalty. 

“Sir Meta Knight... we’re not leaving you.” Sword said. 


“Both of us said we would follow you for the rest of our days. This 
is no exception.” Blade spoke without the slightest hesitation in his 
voice. 


“.,.You are all about to perish. Do as you please.” 


He was counting on him acting indifferent about their fates would 


make them angry enough to leave. He didn’t want to make it seem as 
if he didn’t care about what happened to the crew. All Meta Knight 
wanted was them safe and away from the imminent danger. 


“...1’m sorry.” 


Kirby stepped into the elevator that he knew would take him to 
Meta Knight. He wanted answers and nothing was going to stop him 
from facing the blue knight. As soon as he stepped out of the elevator, 
he was ambushed by the crew members. 


“Wait, Kirby!” Axe Knight sniffled. 
“T cannot let you go any farther!” Mace Knight called. 


Kirby quickly defeated them, fueled by pure determination. After 
he defeated the two knights, he was ready to see Meta Knight. 


“Lord Meta Knight, please take care!” Axe Knight shouted. 


“We'll go on ahead then!” Mace Knight stated, as the two knights 
headed to the escape pods. 


The remaining members of the Halberd’s crew, Sword, Blade, and 
Sailor Dee watched as Meta Knight was preparing himself to confront 
Kirby. 


“You three should escape as well. The Halberd is close to crashing 
into the ocean as we speak.” Meta Knight tried to convince them into 
leaving. 


Sailor Dee was still petrified, fear taking over most of his body. He 
clung to the chair and whimpered. 


“Sir Meta Knight... we need to leave. All of us do. You can see 
Kirby later can’t you?” The child tried to reason. 


“No... this is something that must be done. I created this ship with 
my own two hands and I will stay by this ship in it’s last moments.” 
The blue knight grabbed a spare sword from the armory. 


“Sir please! We need to leave! I’m scared...” 


“If yow’re so scared then just go! Leave!” Sword barked. “Go on! 
Get out of here! We don’t need you anyway!” 


Sailor Dee whimpered again and clung to the chair. Blade and Meta 
Knight looked at the dark green knight in surprise. Normally such 
harsh words would never come from Sword. However, the situation 
had become so stressful that he took out his frustration on Sailor Dee. 


Another explosion was heard across the Halberd. 


“Leave this ship now. I will meet the same fate as the Halberd.” 
Meta Knight gave a glance to the Waddle Dee child, then charged 
down the halls of the falling airship. 

Sword and Blade quietly followed their lord down the halls, not 
realizing the Waddle Dee was still there. 


(watch?v = zLaQARhmHP4) 


Despite Sailor Dee’s feelings being slightly hurt, he knew Sword 
didn’t really mean what he said. At least he hoped. The Waddle Dee 
decided to do what he could for the doomed ship. He never piloted a 
ship before, especially not one as extravagant as the Halberd. 


However, he would try for Meta Knight’s sake. Before he joined the 
Halberd crew, Sailor Dee was a homeless child, nowhere to go and no 
one to go to. Then the blue knight appeared before him. It was by 
pure luck. 


Sailor Dee had always been a misfit because of his incredible gift of 
engineering and repair. Despite his young age, he knew how to take 
things apart and put them back together. He had been designing 
machine parts and repairing things for what seemed like most of his 
life. 


He had just finished making a small machine from various parts he 
found for fun. Then a Poppy Bro Jr. arrived and asked what he was 
doing. The young Waddle Dee explained his love of engineering and 
repairing things. However, the Poppy Bro Jr. laughed then cruelly tore 
Sailor Dee’s work apart. 


It seemed like hours he spent crying in that wooded area over the 
destruction of his machine. Then Sir Meta Knight appeared. Sailor Dee 
felt like running away. He was scared of what the masked knight 
might do, but for some reason he stayed put. 


The blue knight looked at him in the eyes, then to the scattered 
parts on the woodland floor. 


“Ts there something wrong?” Meta Knight asked. 


“J-I... someone tore it apart... I made it... they broke it and 
laughed...” It was all the poor child could say. 


“’..Can you put it back together?” The blue knight asked. 
The Waddle Dee nodded sadly. 
“Show me.” 


Sailor Dee blinked in surprise, but did as he requested. As he built 


his little contraption again, Meta Knight’s focus was on him the entire 
time. Not once did he look away. When he was finished, the knight 
looked over his work. 


“Did you design this machine yourself?” 
Sailor Dee nodded, still a bit awestruck. 
“Do you have others?” 


He pulled out several blueprints from his hat. Meta Knight scanned 
over each one with what seemed to be interest then handed them 
back. 


“Shouldn’t you be home now? It’s quite late to be out at this hour.” 
“TJ... 1 don’t have a home...” 

“An occupation?” 

The Waddle Dee shook his head. 


“Then perhaps we could arrange a deal of sorts.” Meta Knight 
arranged. “In exchange for your talents, I will provide a place of living 
and what is necessary.” 


Sailor Dee could hardly breathe. The famed knight of the castle had 
just offered him a job within less than one day of meeting him. He 
would get to do what he loves and have a home. The answer was 
obvious. 


“J-I accept your offer!” He squeaked. 


After Meta Knight talked it over with the king, Sailor Dee had 
managed to live at the castle. Never in his wildest dreams did he 
imagine that he would ever live in the castle and work on a massive 
battleship such as the Halberd. 


The blue knight had saved him in a way. And now Sailor Dee was 
going to do everything he could to repay the favor or die trying. He 
would try to hack into the currently malfunctioning controls. He 
wouldn’t be able to stop the ship from sinking, but he could control 
how long it would take for it to happen. 


(watch?v = jCwBjvzRur§8) 


The pink puffball Kirby reached the top of the Halberd. The blue 
knight he had been trying to find all this time was perched high above 
on a beam. 


“Sir Meta Knight, why have you done this, poyo?!” He shouted 
angrily. 


“Answer me, poyo!” Kirby shouted. 


“This is the end! Kirby! Come meet your doom!” The blue knight 
shouted suddenly, then threw a sword in front of the young Star 
Warrior. 


“So... that’s how it’s gonna be, poyo...” Kirby said with a tone of 
sadness. 


Meta Knight noticed the tone, and he felt that this wasn’t being fair 
to the young Star Warrior at all. However, this battle would most 
likely be the last time Kirby would see him. He knew that Kirby was 
after him, and he knew Kirby had every reason to. 


Sword and Blade hid behind several metal barrels, watching the 
scene unfold. 


“Hey, Blade... are they going to fight? I mean... is it serious this 
time?” Sword asked somewhat worried. 


“T don’t know Sword. It’s hard to tell what Sir Meta Knight is 
thinking most of the time. We don’t even know what his face looks 
like.” 


“True... but... I don’t want this to be a serious fight. I don’t want to 
be Kirby’s enemy...” 


“Neither do I, Sword. But... surely our lord must have a legitimate 
reason...” 


They decided to continue watching the events before they decided 
to interfere. However, both noticed the ship was falling at a much 
slower rate than before much to their puzzlement. 


The pink puffball then picked up the sword and swallowed it, 
becoming Sword Kirby. He looked up at Meta Knight and gave a hurt 
look. 


“IT won’t stop until you answer me Meta Knight, poyo!” Kirby 
yelled. 


The blue knight withdrew Galaxia, then jumped down from the 
beam. The battle had begun. 


(watch?v = 1Z-gBv1-Ros) 


Meta Knight began with a down thrust. The pink puffball dodged 
and swung his sword at the blue knight. The more experienced 
warrior suddenly stuck Galaxia into the metal of the ship, releasing a 
wave of light blue energy. 


Kirby was struck and fell to the ground. He picked himself up and 
tried to attack the knight with a sword chop. The attack missed as 
Meta Knight began spinning around, creating a small whirlwind. The 
pink puffball was knocked off of his feet once again. 


The blue knight used the Multisword Attack, sending Kirby sliding 
close to the edge of the ship. Kirby stood up shakily, seeing that Meta 
Knight wasn’t attacking. Rather he was watching, as if he was 
wondering whether his opponent was alright. 


This didn’t make any sense in Kirby’s mind. Meta Knight was 

attacking him one moment, then looking concerned the next. Not that 
he had any proof the blue knight was actually pondering Kirby’s 
wellbeing. 
He was getting tired of this invasion. He was tired of nobody telling 
him anything. He was sick of feeling so confused over the knight’s 
actions. Kirby wanted answers even if he had to pry them from Meta 
Knight by pure force. 


Kirby growled and used the exact Multisword Attack his opponent 
used. This caught the blue knight somewhat off guard, as the attack 
caused him to skid a few feet away. The experienced warrior paused 
for a moment, his eyes glowing blue. However, Meta Knight resumed 
their battle once more. 


The caped knight jumped into the air and swung Galaxia, creating 
the Sword Beam attack. Kirby managed to dodge the attack when it 
was just centimeters away from his body. 


Meta Knight used another down thrust, the pink puffball, evaded 
the attack once more. Kirby jumped into the air and attacked with a 
Sword Spin. The side of the blue knight’s mask was struck, nearly 
making contact with his skin. 


Then the attacks only came faster. The blue knight was everywhere 
at once. With each attack, the young Star Warrior would try to guard 
against his swift movements. Kirby growled in frustration, then began 
to wildly swing his sword in every direction. 


“You’re allowing your emotions to control your mind, therefore 
also affecting your actions.” Meta Knight said as he swung again. 


“T wouldn’t be mad if you didn’t start this, poyo!” Kirby frowned, 
swinging back. 


The pink puffball was upset that the masked knight was acting as if 
none of this was his business. The safety of Dreamland, no, the 
entirety of Pop Star was his business. That made Meta Knight’s 


invasion his business as well. 


The masked knight landed on the ground with ease, then slowly 
raised Galaxia into the air. Kirby had never seen this sort of technique 
before. Kirby thought it looked more like the blue knight was 
stretching, however he knew that it must be some form of attack Meta 
Knight hasn’t shown him before. 


And what an attack it was. Suddenly a huge tornado was barreling 
towards Kirby. He tried to run away from it, only to find that there 
was no where to escape from the unusual weapon made weather. The 
next few seconds were spent in that nightmare of a whirlwind. Kirby 
could barely stand when the tornado finally spit him out. 


The young Star Warrior ran forward and began swinging at Meta 
Knight. He blocked every hit Kirby threw with ease, which only made 
the pink puffball more frustrated. The blue knight created some 
distance between them, then began to ready the Mach Tornado once 
again. 


The attack was even more powerful than last time. Kirby tried to 
distance himself from the tornado, only to be sucked up by the attack 
again. Several seconds passed by, then a full minute. However, Kirby 
was no where to be seen. 


Meta Knight looked around the area trying to get a glimpse of the 
pink puffball, only it seemed he disappeared without a trace. He 
didn’t... throw him off the ship did he? As the seconds ticked by and 
the Halberd getting closer to the ocean with each moment passing, 
Meta Knight couldn’t help but feel a twinge of worry work it’s way 
into his mind. 


“Kirby, where are you?!” Meta Knight called out. 


He turned around, then the pink puffball showed himself. Kirby 
jumped from a beam from above and caught Meta Knight unaware. 
Then it happened. 


Kirby’s sword went through the middle of Meta Knight’s mask. 
(watch?v = FlobpjzcYg4) 


Kirby gasped, his stomach lurching at the thought of what damage 
he could have done to the knight. He hadn’t intended to stab him, he 
was trying to tackle him down. He was angry at the blue knight, yes, 
but he didn’t want to hurt or seriously injure him! 


“T never thought... you would be one to attack from behind... 
Kirby...” Meta Knight muttered softly. 


Sword gasped and covered his eyes while Blade quietly shushed 
him, although the light green knight was just as horrified as his 
companion. 


It seemed like hours had gone by when it was only one second in 
reality. Kirby screwed his eyes shut in fear, then quickly pulled the 
sword from Meta Knight’s forehead. He slowly opened his eyes to look 
at the end of the blade. 


There was no trace of blood at the end of the weapon, so he 
thankfully hadn’t injured the blue knight. Then he saw the giant crack 
in the mask. Meta Knight fell to the ground from the force of the 
sword being removed. 


“Meta Knight, poyo... I didn’t mean to...” Kirby whimpered. 


What happened next changed everything Kirby had thought he 
knew about Meta Knight. 


(watch?v = WRhICZyVjOE) 


The mask had been split into two. The halves clattered on the metal 
surface of the airship, revealing the blue knight’s face. 


His very Kirby-like face. 


Meta Knight slowly blinked, his yellow eyes adjusting to the light. 
He glanced toward Kirby, the pink puffball looking far paler than 
normal. Then the knight’s eyes shifted to the broken halves of his 
mask resting before him. 


His eyes widened, turning a pure white color. His expression was 
unreadable. His cheeks were so similar to Kirby’s, only darker in color. 
As soon as what had just occurred registered into Meta Knight’s mind, 
his cheeks became an even darker shade of red. 


“Blade... our lord is...” Sword choked. 


“He’s a... a...” Blade couldn’t comprehend what was happening 
before their eyes. 


Meta Knight’s hands slowly raised up, then made a desperate 
attempt to cover his exposed blushing face. It didn’t do anything but 
increase the tension in the air. 


Kirby gave a nervous cough, both puffballs not moving from their 
spots or letting a single syllable escape their lips. 


Then another explosion resounded across the Halberd. Kirby and 
Meta Knight were blown away by the force of the blast. 


The pink puffball awoke an unknown amount of time later, seeing a 
Wheelie before him as if waiting for his return to the world. Kirby 
hopped on the Wheelie’s back and donned a helmet. He was escaping 
from the crashing Halberd. 


Suddenly, a thunderous roar was heard behind him. “Kirby!” 
(watch?v = kR9OLOOhdfoE) 


The pink puffball named Kirby turned around to see Meta Knight 
leering at him, the sunset reflecting off his once broken mask. His 
shadow casting off across the metal surface. 


Meta Knight’s cape began to float upward, then two large busted 
from the fabric of his cape. The cape transformed into wings before 
Kirby’s very eyes, the wings began to stretch to their full length. 


Then the blue knight nearly divebombed the young Star Warrior. 
Kirby squealed and took off on the Wheelie. The winged warrior 
pursued him relentlessly. 


“I won’t let you escape!” He growled, almost beast like. 


Kirby knew his secret. A secret he had been so careful, so 
precautious to keep from everyone. And after what had occurred 
today, the blue knight presumed Kirby would no doubt tell anyone 
who would listen. He had to stop him. He spent years trying to keep 
his secret buried, and he needed it to stay that way. 


Kirby squealed in fright, the Wheelie picking up pace. Meta Knight 
followed just a thread behind. With one final burst of speed, the 
Wheelie and Kirby escaped from the crazed knight and did an 
impressive landing off the Halberd and onto a nearby beach. 


Meta Knight growled, preparing to chase them down on land if 
needed. Then he heard the sound of shouting. 


“Sir, let it go!” Sword ran to the knight, along with Blade. 


“He’s gone! It’s over! We lost and we need to get out of here!” 
Blade yelled, snapping Meta Knight out of his state of mind. 


(watch?v = 1ef9n6T6171) 


Wordlessly, Meta Knight grabbed Sword with one hand and Blade 
with the other. With all of his strength, he carried both knaves off the 
ship and flew to safety on one of the many beaches around Orange 
Ocean. The moment they landed, all they could do was watch as the 
Halberd hit the water and slowly sink below the waves. 


“Sword... Blade... How much of what occurred did you witness?” 


Meta Knight asked slowly. 
“ ,.Everything, sir.” Sword and Blade answered in unison. 


“T suppose... any respect I’ve earned from you has vanished?” The 
blue knight turned away from them, too ashamed to face them. 


“Sir... what would make you think that?” Blade asked. 


“My secret doesn’t bother you? Are you both content with serving 
a... puffball?” 


“Well, we were surprised at first...” Blade said. “But you're still the 
same Meta Knight.” 


“Just because you’re a puffball doesn’t mean we’ve lost all respect 
for you. We'll never forget everything you’ve done for us.” Sword 
nodded. 


Meta Knight turned around, his eyes were glowing blue for a few 
moments. “...Thank you.” 


“So... how do you think everyone will react if we come back to the 
village?” Blade asked, deciding to finally ask the question on 
everyone’s mind. 


“Most likely, we won’t receive a warm reception anymore...” Meta 
Knight answered. 


“'..So0 we might have to leave?” The light green knight asked, 
somewhat hesitant. 


“It’s very possible...” 


Sword suddenly began wandering closer to the waters, staring out 
at the sunset quietly. They brushed it off as the dark green knight 
lamenting over having to leave Dreamland. 


“Meta Knight, did you notice that the ship began to fall much more 
slowly during your fight with Kirby?” Blade asked. 


“Yes, I believe that miracle is the only reason we are alive and 
breathing at this moment.” 


“T wonder what could of caused that. Still, I’m just thankful that 
everyone is safe. All of us could have met our demise...” 


Meta Knight frowned underneath the mask, feeling a stab of guilt 
for putting his crew in such danger. Had he known of such 
consequences, he would have never approved of this operation. 


The silence was suddenly broken when the two heard soft quiet 


sniffles from Sword. The dark green knight slowly turned around and 
approached his comrades, clenching something in his fists. 


“Sword... what’s wrong? What is it?” Blade asked slowly, showing 
concern for his partner. 


Sword gradually raised his closed fists up to eye level, then forced 
his hands to pry apart. The object in his hands became visible. 


It was a sailor hat. 
(watch?v = W9T9ulu6spE) 


Sword and Meta Knight gasped in shock. They understood what 
had happened, but they desperately didn’t want it to be true. 
Everyone closed their eyes just hoping it would be some sort of 
nightmare and they would wake up... but it wasn’t. It was reality. 


“Sailor Dee... he... he was on the Halberd...” Blade choked. “He 
went down with it...” 


“He must have delayed the ship’s crash...” Sword sniffled again. 
“He gave his life for ours...” 


Meta Knight’s eyes turned white in surprise and disbelief. The guilt 
bubbling inside him was maddening. There was no one else to blame 
but himself. He was responsible for the death of Sailor Dee. 


Sword’s breathing became heavier. “No... no! He can’t be! He’s 
alright! We just need to find him!” 


“Sword... he’s gone...” Blade sighed in agony. “Even if we found 
him... he wouldn’t be...” He couldn’t finish the sentence. It was too 
painful. 


“Blade... I’m worse than Captain Vul... This is my fault!” Sword 
hiccupped. “He was probably too scared to leave! I scared him into 
staying!” 


“Sword, you didn’t... it isn’t your fault. It’s nobody’s fault...” 


“Yes it is! M-My last words to him were telling Sailor Dee that we 
didn’t need him! I’m terrible! I’m disgusted with myself! It should 
have been me!” 


Sword kicked the sand in anger. “Why couldn’t it have been me...?” 


The dark green knight abruptly burst into a sprint and ran along 
the beach while screaming for Sailor Dee. Blade hurried after him, 
knowing that it was a lost cause. 


And all Meta Knight could do was stare at his own hands in 


loathing. Sailor Dee was gone and it was all his doing. He tried to 
calm himself, he didn’t want to break in front of his men. He didn’t 
shed a single tear, but the remorse was overwhelming. 


The events that were occurring now were happening because of 
him. Most of Dreamland probably lost any amount of respect they 
held for him, he had broken the trust between himself and his student 
Kirby, and Sailor Dee had given his life to repair his mistake. 


His mind continued to wander to thoughts of what the poor child’s 
last moments were. Could it have been the smoke? The fire? The crash 
itself? The ocean swallowing him up? It was just too much. 


“I am responsible for the murder of a child...” 
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31. Aftermath of the Halberd 


(watch?v = uLSt7 4q8wfc) 


It had been about thirty minutes and Sword was still searching the 
beach for Sailor Dee. Blade sat on the beach in silence along with 
Meta Knight. The weight of what had happened was too much for 
them to stand. Sword ran in front of them. 

“So that’s it? You’re just going to give up?!” The dark green knight 
questioned. 


“Sword... it’s too late...” Blade said quietly. 
“He’s probably out there! He needs us! We have to find him!” 


“Sword... he’s gone... and there’s nothing we can do about it...” 
Blade looked up at his companion. 


“..It is too late, isn’t it?...If only we had known...” Sword sat down 
next to Blade in defeat, still clutching the ownerless sailor hat. 


“Tm sorry...” Meta Knight spoke for the first time since the 
accident. “I’m the only one to blame...” 


“Sir... this was an accident. No one was to blame. You couldn’t 
have possibly foreseen this happening.” Blade tried to reassure the 
guilt-struck blue knight. 


“I should have. The moment the Halberd was set to crash, I should 
have forced everyone to evacuate. If I had paid closer attention...” 


“Sir Meta Knight...” Blade sighed. 


Several moments of silence passed by. Nobody wanted to speak, too 
wrapped up in their guilt to utter a single word. Their thoughts drifted 
to what could have happened if they had done things differently, if 
they had chosen to simply evacuate when the opportunity presented 
itself. 


Suddenly, Sword stood up. He ran closer to the water’s edge, 
peering out at the ocean. 


“Hey, come look!” Sword said with urgency in his voice. 
Blade sighed again. “Sword, we’ve been through this—” 


“Just get up!” 


The other two knights shook their heads solemnly, but stood up to 
look at what the dark green knight seemed so excited about. They 
peered at the ocean, but saw nothing. 


“Sword, I don’t see anything.” Blade said. 
“No, look closer! There’s something red-orange in the ocean!” 


“T know that this is hard to accept, but your mind is playing tricks 
on you.” Blade said slowly. “You’re getting your hopes up for 
something that’s impossible.” 


“’..Blade.” Meta Knight wandered closer to the water. “I see it 
too...” 


(watch?v = zLaQARhmHP4) 


The blue knight pointed in the direction Sword was staring, then 
Blade could see the red-orange object clearly. It took a few seconds to 
register what was in front of them, then at once the three knights dove 
into the water. 


As they swam closer to the object, they realized it was definitely a 
Waddle Dee. They grabbed the unconscious Waddle Dee and made 
their way to shore at lighting speed. 


The three knights set the unmoving engineer on the sand. Blade 
held Sailor Dee’s wrist to check for a pulse. 


“T don’t feel a pulse...” The light green knight said. 


“No! We can’t be too late! We’ve found him, we can’t lose him 
again!” Sword yelled. 


Meta Knight squeezed the Waddle Dee around the stomach. Water 
spewed from around where his mouth would be. A few moments 
passed, then he began to twitch slightly. His eyes were struggling to 
open. 


Sailor Dee was alive. 
Drenched to the bone, but alive nonetheless. 


The Waddle Dee’s eyes were opened half way. He uttered a small 
noise. 


“Sailor Dee! You’re alive!” Sword grabbed the child in his arms 
and swung him around. 


Sailor Dee whined in discomfort, then coughed up more water. 
Sword didn’t seem to notice as he squished him close to his chest. 


“Sailor Dee, ’'m so sorry! I’m sorry I yelled at you! I’m sorry I said 
we didn’t need you! I’m sorry I’m such a jerk and I’m sorry I always 
ate your sandwich on lunch breaks! Please forgive me!” 


“Sword, you’re making him sick!” Blade pried Sailor Dee from his 
companion’s arms and set him down to prop him against a rock. 


“Are you well? Do you need anything?” Blade asked. 
“J-I’m really thirsty...” He croaked. 


Meta Knight produced a water bottle from his cape. Sailor Dee 
weakly took the bottle, then drank almost all of it’s contents. 


“Aren’t you cold? Do you need to dry off?” Sword inquired. 


All Sailor Dee could do was nod at the moment. Meta Knight 
somehow summoned a towel from his cape. Normally Sword and 
Blade would question the possibilities of such a feat, but they were too 
occupied caring for their injured comrade. 


After the weakened Waddle Dee began to recover his strength, they 
decided it was time to ask questions. Namely how the young engineer 
managed to survive such a dangerous crash in the first place. 


“Sailor Dee... how did you survive?” Blade asked slowly. 


“TJ mean, did you jump out of the ship or did you have a parachute 
we didn’t know about or...” Sword began to trail off. 


“The chair.” The Waddle Dee replied. 
“ ..Huh?” Sword and Blade said, dumbfounded. 


“1 fell from the Halberd with the chair in the office. I used the chair 
to break my fall when I hit the ocean.” 


“The chair? That chair you were holding onto the entire time?” 
Sword said slowly. 


“You were planning to use it to break your fall the entire time? You 
planned to stay on the ship even after Sir Meta Knight told you to 
evacuate?” Blade said with the same awe. 


“Yeah...” 
“But... why? Why did you stay?” Sword asked. 


“Sailor Dee, I would like to know as well.” Meta Knight said. “You 


have put your own life at stake. It was by quick thinking and chance 
that you survived. What made you decide to take such an action?” 


“’.. You.” Sailor Dee replied in a quiet voice. 
(watch?v = 0QzLFfosf7 w) 
Meta Knight stayed silent as Sailor Dee looked up at him. 


“Sir Meta Knight, you’ve done so much for me. You took me in 
when I had no one to turn to. An outcast. Even more, you treated me 
with respect. I never had something like that before. So... I wanted to 
repay you however I could.” 


Meta Knight sighed. “Sailor Dee, that was still a very foolish 
decision—” 


“Wait, please let me finish.” Sailor Dee held his tiny arm up. 
“You’ve done so many great things. You’re a knight, a war hero, an 
inspiration to others. To be able to help you in any way, even at the 
cost of my life, that’s what I wanted to do. That’s why I did it. That’s 
why I stayed behind with the ship in it’s final moments along with 
you.” 


The three knights were stunned into silence. 
“T want to be brave like you...” 


Meta Knight’s eyes flashed blue for a moment. He took the sailor 
hat, then placed it on the Waddle Dee’s head. The blue knight gave 
Sailor Dee a small pat, smiling slightly underneath the mask. 


“You already are.” 


Suddenly, footsteps were heard from behind them. The three 
knights turned around to see a familiar pink puffball standing alone. 
The expression on his face was unreadable. 


Sword stepped closer. “Kirby—” 


“No.” Meta Knight held up his hand. “I will speak to Kirby alone. 
This involves only the two of us.” 


Sword and Blade glanced at each other nervously, but allowed their 
superior to approach Kirby without any protest. They watched as Meta 
Knight and Kirby walked off to another area of the beach. 


(watch?v = 8g4KMkoAUNWU) 


The moment the two puffballs were alone, Kirby suddenly turned to 


face Meta Knight with an expression of slight anger. 
“Why didn’t you tell me?” 


“Tell you what?” Meta Knight said, as if he didn’t know what the 
pink puffball was inquiring. 

“Everything, poyo!” Kirby shouted. “The invasion, the Halberd 
being fixed, you attacking me, the secrets... your face...” 


Meta Knight stayed silent, not sure how to respond t the pink 
puffball for once in his long life. 


“Well, poyo?! How long was this invasion planned?!” 
“’..Several months.” 


“ ..Why? Why would you do this, poyo? You’re the last one I 
thought would try a takeover...” Kirby sniffled, then changed to a rare 
serious expression. 


“Because... I wanted to protect everyone...” The blue knight 
responded. 


“How is that keeping everyone safe, poyo?!” Kirby questioned. 


“Kirby, please hear me out. It was shortly after Dark Matter’s first 
attack...” 


The young Star Warrior crossed his arms, but waited for the knight 
to continue. 


“It has come to my attention that the safety of Dreamland, no, the 
entire planet of Pop Star, is still an issue. I realized this after the first 
attack from Dark Matter. There are still powerful forces from beyond 
that wish to threaten this planet’s peaceful lifestyle.” 


“But the invasion was threatening the peace, poyo!” Kirby argued. 
“Please.” Meta Knight held up his hand, asking for silence. 
Kirby grumbled softly, but allowed Meta Knight to explain himself. 


“The self proclaimed king of Dreamland, King Dedede, obviously 
cannot properly rule this country efficiently. So, I decided to plan my 
own invasion so that I may be Dreamland’s new ruler. It would have 
been a benevolent dictatorship. With the Halberd, my crew, and my 
leadership, we would have been able to ensure Dreamland’s future 
safety.” 


“But... if that was true poyo... why not tell anyone?” Kirby 
frowned. 


“You cannot tell someone you’re planning an invasion. Otherwise 
others will get word of it and rise to take the opportunity as well. The 
invaders would fight amongst themselves, leaving nothing but 
senseless mayhem.” 


“You could of at least told me, poyo... and Fumu...” Kirby said, but 
he knew that what Meta Knight said was true. 


If Meta Knight had announced his invasion plan publicly, word 
would have spread and other takeovers would have been attempted. 


“You and I both know that wasn’t an option, Kirby.” 


“Okay, poyo... Then why did you attack me?” Kirby continued 
questioning the knight. 


“T thought it would be an easier way to say goodbye.” 
“_,.What?” Kirby frowned deeply. 


“Kirby... this will most likely be the last time we will see each 
other. I assumed it would be easier if I were to leave as an enemy in 
your eyes.” 


The pink puffball felt a glimmer of panic. He was... leaving? He 
didn’t understand the knight’s logic at all, but he still didn’t want 
Meta Knight to leave. 


“..Why leave?” He asked in a small voice. 


“IT can’t stay here anymore. There is no doubt that everyone in 
Dreamland knows of my invasion attempt. I will be seen as a traitor. 
So I must leave to a remote part of Pop Star.” 


Meta Knight turned away, trying to end the conversation. This was 
already very difficult for the blue knight, but looking at Kirby’s 
disappointed face would only make it worse. 


“So... yowre running away?” Kirby said. 
Meta Knight immediately turned around. “What was that, Kirby?” 


“You’re running away, poyo. You’re not going to take respon—” 
Kirby fumbled over his words. “Responsibility... and face everyone for 
what you did?” 


Meta Knight’s eyes turned white for a fraction of a second. 
However, he stood still, waiting for Kirby to reply with something 
else. 


“You’re running away. You’re being a coward, poyo.” Kirby 
accused. 


Meta Knight stepped closer to Kirby. “Kirby...” 


The pink puffball looked at him in the eyes, as if daring him to 
argue. Meta Knight eventually gave an inaudible sigh. 


“You are right. I cannot turn away from what I have done. I must 
stand by my actions.” 


(watch?v = Un66Z3-u_9E) 


Kirby suddenly began to walk closer to him. Much too close for the 
blue knight’s comfort. Then the pink puffball yanked Meta Knight’s 
mask off unexpectedly. 


Meta Knight’s eyes turned white once again, but gradually returned 
to their yellow color. He tried to hide his face from Kirby’s curious 
eyes. 


Kirby smiled softly. “You look just like me.” 


Meta Knight tried to snatch the mask from the young Star Warrior, 
but Kirby was having none of that. 


“Why are you hiding your face, poyo? Are you afraid of your face?” 


Meta Knight finally succeeded in taking his mask back. Kirby 
pouted as the experienced Star Warrior covered his face once again 
with the metal. 


“No, ’'m not afraid...” 
“Then why?” Kirby pressed further. 


Meta Knight’s face had always been a touchy subject. It wasn’t that 
he was ashamed of the way he looked... well, it was. If everyone knew 
what he really looked like, the blue knight was absolutely positive he 
would lose what little fraction of respect he had left from this fiasco. 


He was known as the stoic, frightfully strong knight that preferred 
to be alone. Everyone seemed to know and respect that, but it would 
all change should word get out... 


Meta Knight could almost hear it now. The mocking laughter, the 
ridicule, the shame... 


The pink puffball seemed to sense the older Star Warrior’s extreme 
discomfort. However, he couldn’t understand it at all. The great and 
powerful Meta Knight of the GSA suddenly becoming vulnerable and 
shy? It didn’t make sense to the pink puffball. 


“JT... simply don’t want anyone to know my true appearance.” Meta 
Knight answered slowly. 


Kirby didn’t like that answer. 


The young Star Warrior yanked the mask off Meta Knight. The blue 
knight tried to retrieve the mask, only for Kirby to dodge out of his 
reach. Meta Knight looked slightly frustrated. With the mask on, such 
an expression would have been somewhat terrifying, but without... 


“But... but you’re so cute, poyo!” Kirby cheered. 


“T am not cute.” Meta Knight denied, a small pink spreading to his 
face. 


“Yes you are! Don’t be ashamed!” Kirby desperately tried to poke 
the older Star Warrior’s cheeks. 


Meta Knight held off the excited pink puffball long enough for him 
to take the mask and put it back on. Kirby pouted again. 


“T’m not ashamed...” Meta Knight gently pushed Kirby away. 
Kirby wasn’t buying it. 


“Then why do you cover your face, poyo?” He asked again, getting 
tired of receiving empty answers. 


Meta Knight sighed inaudibly. “When you are older, you will 
understand. I only hope that you will not learn in the same way I 
had...” 


The blue knight began to walk away. 


“Where are you going, poyo?” Kirby asked with a tone of suspicion 
evident. 


“TJ, along with my knaves and Sailor Dee, will be returning to the 
castle. I cannot run away from what I have done. Such an action 
would be shameful.” 


Meta Knight took a moment to look at the Orange Ocean and the 
sunset that covered the and before speaking again. 


“Kirby, what has happened today was an accident on my part. I will 
understand if you, along with everyone in Dreamland, no longer hold 
any respect for me. It was by a pure stroke of luck that no one 
perished today.” 


“But... that was my fault, poyo!” Kirby protested. 


“No. My crew is my responsibility. This entire incident was my 
doing. Therefore, I take complete responsibility.” 


Meta Knight turned and began to walk back to his small group. 


Then he heard Kirby’s little voice. 


“Even if everyone is against you... ’ll be on your side, poyo... I 
won't tell anyone your secret.” 


After all that had occurred today, Kirby was still determined to 
stand by Meta Knight. Still willing to give his trust to the older Star 
Warrior. Still willing to keep his secret safe. 


The blue knight turned around, his eyes were that bright blue, 
which signified either happiness or pride. 


“Thank you, Kirby. Thank you...” 


The pink puffball watched as Meta Knight made his way back to his 
small crew. Kirby realized that behind it all, Meta Knight too was like 
him. He had inner hopes, insecurities, and good intentions that many 
may not understand. Today, he had seen a different side of the famed 
blue knight. A side he wondered if anyone else had seen before. 


(watch?v = e4_ LadFWQRI) 


Sailor Dee giggled, now in much better spirits than before. Sword 
and Blade were holding him up, each taking one of his arms, leaving 
him dangling slightly off the ground much to the Waddle Dee’s 
amusement. 


The four were walking home, the setting sun slowly transitioning 
into the dark of the night. They knew that they would probably have 
to face the music when they returned to the castle, so they might as 
well enjoy the time they had together. Everyone was alive and well, 
and that’s what was important. 


“Sword?” Sailor Dee giggled. “Will you tell me that story again?” 


Sword and Blade chuckled, while Meta Knight’s eyes glowed pink 
for the slightest moment. 


“Hehe, okay. One more time.” Sword cleared his throat. “Captain 
Vul is in the desert. He’s tied to a pole. The sun in beating down 
without any form of mercy. He’s covered from head to feet in 
honey. But what’s this? An army of angry fire ants! They quickly 
swarm, leaving nowhere on his body safe from their wrath!” 


“Even his eyes?” Sailor Dee asked. 
“Even his eyes.” Sword answered. 


Okay, maybe they were still a little bitter over Captain Vul 


abandoning them. But still, at least they could turn it into humor now 
that they were safe. 


“Ah, Sailor Dee...” Sword coughed. “I-I’m really sorry. For saying 
all those terrible things to you.” 


“Sword, it’s oka—” 


“No, no it isn’t. I said you weren’t an important member of the 
team and we didn’t need you. You were the one to delay the ship’s 
crash. You were the one that stayed on longer than anyone else. You 
stayed after we left. You went down with the ship. And you're alive.” 


The dark green knight used his free hand to pat Sailor Dee’s head. 
“T hope you can find it in your heart to forgive me.” 


“You don’t even need to ask.” Even though Sailor Dee lacked a 
mouth, they could still tell he was smiling. 


They finally arrived at the castle. They entered, expecting to be 
ambushed by all the castle residents, only it seemed no one was here. 
That was very unusual. 


Still, they headed to their rooms. Sailor Dee had fallen asleep on 
the way, and they decided he didn’t need to be apart of their 
inevitable punishment. The three knights tucked the unconscious 
Waddle Dee in bed, then began to walk down the castle’s halls. 


“Sword, Blade. I want you both to return to your room. I will face 
his majesty’s punishment alone.” 


“Absolutely not. We’re going with you, sir.” Sword said defiantly, 
Blade nodded. 


“You’re not facing this alone. We have just as much involvement in 
this as you do.” 


“That was an order. I demand that you both return.” Meta Knight 
said firmly. 


“Sir, we’re not—” 
“Hello, Meta Knight.” A voice said from behind them. 
(watch?v = -CJJt1JnkqE) 


The three slowly turned around to see the king of Dreamland 
looking at them. King Dedede was sporting an unnaturally wide grin 
across his face, and the moonlight from outside was casting off on the 
penguin king. For perhaps the first time in their lives, they felt a 


sudden spark of fear for King Dedede. 


“So, what have you three been doing today? I couldn’t find you 
anywhere today...” Dedede leaned against the wall, his mock smile 
still as wide as it was before. 


Sword sighed. “You know what we did, so you might as well hit us 
with it ad get it over with.” 


“Shut up!” King Dedede’s friendly demeanor evaporated in an 
instant. “I can’t believe it! Of all things!” 


The penguin gritted his teeth. “Meta Knight, you swore loyalty to 
me didn’t you?! So why did you betray your king?! Give me one 
reason | shouldn’t throw you three and whoever helped you in your 
scheme out of Dreamland for good?!” 


“Your Majesty, please.” Meta Knight stepped in front of his knaves. 
“The entire takeover was my doing and mine alone.” 


“Besides, Sailor Dee is in no condition!” Sword argued. “He fell 
from the ship and survived by a miracle! He’ll probably be sick!” 


Blade nodded in agreement. “Punish us, but don’t drag Sailor Dee 
into this. He’s the hero that saved us.” 


King Dedede seemed to seriously ponder their words. “Fine. Sailor 
Dee is exempt from punishment. If he does get sick, we’ll make sure 
he gets proper treatment.” 


The three gave sighs of relief in their minds. 


“However!” Dedede raised his voice. “That doesn’t mean you're off 
the hook! You three have committed treason! And that’s a serious 
crime!” 


“T understand, and I take full responsibility.” Meta Knight nodded. 


“No, we’re responsible too! We encouraged this, so we’re as guilty 
as he is!” Sword and Blade shouted. 


“All three of you committed the crime, so all three will be 
punished. Besides, you two would just end up helping Meta Knight, 
even if I didn’t punish you.” Dedede pointed to the two knaves. 


“So, ’'m giving you two choices.” The penguin king cleared his 
throat. “You can either leave this kingdom and all of Dreamland and 
never come back. Or... you all have to do manual labor for three 
months. Your choice.” 


The knights nodded. “We accept our sentence.” 


“Oh, and you’re also demoted. Your pay is going to be docked. 
Meta Knight, for these next three months, your title of ‘sir’ is revoked. 
You’re just gonna be called ‘Meta Knight’ or ‘Meta’ now.” 


“What?! Blade said in shock.” Your Majesty, please be reasonable.” 


“You can’t take away Sir Meta Knight’s title! You didn’t give him 
the title of knight, so you can’t take it away!” Sword barked. 


“Oh, I’m sorry!” Dedede spat sarcastically and crossed his arms. 
“Would you three prefer if I call you Shirley, Edith, and Gertrud 
instead?” 


“Why do I have to be Gertrud?” Sword sighed. 


“T think you three aren’t in the position to call the shots in this 
talk!” The king of Dreamland pointed. “So, are you three still gonna 
go through with it or are ya gonna chicken out and book it outta 
here?” 


“No... we accept.” Meta Knight responded. 


“Good.” Dedede nodded. “CAUSE YOU LOT ARE ON TOILET 
DUTY FOR THE NEXT THREE MONTHS!” 


The king angrily stomped to his bedroom, then slammed the door. 


“Well... that went a little better than expected.” Blade said after a 
beat. 


A Waddle Dee that happened to hear the conversation approached 
them. 


“T remember when I was sentenced to toilet duty. It wasn’t so bad. I 
mean, yeah, I had to go to therapy for a few months afterward, but 
I’m fine now....I think.” 


The Waddle Dee absentmindedly wandered off down the halls. 
Sword and Blade shivered. 
They were really not looking forward to the next three months. 
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32. Promises of Friendship 


The pink puffball slowly opened his eyes, awakened from his heavy 
sleep. Light was streaming in from the window, and it was another 
beautiful day in Dreamland. Kirby groggily sat up and looked around 
his room. 


Nothing was unusual, except for that odd little lavender object on 
the rug... 


...Actually, that little lavender object looked very familiar to the 
pink puffball. 


“Marx, poyo?” Kirby hopped out of bed and gently shook the jester. 
(watch?v = ODpji9h-gpg) 
“Huh, wazzma?” Marx muttered, still half asleep. “Oh, hey Kirby.” 


He said that so calmly. He didn’t stay at Kirby’s house the night 
before, so why was he here? A better question would be how he 
entered the young Star Warrior’s abode in the first place. 


“Marx. How did you get in, poyo? The door and window was 
locked.” Kirby pointed out. 


“Your door and window may have been locked, you know, but 
there was nothing stopping me from going down the chimney.” Marx 
replied casually. 


“ ..Why?” Kirby asked, befuddled. 


“Well, I was just so excited about the picnic today! I couldn’t wait, 
so I thought I would drop in to see you! That was a few hours ago. 
Then I fell asleep and here we are, you know.” 


Kirby laughed. He was a bit embarrassed to have overslept on the 
day of their picnic, but Marx didn’t seem the least bit angry or 
disappointed. The little jester was hopping into the air every few 
moments in excitement. 


“Just let me get ready, poyo.” 


After Kirby was finished with his morning routine, Kirby and Marx 
left with their picnic basket in hand. Their picnic spot was just outside 
the village, but it would take a little while to get there. Yet another 
reason why Kirby wished he hadn’t overslept. 


Suddenly, Tokkori spotted them and flew in. 

“Hey Kirby, watcha got there?” The yellow bird asked. 

“A picnic, poyo.” 

Tokkori scanned over Marx, a look of confusion on the jester’s face. 


“Wait a minute! You’re that purple hobo kid with the box!” Tokkori 
observed. 


Marx frowned. “Ah, you were the one that told me to scoot.” 


“So Kirby, why not let me have that basket? I’ll take it as rent since 
you sleep in my tree all the time.” 


The pink puffball held the basket away from the bird. “This is for 
Marx and I, poyo! I promise I’ll make you something later.” 


The bird grumbled. “Fine. You better not forget you promised 
either!” 


Tokkori flew somewhere, leaving the two children to continue on 
their way. 


“So, what kind of food did you bring for the picnic?” Marx asked, 
brimming with curiosity. 

“It’s a surprise, poyo!” Kirby grinned, giggling at the jester’s 
excitement. 


“Oh, come on! Just a peek, you know!” 


“Surprise! You have to wait, poyo!” Kirby playfully stuck out his 
tongue. 


“T think I’m starting to rub off on you.” Marx smiled, perhaps with a 
small gleam of pride in his large purple eyes. 


The little jester then sighed. “If only that terrible tragedy hadn’t 
occurred with our cupcakes...” 


“It’s okay Marx!” Kirby patted his lavender friend gently on the 
back. “It may not be as good as those cupcakes, poyo, but I made a 
chocolate cake!” 


The pink puffball then smacked an arm over his mouth when he 
realized he just gave away his surprise. “I-It was supposed to be a 
surprise, poyo!” 


“Hey, Hey, Hey! That was your fault, not mine you know!” Marx 
giggled, who was quickly joined by Kirby. 


Kirby and Marx had to take a shortcut through Dedede’s castle 
property to avoid the villagers. Everyone knew how good of a cook 
Kirby was, and more than a few would try to talk the young Star 
Warrior into giving up a few of the basket’s goodies. 


The pink puffball inwardly hoped that Dedede wasn’t around, as he 
would surely attempt to take something from the picnic. Kirby did 
consider the penguin king a friend (even though the feeling wasn’t 
exactly mutual), but the pink child had made a promise to himself 
that he wouldn’t let anything ruin this day for Marx. 


As the two walked through the castle’s garden, they noticed a 
familiar masked knight. The blue knight was sweeping the porch with 
a broken broom, collecting garbage and disposing of it in several bins. 


The masked knight seemed to notice their presence, slowly looking 
up from his work. 


(watch?v = gfVbmH_TeX!I) 


“Hello, Kirby. Hello, Marx.” He replied in his ever so calm tone of 
voice. 


Marx immediately paled and dived head first into a Hydrangea 
bush. The only thing visible through the plant was part of his face as 
he peered at the knight. 


“Marx, come back, poyo!” 


“Um... I can’t hear you Kirby! I’m not here right now! Please pay 
absolutely no attention to me! Nothing interesting at all in this bush, 
you know.” 


The pink puffball sighed and turned to his mentor. “He’s just shy.” 


“Tt seems to be something more akin to fear. I can understand that 
fully, after my actions...” 


“Dedede’s really letting you have it, huh poyo?” 


Although three months was quite lenient for what Meta Knight had 
attempted, Kirby knew that Dedede was probably working him to 
exhaustion. Despite the knight’s calmness of the situation, the young 
Star Warrior could see Meta Knight’s shoulders slightly drooped. It 
seemed like he was also struggling with keeping his eyes open. 


Meta Knight’s eyes widened, suddenly alert. “Hide.” 
(watch?v = KMItil4gkmc) 
Kirby, slightly confused, dove into another flower bush. He pushed 


aside some leaves to get a better view. Dedede and Escargon marched 
to the blue knight, who bowed as they stood in front of him. 


“Ts all the sweeping done, Meta Knight?” Dedede asked irritably. 
“Yes, Your Majesty.” 


“Great.” The king of Dreamland then knocked over the dustbins 
with his foot. “Now do it again.” 


Kirby gaped from the bush, being careful to not make a sound. 
Still Meta Knight looked as passive as ever. “Yes, Your Majesty.” 
Escargon grinned. “Not so fun being in my place, is it?” 

Dedede bopped the snail on the head. “Shut up, you.” 


The penguin king and his advisor made their way inside, no longer 
showing any interest in the knight. Once they were out of sight, Kirby 
emerged from the bush. 


“Meta Knight, that’s not fair! He can’t treat you like that, poyo!” 


“Kirby, I vowed to atone for what I have done. If that means 
handling King Dedede’s ridiculous requests for the next three months 
day and night, then I must do so.” 


“But... he’s being so mean to you, poyo...” Kirby frowned, showing 
concern for his mentor. 


“T have experienced far worse from others in the past. Besides, I 
have become accustomed to this chore.” 


A thought entered the young Star Warrior’s mind. “Meta Knight... 
how many times have you swept this porch?” 


“This time would be the fourth.” 


The pink puffball knew that Meta Knight was determined to uphold 
his promise, but this was too much. Then again, if it was Kirby in 
Meta Knight’s place, he would have done the same thing. Kirby 
couldn’t help but feel pity for the older Star Warrior. 


(watch?v = wBUhMDL 6N4) 


Kirby dug through the picnic basket and took out one slice of 
chocolate cake. There was still plenty left for him and Marx, and Meta 
Knight needed something to keep his energy up. 


The pink puffball held out the plate of cake to his mentor. The blue 
knight slightly tilted his head to the side. Kirby stepped a bit closer 


and presented the confection again. 
“Ts it... for me?” 
Kirby nodded, thrusting the plate into the knight’s hands. 


Meta Knight paused for a moment, then held the cake towards 
Kirby. 


“This belongs to you. I can’t take it.” 
Kirby shook his head. “You need it, poyo. It’s a present!” 


The blue knight seemed frozen, then his eyes glowed a bright blue. 
“Thank you Kirby...” 


Kirby didn’t need to see Meta Knight without his mask to know that 
he was smiling. It was nice to see the usually stoic knight showing 
genuine emotion from time to time. 


Meta Knight tucked the plate of chocolate cake into his cape. Just 
how that worked still boggled the young Star Warrior’s mind. 


“T will eat it later. I have to finish my assigned task at the moment.” 


“You mean sweep, then Dedede makes a mess for you to clean up 
again.” Kirby said. 


“Tt’s better than what Sword and Blade were assigned. They were 
told to play music for His Majesty with pieces of tissue paper.” 


Kirby winced. Dedede was really going all out this time. 


Kirby picked up his picnic basket, then managed to rustle Marx out 
of the Hydrangea bush he seemed so keen on staying concealed in. 


“Be careful, Kirby of the Stars.” The blue knight said. 


“You too, poyo.” The pink puffball gave Meta Knight one last 
glance before heading off with his jester friend in tow. 


Marx breathed a sigh of relief. “I’m glad that’s over.” 


“Why do you not like Meta Knight, poyo? He never did anything to 
you.” Kirby asked, slightly worried. 


“It’s not that I don’t like him. It’s just... he’s kind of scary, you 
know? I mean, someone like him could tear through me like a wet 
napkin!” Marx shuddered. 


“But he wouldn’t do that, poyo! He’s really nice once you’re around 
him.” 


“Kirby... I know that you mean well, but he tried to take over 
Dreamland. Aren’t you the least bit afraid of him? Don’t you feel any 
sort of anger or resentment towards him at all?” 


“No.” Kirby answered, without even having to think. 
“Wow... you really are the greatest person on Pop Star, yup yup.” 


Kirby blushed a little and rubbed the back of his head. “Well, I 
wouldn’t go that far, poyo...” 


“You really are great. How could anyone not like you?” The little 
jester bumped him in the side. 


The pink puffball laughed. “Still, could you maybe try to stay 
around Meta Knight sometime, poyo?” 


“Okay, Kirby. Just because you seem so insistent on it, but he still 
scares the filling out of my doughnut...” 


(watch?v =7 NzpWibSfjD) 


The two friends finally reached their picnic site, a small grassy hill, 
without being sidetracked. Kirby spread the blanket across the grass, 
then began to take several food items from the basket. 


“Wow, look at all of this food! There’s hams and yams and jams and 
even... foods that don’t rhyme!” Marx grinned. 


The pink puffball and jester sat down, scanning over the picnic with 
mouths watering. They dug in almost immediately. The two were 
quite content a while later. Kirby and Marx lied on their backs and 
watched the clouds roll by, their stomachs full for the moment. 


“Hey Marx... can I ask you something, poyo?” 

“Does it have anything to do with borrowing money?” 
“No...?” Kirby answered. 

“Okay. Continue.” 

“You’ve been to a lot of places, right poyo?” Kirby asked. 


“Yeah. Lots and lots of places. Crowded places, small towns, big 
towns, snowy mountains, all kinds of places, you know?” 


“Was there ever someone from one of those places you didn’t want 
to leave?” 


“’..No. I never stayed long enough. This place is the only exception 


to my usual routine of leaving after a few days.” Marx explained. 
“So, there was never a place you really wanted to stay at, poyo?” 


“No. I needed to keep moving to find the answer to my very 
important question. No matter where I went, I just couldn’t seem to 
get close to the answer, you know? I’m still nowhere near close...” 
The little jester sighed. 


Kirby decided it was time to change the subject, too afraid of the 
jester telling him that he might be leaving town soon. 


“Marx, poyo? Did I ever tell you about Ripple Star?” 


“Only bits and pieces. Ripple Star is one of the planets in the 
Gamble Galaxy, the planet of Love and Happiness.” Marx informed. 


“Yeah, it is, poyo! But... there was someone there that I wish I 
could see again...” Kirby sighed, though not quite from sadness. “Her 
name is Ribbon. She’s Queen Mary’s vassal, a fairy, poyo. She was 
with me in the last Dark Matter adventure.” 


“A fairy? Did she yell ‘hey, listen!’ every few minutes?” 


“No, she’s really nice and pretty... it seems like it’s been so long, 
poyo... When we said goodbye, I wanted to say something, but I never 
could say it, poyo...” Kirby frowned. “Marx, have you ever felt that 
way before? Was there ever a girl you acted strange around, poyo?” 


Marx averted his eyes from Kirby. “...Once.” 
“What happened, poyo?” 


“Well, there was this girl and she always wore a bow. I finally got 
the nerve to talk to her and...” 


“And?” 


“She said I was weird, poked me in the eye, and I’ve never seen 
anything in anyone since.” The little jester frowned, slightly 
grumbling. 


“That’s awful, poyo...” Kirby patted his friend in sympathy. 


“T mean... it was just a stupid crush, you know? Nothing special. 
Honestly, I think it was just the bow I liked.” 


Kirby remained quiet, somewhat stunned by Marx’s story. Sure, the 
lavender child seemed quite casual about his experience, but it 
probably crushed his feelings at the time. Marx continued to grow 
more and more mysterious. 


“Actually Kirby, I have a question for you...” 
“What is it, poyo?” Kirby responded, now fully attentive. 
“What’s it like to be you?” 


The pink puffball sat up and tilted his head, confused by the little 
clown’s question. 


“Let me elaborate. What’s it like to go on adventures all the time, 
have all these amazing abilities, you have all the friends you could 
ever want, you know...” 


“What do you mean, poyo? You’ve had adventures too.” 


Marx suddenly shot up from his place on the blanket. “But, not like 
you! You have everything you could possibly want! Friends, a home, 
appreciation, food, nothing can really hurt you... Why would you 
want to be friends with someone like me?” 


This confession stunned the young Star Warrior speechless. How 
long had Marx felt this way? How long had Marx waited to say this? 
Finally, Kirby replied. 


“Because why not?” 
Marx’s mouth hung open slightly. “...You amaze me.” 


The little jester flopped on his back again with a small smile, 
seeming to be content for the time being. Kirby lied back down too, 
glad his friend seemed to be happy once more. 


“Kirby... if you could have one wish, what would that be?” 


The pink puffball thought this over for a moment. One wish? What 
would be the best thing to wish for? A never ending supply of food? 
Universal peace? Eternal happiness all around? Kirby couldn’t decide. 


“J-I don’t know, poyo...” Kirby laughed. “What would you wish 
for?” 


“Obviously, I would wish for the answer to that very important 
question, you know.” 


“Oh...” Kirby said, slightly embarrassed. “I should have known, 
poyo...” 


Kirby didn’t bother asking Marx about what the important question 
was. He had already said previously that he couldn’t tell anyone. As 
curious as the young Star Warrior was about his friend’s secret, he 
decided it was best not to pry the answer out of him. 


(watch?v = EdXTqxTWxcM) 


“T’ve heard stories...” Marx began. “About a clockwork star in space 
called NOVA. Supposedly, if one were to gather the energy around the 
stars surrounding, one could get their wish granted!” 


“Really, poyo! A wish being granted could actually happen?!” Kirby 
exclaimed. 


“Mhm! According to legend, several beings in history made wishes 
on NOVA. Money, power, social status, NOVA can do all of that, you 
know. Perhaps many historical leaders came to power because of a 
wish to NOVA, and many probably met their end because of the same 
reasons.” 


“What do you mean, poyo?” Kirby sat up and tilted his head 
quizzically again. 


“Hmm. Let me try to explain.” The little jester hummed. “See, 
wishes have a nasty way of biting the wisher in the butt if they didn’t 
word their request specifically enough.” 


“...Huh?” 


The lavender explorer rolled his eyes and sighed. “Let me try a 
different method of explanation.” 


The little clown struggled to sit up, wiggling his feet in a futile 
struggle. Kirby gently pushed him up into a sitting position. 


Marx cleared his throat. “Say if you made a wish for an egg omelet. 
You get your omelet, but it’s hot and it’s in your hands. You drop it 
because it burned your hands, and your omelet is on the ground 
ruined.” 


“But that doesn’t explain—” 


“It’s not over! Now, let’s say you wished for an omelet on a plate. 
What kind of omelet is it? What if it’s an omelet with peppers in it and 
you don’t like peppers, you know? But wait, why stop there? Let’s say 
that instead of peppers, there isn’t even something remotely edible 
inside. Like a sweaty wrestler’s sock or something.” 


Kirby made a face and stuck out his tongue. 


“It’s still not over! Let’s say there’s nothing wrong with the 
omelet. Then right as you’re about to take that first bite of delicious 
eggy goodness, someone swoops in and takes the omelet. Then they 
eat it in front of you and laugh. Or they shove it into your face and 
it lands on the ground, and they laugh at the sad and disappointed 


look on your face as the tears begin to form in your eyes...” 


“Marx, poyo?” Kirby gently tapped the suddenly angry rambling 
jester. 


“Oh right... ahem. So, in other words, you need to make the wish 
so specific, it will go exactly like you planned. And that explanation 
only covered an omelet! Imagine what would happen if you wished 
for something really big, like power. You would probably end up 
losing it all in the end, you know.” 


Kirby blinked, trying to take it all in. “I... I think I understand, 
poyo...” 


“Sorry if that explanation was lengthy and a bit mind boggling, but 
keep that in mind if you ever do get the opportunity to have a wish 
come true.” 


The two sat in silence as the sun dropped a bit lower in the sky. 
Judging by the position, it was probably five in the evening. They had 
been out here for quite a while. Suddenly, Marx turned to Kirby. 


“It’s getting late. It'll be dark soon and there’s supposed to be a full 
moon out tonight, you know. I love astronomy!” He kicked his feet a 
little in excitement. 


“T wish this day would never end, poyo...” Kirby said, looking at his 
friend. 


“T agree. This has been one of the best days of my life... well any 
day is a good day when you’re around, you know.” 


Kirby laughed, slightly embarrassed. “Thank you, Marx poyo, but 
I’m really not that great.” 


“Yes you are! You’re so heroic and righteous, and so trustworthy...” 
The little jester suddenly stopped short. 


(watch?v = Wai8pknEbew) 
“What’s wrong, poyo?” Kirby asked, slightly worried. 


“Kirby... if I show you a secret, will you promise not to tell anyone 
or show anyone else?” 


“Of course, poyo! What is it?” The pink puffball asked excitedly. 


“Tt’s a surprise! First we need to drop off your things at your house 
though.” 


Kirby and Marx walked on their way to the young Star Warrior’s 
house. They didn’t let anything distract them, both fully focused on 
getting to the secret. 


The two friends arrived at Kirby’s house, then the pink puffball 
dropped off his things inside. 


“Do we need to bring anything, poyo?” Kirby inquired. 
“Nope! Nothing at all.” Marx replied, quite chipper. 


The sun was beginning to set, meaning that whatever surprise Marx 
was going to show him, they needed to get to it quickly. 


“Kirby. P’ll tell you this one more time. You can’t tell anyone 
about the surprise. Not Fumu or Bun, Gooey, the scary blue guy, 
nobody. Understand?” 


Kirby nodded. “I know, poyo! Let’s see the surprise!” 


“Great! Now follow me!” Marx began to sprint, with Kirby 
following close behind. 


They ran a little while longer, until they were on the outskirts of 
the village. It was where Kirby had met Marx. Still, the little jester 
continued his run, seemingly never running out of energy. Soon, the 
trees began to decrease in number... 


“Marx, are you sure we’re going the right way, poyo?: Kirby asked 
nervously. 


“Of course I’m sure! I go here at least twice a week!” Marx 
confirmed. 


Then Marx’s pace slowed, and at a very unfamiliar and unsettling 
place. 


(watch?v = hxQMQka10Eo) 


The land was barren, no grass was growing at all and the soil was 
dry and cracked. The few trees that were spread around sparingly 
were old and dead, no leaves at all on their twisting pointy branches. 
The setting sun casting off their forms only made it worse. 


It was too quiet. 


There were houses too. Most of them were in shambles, falling 
apart at the seams with at least one cracked or smashed window for 
each house. The wood was peeling and the wind would make the 
buildings creak every few moments. 


Not a soul was around, save for the young Star Warrior and 


lavender child. It was as if they were at the edge of the world. Kirby 
began to wonder if they were even in Dreamland anymore. What 
could have happened that would cause a seemingly once flourishing 
town to transition to a ghost town? 


“Marx, this place is scary, poyo... this isn’t really a good surprise...” 
Kirby shivered, inching closer to his friend. 


“This isn’t the secret. The actual secret is in the middle!” Marx said, 
with a gleam in his eye. 


The pink puffball frowned slightly, but continued to follow. 


As they continued walking through the barren wasteland, 
something suddenly came into view. Something lush and green. 


“We’re almost there!” Marx wiggled in glee. 


Upon closer inspection, it seemed to be a small grove. It was the 
only sign of life in the entire area. The two friends began to move 
closer to the grove, the trees swayed playfully in the wind. 


“Close your eyes, Kirby.” Marx ordered. Kirby complied, still quite 
confused. 


Marx jumped into the green area, followed by Kirby. The little 
jester grinned wider. 


“We’re here.” 
(watch?v = S1khimlP8vo) 


Kirby opened his eyes to see a small stream in front of him. Fireflies 
danced around the grove with carefree abandon, not even noticing the 
duo’s presence. Night had fallen and the stars above twinkled brightly, 
appearing far more prominent in this area. 


However, what really caught Kirby’s attention was the centerpiece 
of the small forest. 


In the center, a large crystal rested. It’s color was some strange 
mixture of light blue and grey, it really couldn’t be identified. The 
crystal glowed faintly, surrounded by the small stream. Mystical white 
bell shaped flowers with black berries adorned the area around the 
crystal and stream. 


It was truly a magical sight. Kirby felt a bit guilty for ever doubting 
Marx’s word. 


“Marx... this place is... beautiful, poyo...” Kirby sniffed. 


“Tf you think that’s breathtaking, wait for just a moment...” Marx 


grinned. 


The clouds uncovered the full moon in the sky, the light reflecting 
off the crystal. The gem glowed vibrantly, and the water from the 
stream spouted upward. The water droplets then landed on the 
strange white flowers, making the plants sparkle and shine under the 
moonlight. 


The young Star Warrior’s mouth dropped. 


“You see, Kirby? I told you it was amazing!” The little clown 
beamed. 


“Tt is, poyo!” Kirby agreed. 


The pink puffball eyed the berries growing on the white plants. His 
curiosity got the best of him and he walked toward them, reaching to 
pick one of the black fruits. 


Suddenly, the purple eyed child gave Kirby a sharp kick in the side, 
sending him flying away from the plants. 


The young Star Warrior picked himself up. “What was that for, 
poyo?!” 


“Don’t you know what those are?! Those are belladonnas!” 


Noticing Kirby’s confused expression, Marx decided to elaborate 
once more. 


“They’re called Atropa Belladonnas. Their berries contain 
scopolamine and hyoscyamine!” 
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Marx rolled his eyes and sighed. “In Layman’s terms, they’re 
poisonous. Best case scenario involves loss of balance and a really 
irritating rash, followed by delirium and convulsions.” 


Kirby jumped as far away from the plants as possible. 


“Granted, I don’t know what poison may do to you. I mean, you’ve 
eaten bombs before and you’re alive, but better safe than... well... 
dead, you know?” 


“T... [almost ate them, poyo...” He said in disbelief. 


“It’s okay, Kirby. But don’t just eat stuff growing from the ground. 
Next time you might not have me around to point out if something is 
life-threatening. If you had eaten them and gotten sick, I wouldn’t 
have been able to forgive myself... and then everyone would know 
about this secret...” 


“But... why is it a secret, poyo?” Kirby asked. 
“Because... because it needs to stay that way...” Marx answered. 
(watch?v = ZI6KtJoU7 ws) 


When he saw Kirby’s confused look, he continued. “Kirby, no one 
knows about this place. I’m sure of it. Everyone is too scared to get 
this far into this place. The Broken Village is enough to ward off 
anyone who may get too close.” 


“Broken Village? Is that what that scary place is named, poyo?” 


Marx nodded. “Even the existence of the Broken Village is little 
known. Those who do know of it want to stay as far away from it as 
possible, you know.” 


“Why, poyo? There must have been some who wanted to explore 
this place...” 


“That is also true. However, something happened that caused 
everyone to stay far away from the Broken Village...” Marx looked at 
the crystal, a mysterious smile spread on his face. 


“W-What h-h-happened?” Kirby stuttered. 
“They went mad.” 
“’..M-Mad, poyo? Like when we were in that cave?” Kirby asked. 


Marx chuckled. “No, Kirby. The type of mad where they’re haunted 
by illusions and hearing strange noises. Some said they saw large 
glowing black hands reaching up from the ground with clawed 
fingers, other said they saw a tall man with a cloak that had the 
appearance of space itself...” 


Kirby gulped, some of the descriptions sounded strangely familiar 
for some reason, but he couldn’t quite place where. 


“And... strangest of all... there was one thing that stayed consistent 
with all of the victims...” 


“W-What was that, poyo?” The young Star Warrior shivered. 


“All of them claimed they could hear wild screeching in their 
minds. No words, just frantic screeching and wailing.” 


“A-And you brought us here?!” Kirby squeaked. 


“Haha! But I’ve been visiting this place for a few years, and I 
haven’t ever experienced anything like that, you know!” Marx giggled. 
“Besides, you’re a strong Star Warrior. Anything dangerous here, you 


could surely take it down!” 


“T-I guess... but... if this place is so scary and crazy, poyo... how 
did you find this forest?” 


“..Because I didn’t have the time to be scared of the Broken Village 
when I found this place... something far worse was behind me...” The 
little jester looked at his feet, melancholy hinted in his tone. 


“But that was a long time ago, you know! Now I’ve got a friend, 
and I never thought it would be so great!” He bumped against Kirby in 
a playful manner, a far cry from the way Marx acted when they first 
met. 


Then an unpleasant thought struck the young Star Warrior... 
“Marx, poyo... what kind of friends did you have before we met?” 
The lavender child grew very quiet. 

“Marx... have you... never had a friend before?” 

“...No.” He sniffled. 

(watch?v = KY4a4xyxh_Y) 


Kirby gaped. The child standing in front of him, so clever and fun 
loving, never had a friend in his life? That was far too sad to be true, 
but it seemed to be reality. The little jester hung his head low. 


“Kirby... you don’t get it... nobody wanted to be around the weird 
kid... didn’t even want to be seen with him... he made wishes every 
night for a friend, only to wake up the next day alone once again...” A 
small sobbing noise escaped his throat as tears began to form in his 
large purple eyes. 


“T was so alone... and no one tried to reach out to me... except 
you.” Marx looked at Kirby woefully. “What made you so different? 
What made you care? Why would you?!” 


He only cried harder, hiccupping. “Kirby, your friend Marx is a 
loser!” 


Kirby held the poor crying jester as his sobs increased. “It’s okay, 
poyo... that’s over now...” 


“How do you know?! What if you decide to stop being my friend?! 
What if you start to get embarrassed by having me around you?!” 


“That would never happen! You’re my friend, Marx. I would never 
do that to you, poyo...” 


“Really? Really really really?” Marx hiccupped again. “You'll still 
be my friend? I-I don’t know what to say...” 


More tears started to roll, but he had a wide genuine smile on his 
face. 


“Are you okay, poyo? You're still crying...” 


“No, I’m fine! I-I’m just so happy! I’m so happy that you’re my 
friend, you know!” 


Kirby smiled, he felt a bit like crying too. 


“Kirby... ’ve made up my mind.” Marx sniffled, trying to compose 
himself. 


“About what, poyo?” The pink puffball asked, slightly confused. 


“T can’t leave. Not now. I-I want to stay... I want to stay in 
Dreamland!” Marx declared. 


“But... but Marx, poyo... what about finding that important answer 
to that question?” 


“It doesn’t matter anymore! No answer in the world could be 
more important as this! I can’t just leave the only friend I’ve ever had 
over something that’s become so insignificant! I’ve spent almost my 
whole life on finding that answer, but now I have to start living!” 


“Y-You really want to stay, poyo? Are you sure?” Kirby grinned, 
tearing up. 


“T’ve never been more sure of anything! Just promise you won’t get 
bored of seeing me everyday, you know!” 


“Never, poyo! Who could be bored around you?” Kirby giggled. 


“Then it’s settled! I’m staying! It doesn’t matter if I have to sleep in 
every bush, tree, and trash can in Dreamland! I want to be with my 
best and only friend!” Marx cheered, tears still forming in his eyes. 


(watch?v = ogZOuyEUaqM) 


Kirby suddenly nudged Marx gently. “Come on, Marx poyo... We’re 
going home.” 


“Home...” The little jester smiled. 


The two friends walked through The Broken Village, neither had no 
idea what time it could be. Fumu was probably worried sick, but they 
were both fine. Kirby was very thankful that Marx had shown him 
such a beautiful and mystical place. The Broken Village didn’t even 


seem half as scary as it was before, even with knowing about it’s 
supposed effects. 


And most important of all, Marx would be staying. Kirby opened 
the little door to his house, then dragged out some blankets and 
pillows for his little jester friend. Both were very tired from their 
excursion, and they drifted into peaceful slumber rather quickly. 


It was probably the most peaceful night of sleep Marx had ever 
experienced. He had nothing to worry about anymore, now that he 
had the most important thing he would ever need in his life: A friend. 


Author’s Note: Well, I’ve had this chapter in my mind for a while, 
but thankfully it’s finally finished. I have another explanation(excuse) 
on why this took so long: Pokemon Mystery Dungeon: Explorers of the 
Sky 


It’s only a matter of time until the inevitable occurs, and this 
chapter is only adding fuel to the fire. So what’s going to make our 
little jester buddy go off the deep end? All will soon be revealed. 


Another question that may be on your minds: What was with the 
destroyed village and the forest? It wasn’t just there for this chapter. It 
has later significance. And the significance is a whopper of a plot 
twist. I’m afraid that if I say much more on the subject of The Broken 
Village, I will have to erase your memory on the subject until further 
notice. 


So, ’m on break and I should have more time to write the next 
chapter. So why don’t we see how Meta Knight and friends are 
holding up? 


Fair warning: The next chapter is mostly going to be 80% hilarity. 


33. The Janitor 


Another night had fallen on Castle Dedede. The three knights had 
finally drifted off into much needed sleep, after several hours of 
tending to His Majesty’s most ridiculous requests. Even though they 
were sleeping in their armor, it was still a very appreciated break. Not 
a sound interrupted the peace of the night... 


Suddenly, the knight’s door swung open. King Dedede ran in the 
room and began to play a trombone loudly while stomping his feet, 
followed by Escargon crashing two cymbals together repeatedly. 


“AAAGH!” Sword and Blade yelled, holding onto each other in 
alarm. 


Meta Knight stirred awake, slightly clutching his pink blanket. The 
noise seemed to not have had much of an effect on him. 


“Wake up ladies!” Dedede yelled, playing a few notes on his 
trombone again. “I called you ladies to humiliate and demean you.” 


(watch?v = nOROAUpgqrGU) 


Sword mumbled several choice words underneath his breath while 
Blade checked the clock in the room. It read 3’0 clock un the morning. 
They had fallen asleep at eleven that night. 


“King Dedede... you can’t expect us to work with full effort if we 
don’t get enough sleep...” Sword complained. 


“Was that whining I heard?” Escargon slammed the cymbals again. 
“You’re lucky His Majesty has allowed you four hours of sleep after 
what you’ve done!” 


“For what reason have you awoken us, Your Majesty?” Meta Knight 
asked with respect in his tone. 


“Come with me to the kitchen.” The king ordered. 


The knights and snail followed the penguin down the dark 
hallways, the light from the moon leaking in through the windows. 
Once at the kitchen, the king voiced his request. 


“I want a sandwich.” Dedede declared. 


“You woke us up at 3 in the morning for a sandwich?” Blade said, 
slightly miffed. 


“Who wants a sandwich at 3AM?!” Sword crossed his arms. 


At that moment, Armin bounded out of the kitchen, holding a ham 
and cheese sandwich. 


“Oh boy, 3 AM!” He squealed, then ran upstairs. 
Dedede smirked. 
“Fine. We’ll make your precious sandwich.” Sword grumbled. 


“And you better not put any ‘surprises’ in it either!” The penguin 
said as the knights walked into the kitchen. 


Dedede had departed for his throne room along with his snail 
advisor, leaving the three knights to their task. 


“So... what kind of sandwich does he want?” Blade asked. 


“He wasn’t specific, so I guess that means he just wants a 
sandwich.” Sword answered. 


A few moments later, they brought a plate of turkey sandwiches to 
the irritable king. Dedede inspected his meal with interest, then 
suddenly pelted Escargon with the food. 


“This is not what I want! Clean this mess up!” Dedede raged. 
(watch?v = I3bTi4BrjZM) 


While Blade busily cleaned up the discarded and ruined 
sandwiches, Sword was quickly growing impatient. 


“Okay then... how may I take your order?” 


“T want a Double Triple Balty Deluxe on a raft, 4x4, animal style, 
extra shingles with a shimmy and a squeeze, light axle grease, make it 
cry, burn it, and let it swim.” Dedede snapped his fingers. 


Sword turned to Meta Knight, who shrugged in response. 


“Was any of that even possible? How do you make food cry?” 
Sword asked, incredulously. 


The penguin king groaned. “Here, take this cook book, it’ll help 
you.” He thrust the book into the dark green knight’s hands. 


“Now hop to it or you'll be the one crying!” 


“T already feel like it...” Sword thought, frowning underneath the 
armor. 


The three knights returned to the kitchen to fill out Dedede’s order. 


After several painstaking efforts, they finally finished his monstrous 
sandwich. 


Getting it up the stairs was the difficult part. Sword and Blade held 
the platter on one side while Meta Knight held the other side. Slowly, 
but carefully, they arrived in the throne room with the gargantuan 
sandwich. 


Dedede inspected his oversized meal, then took a bite. “Hmm, not 
bad. Not bad at all.” 


Sword and Blade gave an internal sigh of relief. 
“Now, onto your next task.” Dedede grinned. 


The sigh of relief was quickly sucked back in, dread welling up in 
the two knaves’s hearts. 


“The three of you are to scrub the kitchen floor after the mess 
you’ve most likely made.” 


“Okay, so we need to get the mops?” Sword asked, not liking the 
creeping grin forming on the king’s face. 


The king chuckled. “Mops? Who said anything about mops?” 


“I can’t take much more of this!” Sword barked. 


The three knights were currently scrubbing the floor on their hands 
and feet, using brushes far smaller than their own hands. Blade looked 
at the clock. It read six thirty. 


“Sir Meta Knight, even you have to admit that this is somewhat 
absurd...” Blade turned to his superior. 


“Consider these given tasks the ultimate tests of endurance.” Meta 
Knight responded. 


“But I’m so sleepy... he made Blade and I play music with pieces of 
tissue paper. Tissue paper!” Sword grumbled. “He wouldn’t even let 
me play my ukulele instead!” 


“Which is probably for the best. Even King Dedede doesn’t deserve 
that.” Blade chimed in. 


“Oh, so all of a sudden you’re a grand master music critic? I bet you 
couldn’t even play a kazoo!” Sword shot back. 


“T bet I could play a kazoo better than you.” 
Meta Knight silently chuckled at his knaves, his eyes turning pink 


for the moment. It was very true that he felt his knaves did not 
deserve to share in his punishment, but having them around was 
certainly uplifting. Even though the constant lack of sleep and 
continuous cycle of unrelenting odd tasks was starting to take it’s toll 
on him, he tried to remain resilient in front of his knaves. 


(watch?v = NCRO-Scvyz4) 


Suddenly, the three knights heard the sound of humming getting 
nearer. The source of the sound was coming from an unfamiliar 
Waddle Dee. Unlike the other Waddle Dees in the castle, this one was 
an orange color. Very similar to the Waddle Dees that often roamed 
the hills and grasslands of Dreamland. 


The orange Waddle Dee bounced into the kitchen with a mop in 
hand followed by a bucket, and wore a pair of headphones on his 
head. He happily cleaned the floor while singing along with his music, 
not seeming to notice the three knights at all. 


“Money don’t matter if it feels for you. 
Money don’t matter if you’re 
Hah! Hah! Hah! 
Money don’t matter if it feels for you. 
I used to worry everyday. 
Now I got better things.” 


The orange Waddle Dee twirled his mop around, then opened his 
eyes. He finally seemed to notice the knights on the now cleaned 
floor. He glanced around the room and removed his headphones. 


“How did I get in the kitchen?” He mused, then shrugged his 
shoulders. “What are you guys doing on the floor?” 


“Well... we were supposed to clean it...” Blade trailed off, still 
somewhat confused by the strange turn of events. 


“Well, looks like you won’t have to now. I guess I got too caught up 
in my music.” 

“.,.Who are you?” Sword asked, deciding to get to the point. 

The Waddle Dee turned away from them. “I go by many names... 
some call me ‘the orange one’...others call me ‘that one guy’...I am 


even known in some parts as ‘the cleaning guy’...however, most just 
call me...” 


The orange Waddle Dee turned around and struck a pose with his 
mop. “...Chris the Janitor!” 


“Tt is my duty to clean things, as I am a janitor. Wherever there is a 


mess, I will be there! IN THE HALL! But at least I don’t have to clean 
up my act! HEY-O!” Chris the Janitor fell to the floor laughing at his 
own joke. 


Before any of them could respond, Chris the Janitor suddenly 
clapped his paws. “Wait! There was a reason I was supposed to go to 
the kitchen... Oh yeah! I was supposed to give a message to Sir Meta 
Knight and his two buffoons!” 


“Tm going to ignore that remark. Who’s the message from?” The 
dark green knight asked. 


“Um... it’s from King Dedede! He said to report to the castle 
gardens. Now if you will excuse me... I am needed elsewhere...” The 
orange Waddle Dee then backed up into the shadows of the castle’s 
hallways, effectively disappearing. 


After a beat, Blade turned to Meta Knight. “This is going to be one 
of those days, isn’t it?” 


“Tt would seem so.” The blue knight calmly replied. 


(watch?v =_1YpXECC7 MY) 


The three knights made their way to the castle’s gardens, to their 
uncertain doom. They were greeted by King Dedede, a grin stretched 
across his face once again. The penguin king most likely had yet 
another ridiculous task for them. 


“Look at these flower bushes!” Dedede pointed to the shrubbery. 


“Uh... yes, they’re very nice?” Sword replied, not sure where 
Dedede was going with this. 


“They desperately need trimming! You three are to trim these 
bushes... with these.” 


Dedede held out three pairs of safety scissors. The kind that took 
great time and force to even cut through paper, much less a plant’s 
branches. 


“So... I hereby decree by LAW that you must become... 
GARDENERS...!” 


Sword and Blade stared at Dedede in silent shock, wondering if he 
was serious. The look on the king’s face said it all. 


The three took the safety scissors from his hands, quietly accepting 
their fates. 


“Tll be watching, so don’t think you can just trim the hedges with 
that fancy sword of yours Meta Knight! You can’t fool ol’ Dedede so 
easily! And one more thing...” The king of Dreamland’s voice grew 
low, a dark shadow grew over his face. 


“Don’t any of you dare mess with the petunias...” Dedede stomped 
inside before the three knights could offer any sort of response. 


The three knights tried to accomplish this very difficult task, but it 
became irking very quickly. Trying to cut through the plants was like 
attempting to fight off a bear with a ping pong paddle— It just wasn’t 
reasonable. 


After what seemed like hours, when in reality it was only forty five 
minutes, they finally managed to trim one bush. 


“So, how many do we have left?” Sword asked, regaining 
confidence. 


“We have twenty nine more to trim.” Blade answered. 


The little confidence Sword had recovered was then swept away 
like a paper in the wind. They were going to be occupied with the 
garden for a long while... 


It was about noon when they finally finished trimming the bushes. 
Their hands ached and the fatigue was creeping in from the 
combination of labor and lack of sleep. There was no doubt that once 
they returned inside the castle, Dedede would gleefully give them 
another arduous task requiring a supernatural level of patience. 


Sword and Blade were really impressed with their superior. Meta 
Knight was taking most of the punishment without a single complaint, 
strength the two knaves wished they could acquire. They were well 
aware Meta Knight didn’t sleep that much on a normal basis, but he 
wasn’t showing any visible signs of exhaustion like them. 


The three knights reported to the king’s throne room, prepared for 
another crazy task from the penguin. The king in question had a big 
grin placed on his face as he noticed his three knights in his presence. 


“So... you three finished the bushes?” 

“Yes, Your Majesty.” Meta Knight nodded respectfully. 
“And the petunias?” Dedede crossed his arms. 

“Not a single petal or leaf was harmed.” 


“Good job. Now what I'll have you to do next...” 


Sword and Blade braced themselves. 


“You three can have an hour break in the lounge. But only for one 
hour.” 


Sword and Blade blinked in disbelief. 


“Well, are you just going to stand there, or are you going to the 
lounge? Do you want to clean the bathrooms instead?” Dedede huffed. 


Sword gave a small gasp. “No no no, Sire. We greatly appreciate the 
break!” 


Sword and Blade scuttled off with Meta Knight following close 
behind. The king of Dreamland’s grin grew wider. 


“Sire, why are you giving them such a long break?” Escargon 
slithered next to the penguin. “Come to think of it, why give them a 
break at all?” 


Dedede chuckled. “Oh, I figured why not put them in a false sense 
of relief. They need their rest for what’s coming next... Bahahaha!” 


“Sire, you don’t mean...” Escargon winced. “I almost feel sorry for 
them. Almost.” 


“I’m just glad I don’t have to be the one to do it this time...” Escargon 
thought, with a small relieved smile. 


Unknown to King Dedede and Escargon, a certain employee had 
heard the entirety of their conversation. 


Sword, Blade, and Meta Knight arrived in the lounge for a much 
needed break. Sword flopped down on the room’s couch, while Blade 
rummaged through the refrigerator for a snack. Meta Knight sat down 
at the little coffee table in the middle of the lounge. 


“So, what sort of task do you think King Dedede will give us next?” 
Blade asked. 


“T don’t know...” Sword was face down on the couch. “I just want 
to sleeeep...” 


“Sword, don’t fall asleep. Both of us know that if you do, you'll feel 
twice as tired when you wake up.” Blade informed. 


“T knooow...” Sword whimpered. 


“Sir Meta Knight, aren’t you the slightest bit tired?” Blade asked his 
superior. 


It took a few seconds for the blue knight to acknowledge someone 
was speaking to him. He slowly turned to Blade. 


“No... I’m not—” Meta Knight was cut off by a yawn. “I’m not 
sleepy...” 


“You’re lying.” Blade replied, as he was making a sandwich. 
“Tl be alright.” The Star Warrior assured. 


“If you say so...” Blade said, a tone of worry evident in his voice. 
“But if you need it, you could rest while we cover for you. I’m quite 
sure that we could keep King Dedede from finding out—” 


“No, Blade. I said I would be alright. It would be dishonorable to 
leave you with my work. I have been in far worse situations before.” 


“Very well then.” Blade sighed, still worried for his superior. 


It was blatantly obvious that Meta Knight was growing tired. He 
would barely sleep on normal nights, but this was too much, even for 
someone like the blue knight. Many nights, Blade would often awaken 
to see Meta Knight standing at the window, looking at the stars above 
as if he was looking for something. Just why his superior did this so 
often was beyond Blade. 


Suddenly, a familiar Waddle Dee donning headphones entered the 
room. 


(watch?v = NCRO-Scvyz4) 
“So, how are you guys holding up?” Chris the Janitor asked. 


“We’re doing well so far. Tired, but we’re still in one piece.” Blade 
answered. 


“Is that so? Well then, let me fill you three in on something you 
might want to know.” The orange Waddle Dee said as he walked over 
to the coffee pot. 


He poured the coffee into a mug, then sipped the brown substance. 
Chris’s eyes widened. 


“BLUH!” He exclaimed. 
“What? Is something wrong with it?” Sword asked groggily. 


“No, this is really great coffee! You should try it!” Chris replied 
cheerfully, then took another sip from his mug. 


Blade sweatdropped. “There was something you wanted to tell us?” 


“Oh, right right!” Chris nodded. “Look, you three are gonna need 
all the energy you can get. King Dedede’s got something really nasty 
planned.” 


“Let me guess, toilet duty?” Sword propped himself up with his 
arm. 


“Worse.” 
“Worse? What do you mean?” Blade questioned. 


“Just trust me on this.” Chris took out three more mugs, poured the 
coffee from the pot, then dumped several spoonfuls of sugar in each 
mug. 


“Tm not particularily fond of coffee.” Meta Knight commented. 


“Drink it anyway. You three are going to need it. Dedede means 
business with this one.” 


“How do you know what he has planned? Don’t you have your own 
job to worry about?” Sword asked. 


“T know because I’m Chris the Janitor. I know what goes on here 
and in the town. I hear things... lots of things...” His face darkened 
slightly. 


“Good luck guys! You’re gonna need it!” The orange Waddle Dee 
said, suddenly chipper, before retaining his previous shadowed look. 


Chris backed out of the room dramatically, leaving the three 
knights with their coffee. 


“Sir Meta Knight... what on Pop Star does King Dedede have 
planned for us?” Sword asked, a twinge of fear settling in. 


“We will soon know.” Meta Knight replied, then lifted his mask up 
slightly to take a sip from the mug. 


Meta Knight frowned a little. Even with the large amount of sugar 
mixed in, he could still taste the bitterness of the brown liquid. 


(watch?v = PAsmu7 ayRCM) 


“All right ladies! Here’s your next job!” Dedede said gleefully as he 
lead the knights to their destination. 


They were traveling upstairs when suddenly a powerful stench hit 
them. Meta Knight and his knaves were almost certain that the 
nauseating odor had something to do with the task the king was 


assigning the three. 


“We’re here!” Dedede grinned, a gleam in his eye as they stopped in 
front of an unfamiliar door. 


“Where is ‘here’?” Sword asked, not certain if that was a wise 
question to ask. 


“Ym glad you asked! Behind this door is the storage room!” The 
king answered. 


“We have a storage room?” Blade questioned. 


“Yes, we do! But you see, this room hasn’t been cleaned out for a 
while... several months to be exact. So that’s where you three come 
in! I don’t want to clean it, and I was gonna make Escargon do it, and 
since that little invasion mishap happened...” 


“We’ve been assigned to clean it in Escargon’s stead, I presume?” 
Meta Knight inquired. 


“Very good, Meta Knight!” King Dedede clapped, then opened the 
door. 


The moment the penguin opened the door, the small from earlier 
was back with a vengeance. It was overwhelming! But that didn’t even 
compare to the state of the room... 


Junk of every magnitude was clattered somewhere in the room. It 
was like the time all of the village was covered in trash. In short: it 
was like the castle’s very own garbage dump. 


“Hmm, that’s odd.” Dedede mused. “The carpet is supposed to be a 
cream color, not green...” 


It was a wonder the carpet could even be seen. 


“King Dedede... what is this?” Sword pointed to a large leafy object 
resting in a cooking pot. 


“Oh, well... it was a bowl of chili. Now it’s more of a house plant!” 
Dedede replied nonchalantly. 


Sword heaved, feeling quite ill after the king’s explanation. 


“How can anyone live like this?” Blade whispered, taking in all the 
disarray of the room. 


“Well, good luck ladies!” Dedede slammed the door behind him, 
leaving the knights with the disgusting room. 


“Sir Meta Knight... this is far worse than when we cleaned out the 


Halberd.” Blade said. 


“By several levels, yes.” Meta Knight agreed with the light green 
knight. 


The three began working, trying to ignore the horrendous smell. 
The knights were seriously contemplating burning their gloves after it 
was all over. 


“Oh lord!” Blade cried, cringing in shock. 


“What? What’s wrong, Blade?” Meta Knight looked up to see his 
petrified knave. 


Blade pointed to a discarded bathtub filled with a brown substance. 
“It’s a tub of gravy!” The light green knight gagged. 


“Hey...” Sword said quietly. “Did that chili plant thing... move 
since we’ve been here?” 


(watch?v = TGO7 2jL7 veU) 


“Now that’s just ridiculo—” Blade stopped short. “Wait, it was on 
that side of the room earlier, wasn’t it?” 


“T believe it was.” Meta Knight confirmed. 


“Sir Meta Knight... do you hear something growling?” Sword 
asked, feeling at unease. 


The Star Warrior nodded slowly. The three knights slowly turned to 
the chili plant with caution, it’s venus fly trap-like appearance and 
rusty red color was certainly unsettling. It actually looked quite 
similar to the Pokemon Carnivine. The growling grew louder, and it 
was undeniable that something was in the room with them. 


Suddenly, the chili plant lunged from it’s spot with a garbled shriek 
towards Sword. It’s fangs sunk into the uncovered skin of his arm, 
refusing to let go no matter how hard the dark green knight tried to 
pry it off. 

“It won’t let go! It’s trying to eat me!” Sword cried, still 
attempting to shake the chili abomination off. 


Unfortunately for them, Sword and Blade had left their weapons in 
their room. 


Sword’s vision was going dark. Most likely from some type of 
venom in the chili plant abomination’s teeth. He began to stuble as 
Blade and Meta Knight were trying to pry the plant from his arm. 


The last thing he saw was Meta Knight drawing Galaxia. 


“Hey... hey guys! I think he’s waking up!” 


Sword slowly opened his eyes. The first thing he was aware of was 
that everyone in the room was staring at him. Among the people in 
the room was Blade, Meta Knight, Chris the Janitor, Armin, and 
surprisingly King Dedede and Escargon. 


It occurred to Sword that the voice he heard before was Chris the 
Janitor. What had happened? Why was everyone gathered together 
like this, and why did he feel so disoriented? 


(watch?v = PAsmu7 ayRCM) 


“Sir Meta Knight! I had the most strange dream! King Dedede made 
us clean out a storage room (when we didn’t even know there was one 
previously) and there was a weird chili plant abomination that looked 
like a Carnivine and it attacked me!” 


Meta Knight only stared at the knave in silence. 

“.,.It wasn’t a dream... was it?” 

The blue Star Warrior nodded in confirmation. 
Sword’s eyes widened. “...Take me to the hospital.” 


“Tt’s already been done.” Chris answered. “Doctor Yabui checked 
you out and you should be fine now.” 


Sword looked at the clock. It read seven at night. 

“How long have I been unconscious?” 

“About a week.” Chris answered nonchalantly. 

“A week!” Sword sprang up. 

“Hahaha! I’m just joking with you! It’s only been a few hours.” 
“Hmph. So what happened to the chili thing?” Sword questioned. 
“Sir Meta Knight defeated it.” Blade answered, at Sword’s side. 


“Then King Dedede whacked it’s remains with his hammer, set it on 
fire, put the ashes in a box, beat the box with the hammer and set it 
on fire, then put those ashes in a steel box and buried it ten feet 
underground. It was really cool!” Chris said excitedly, with Armin 
nodding every few seconds. 


“For the record, I had no idea that thing was alive!” Dedede added. 


“That thing has ruined chili in my eyes for the rest of my life!...Nah, 
probably only for the rest of this month.” 


“To think that such a thing was created by molding...” Escargon 
shuddered. “I’m glad I wasn’t the one cleaning the storage room...” 


“Okay, now I have something to say, so I need everyone else to 
leave.” Dedede announced. 


Escargon, Armin, and Chris the Janitor left the room. It was just the 
king and the three knights now. 


“T suppose we have to finish the job?” Sword asked, squeezing his 
eyes shut. 


“No, not today.” Dedede answered, surprising all three knights. 
“You aren’t ready to work yet. If your fine by tomorrow, you can start 
again with Chris the Janitor.” 


Dedede began to walk out of the room. “You can do whatever you 
like until then, as long as it’s not property damage or another 
invasion. And uh... if you mention this again I’ll deny it, but... if you 
had actually been hurt by that thing, well... I would have felt mighty 
guilty about it.” 


Sword felt a bit of shock hearing this from Dedede, but he would 
take it. 


“This conversation never happened.” The penguin king said as he 
left the room. 


Sword breathed a sigh of relief. “Sir Meta Knight... you saved my 
life from that... thing.” 


“Your life wasn’t in danger. Dr. Yabui said that the poison wasn’t 
lethal.” Blade pointed out. 


“Still, at the time I thought my life was in danger. It could have 
eaten me. Just throwing that out there.” 


Sir Meta Knight gave a soft chuckle. “I wouldn’t have allowed that 
to happen.” 


“Still, you seemed quite calm for someone that just defeated a 
creature born from the long process of chili in a pot molding.” Blade 
voiced his thoughts. 


“A large sum of the Demon Beasts were far stranger and had far 
more strength.” The blue knight stated. 


“True, very true.” Blade sighed. “It’s just so hard to believe that 


Nightmare was defeated after so long. Some days it seems like it’s only 
been a short while ago, and others it seems like eons have passed.” 


Sword nodded. “I know what you mean. It’s been strange not 
having a Demon Beast terrorize the town every week. Not that I’m 
complaining.” 


“It was so difficult to comprehend...” Meta Knight’s voice was 
quiet. “...that after thousands of years... after Nightmare had taken so 
much... his reign was at long last over.” 


“We have Kirby to thank for the peace that’s been given to us.” 
Blade said. 


“Without him, Nightmare would still be among us. We would have 
been at his mercy.” Sword nodded. 


“Nightmare had no concept of the word ‘mercy’...” The Star 
Warrior said with a low tone. 


“Um... excuse me... were you talking about Nightmare?” A small 
voice said from behind them. 


The three knights turned around to see Armin, his eyes wide in 
wonder. They briefly wondered how long he had been standing there. 


When the Waddle Dee received no response, he continued. “I don’t 
know that much about Nightmare. I’ve only been living on the surface 
for so long... but I’ve heard him mentioned a lot. Chris the Janitor 
told me about Nightmare a little and a group called the... uh... the 
Galaxy Soldier Army.” 


(watch?v = NzMnaxCEeAA) 


“Chris the Janitor knows about the GSA?” Sword turned to Blade, 
then Meta Knight. 


Armin nodded enthusiastically. “Yeah, he said something about Star 
Warriors too. Isn’t Kirby one of those?” 


Sword and Blade slowly nodded, completely absorbed with Armin’s 
words. 


“Chris the Janitor told me a story. It was about a place that 
everyone was afraid to go, even members of the GSA! It was really 
scary, but fun! You should talk to him sometime. I’m sure he wouldn’t 
mind telling you the story. He should be in the lounge.” 

Armin then waddled down the halls, leaving the three knights 
perplexed. 


“Sir Meta Knight...” Blade breathed. We’re going to see Chris the 


Janitor, right?” 


The blue Star Warrior nodded in a serious fashion. 


Sword, Blade, and Meta Knight arrived in the lounge to find the 
Waddle Dee they were looking for. Chris the Janitor was drinking a 
cup of coffee while watching the TV on Channel DDD. He looked 
somewhat bored, which was quite understandable. 


“Chris?” Sword said, getting the orange Waddle Dee’s attention. 


“We were just talking with Armin. He told us something quite 
interesting.” Blade continued. 


Meta Knight stepped forward. “We were told that you contained 
information on the GSA and Nightmare, then shared this with Armin. 
Is that correct?” 


Chris shook his head in confirmation. “Was that a bad thing?” 
“No, but what we want to know is...” Blade started. 


“...How you know so much about the GSA and Nightmare.” Sword 
finished. 


“Only a select few know of the GSA and it’s exploits. How did you 
learn of such?” The blue knight asked. 


Chris the Janitor suddenly peeked out the door and looked from 
side to side. He faced the three knights. 


“’..Come to my office.” 


The orange Waddle Dee motioned for them to follow. They walked 
around the castle until they stopped at a closet door. 


“The Janitor’s closet?” Blade asked, somewhat questioning the 
Waddle Dee’s credibility. 


“Come inside.” The janitor ushered them in. 


Inside was a round table, a bed, a small recliner chair, and a TV 
resting on a box, as well as a few other boxes lying around. Chris the 
Janitor sat at the table, waiting for the knights to get settled. 


(watch?v =7 ZILMyU6yuw) 


“Allow me to explain myself. You see, I was not always an 
incredibly dashing janitor. Once, I was something that was a far cry 
from the lovable and handsome janitor I am now.” 


Sword rolled his eyes, while Blade remained skeptical. Meta Knight 
remained the same. 


“You see, once I was an incredibly dashing and handsome thief! I 
was the best there was when it came to thieving! I ran as fast as the 
wind and was as quiet as a cardboard box.” 


“That’s an... interesting analogy.” Blade said. 


“So you were a thief once? You can’t really tell.” Sword pointed 
out. 


“Oh it’s true. Don’t judge by my appearance, I had the stickiest 
paws you could ever imagine! I had everything by thieving. Money, 
food, and I got to travel. However, that all changed one day...” 


“What does your life story have to do with the GSA?” The dark 
green armored knight interrupted. 


“I’M GETTING TO THAT!” Chris jumped on the table and was in 
front of Sword in less than a second. The green knight jumped back a 
bit in shock at the unexpected movement. 


“Geez, so rude! I thought that knights were supposed to be 
chivalrous and classy.” Chris huffed while sitting down. “I don’t tell 
just anyone about my past. This is kind of an emotional thing for me.” 


“We understand completely.” Meta Knight nodded for Chris to 
continue. 


“Anyway, that all changed one day when I decided to pull off the 
ultimate theft. Robbing from King Dedede’s treasure room. A move 
that will henceforth be known as, a terrible mistake in my thieving 
career.” 


Chris sighed. “I remember it so clearly. I snuck into that room and 
saw gold, silver, gemstones of all kinds! It was incredible! I started 
stuffing my sack with the treasures and started out the door, then I got 
the scare of a lifetime.” 


“In the shadows, I saw a towering figure wearing a coat and 
wielding a gigantic hammer! He had a grin stretched all across his 
face and I was cornered! Then he leaned down and said, ‘Where do 
you think you’re going, little man?’. I was so scared! Then he picked 
me up by the foot and said that I would be doing hard labor. So he 
made me become a janitor and do various jobs similar to the ones you 
were sentenced to.” 


“So you're a janitor by force? But you seem to appreciate your job.” 
Blade asked. 


“You see, being a janitor for that time made me realize something. 
As a thief, I had riches. Riches that I gained through ill gotten ways. 
During my times of thievery, I always felt like something was missing 
from my life. Here, I found it. A home. A home where I was welcome 
and always had friends to turn to when I needed them, and they could 
turn to me when I was needed. Being caught by King Dedede was a 
blessing in disguise!” 


Chris the Janitor then cleared his throat. “And that’s how I went 
from an incredibly dashing thief to an incredibly dashing janitor.” 


“ ,.That was a very nice story, but I’m still not sure what this may 
have to do with the GSA.” Blade said. 


“Armin mentioned a story that was told to him. A story involving 
an area that anyone, including members of the Galaxy Soldier Army 
feared.” The blue knight brought up the story. 


“That was probably the story you wanted to hear, but I couldn’t tell 
it in it’s entirety without explaining my career as a thief. I took out 
quite a bit of the full story for Armin, as I’m not sure what he would 
think of me if he knew I was once a thief... or the general horror of 
the full story.” Chris smiled sadly. 


The orange Waddle Dee dimmed the lights in the room for effect, 
then began his tale. 


“As a thief, I mentioned I traveled a lot. I saw many many places. 
Cities, countrysides, mountains, snowy landscapes... but there was 
one place that really struck me. One that’s burned into my memory.” 


Sword and Blade leaned in closer, noticing the janitor’s change in 
tone. Meta Knight’s eyes flashed green for a split second. 


“Have any of you ever heard of a place called The Broken Village?” 
(watch?v = ZI6KtJoU7 ws) 
Sword and Blade shook their heads, then turned to their superior. 


“’..l’ve only heard of such a place in little spoken rumors. I had 
passed it off as a place of stories children often told to frighten each 
other.” 


“No... no... it’s not a rumor. It’s far from it. That’s the last place on 
Pop Star a child should be. I suppose you’ve never heard about the... 
occurences... there...” Chris gulped. 


“What sort of occurences?” The blue knight inquired. 


“_,.It’s said that The Broken Village is a place where nightmares can 


truly hurt you. It’s a place where grass doesn’t grow, all the buildings 
are broken down, all the trees are withered and dead, and not a soul 
resides there.” 


“T suppose it sounds rather unsettling, but nothing unusual for an 
abandoned area.” Blade protested. 


“That isn’t what’s so special about the place. That’s just the 
seasoning. The Broken Village is known to have some effect on anyone 
that enters. It causes the person to go mad after being there for too 
long.” 


“Chris, are you really serious about this?” Sword scoffed. 


“I’m being serious! I’ve seen the place myself! I was there!” Chris 
panted. “I had met some former GSA members, survivors of the war 
with Nightmare a few years ago... they figured that something must 
have been in that village. Something important. I thought that perhaps 
it could be treasure. That maybe it was a hoax and it was a coverup 
for someone’s hideout...” 


“So you went with the GSA survivors into The Broken Village?” 
Blade asked. 


Chris nodded. “We planned to search the place thoroughly for 
anything. It was me and about five of them. I wanted the treasure, 
they wanted the glory of discovery. However, it turned out that wasn’t 
the only reason they were there... apparently there was more to The 
Broken Village then I thought.” 


The orange Waddle Dee looked at the three knights with a serious 
expression. “We were walking through the village, and it was 
unsettling, yes, but we kept going. Then suddenly, one of them started 
acting really strange...” 


“In what way were they acting unusual?” Meta Knight seemed 
intrigued. 


(watch?v = 987 -pAVIUjI) 


“He suddenly stopped in his tracks. He looked at the ground for the 
longest time, then he looked at us with a completely blank look... His 
eyes went wide and he opened his mouth. He started screaming and 
fell to the ground! He was flailing on the ground while he was 
shrieking and pulling at his hair and clawing at his own face!” 


Sword shivered and huddled closer to Blade, who shuddered at the 
description. Meta Knight’s eyes were visibly glowing green, his 
interest completely on Chris’s story. 


“We didn’t know what to do, so we tried to calm him down. He was 
still screaming and cringing like he could see something that we 
couldn’t. Then he jumped up and screamed one more time. He 
collapsed. One of them decided to take him back while the rest of us 
continued. It was a very bad decision.” 


“There’s more...?” The dark green knight gulped. 


“Much much more.” Chris shook. “We were on our way again, 
when we started feeling much more on edge. There were four of us 
left, when suddenly another one started acting odd. This one stared at 
the ground like the first one, then started crying. He cried and cried, 
then started screaming like the other guy. He got into the fetal 
position and started whispering a flurry of words. Couldn’t understand 
a thing he was saying.” 


“They were survivors of the war? What could have caused them to 
act in such a way?” Blade questioned. 


“It was the village. It’s madness was taking over. Another one 
started crying too and clawing at the ground. He was yelling, ‘Death 
lies beneath our feet!’ Then,” I am emerging! “. Then the last one, oh 
the last one... He started to scream like the others, and he was 
pointing at something. The ground...” 


Chris breathed shakily. “He said that it was coming for him. It was 
coming for them all and it was going to devour us... And then... I 
started to see it too... I could hear it... It sounded like distorted 
wailing... something otherworldly... I’ve never heard something so 
frightening in my life...” 


By this point, the poor janitor was breathing rather hard. The three 
knights were completely absorbed with the horror of it all... the fact 
that well trained GSA survivors of the war suddenly deteriorated into 
a mass of insanity... it was too frightening to imagine... 


“All of us managed to get our senses back just enough to hightail it 
out of there. Once we all calmed down and were well away from that 
accursed place, we all talked about what had happened. What we 
heard... what we had seen...” 


“We could all agree on one thing. We heard a distorted voice 
screaming and wailing, not unlike the way we were behaving. 
However, some of us saw a variety of things One of us claimed to have 
seen large clawed hands crawling around, while another said he saw a 
man with a cape that depicted space itself.” 


“Nightmare...” Meta Knight thought. 


“But what I saw... I saw what looked like a Star Warrior huddled 
into a corner in fear. Then other Star Warriors... I could see visions of 
Star Warriors and their neverending torture at the hands of that man 
with the cape... The last thing I saw before recovering some of my 
senses... was what appeared to be... a white round figure with long 
tentacles...” 


Chris shivered. “It got closer and closer... and that garbled distorted 
voice got louder and louder... I couldn’t take anymore! So we ran! 
We ran and ran until we were far from that forsaken place! And I’ve 
never been back since.” 


The three knights were completely silent. The room fell quiet for 
several minutes. Finally, someone spoke. 


“Do you know the location of The Broken Village?” 


It was Meta Knight. His eyes flashed green, visible to everyone else. 
Chris only stared in horror at the blue knight. 


“No...” The orange Waddle Dee said after a long silence. 
Meta Knight continued to stare at Chris, not convinced by his claim. 


“Sir Meta Knight... I can’t tell you. Nobody ever needs to go there 
again. Those were veteran GSA soldiers, and you heard what they 
were reduced to. Don’t go to that place. Don’t try to look for it. Don’t 
even consider trying to go there.” 


The Star Warrior folded his hands. “I suppose that you will not 
allow me to see this cursed village with my own eyes?” 


Chris sighed. “I can’t do that. I can’t stop you from going there 
either, but ’m giving you fair warning. Sir Meta Knight, if you enter 
The Broken Village, you might leave a different man. For better, or for 
worse.” 


The blue knight and his knaves entered their room, preparing to 
rest for the night. The Waddle Dee’s words were still echoing through 
their heads. The thought of a place like that existing, a place so 
nightmarish that fully trained veteran GSA soldiers would be reduced 
to maddened beings... 


Sword and Blade fell asleep after much difficulty, but Meta Knight’s 
mind would not allow him to rest. His curiosity was captured, and his 
craving for knowledge was to blame. He wanted to find that place and 
explore it thoroughly, discover it’s secrets. 


However, what also fueled his desire to find The Broken Village 
were the illusions themselves. Seeing the visions the forsken land had 
to offer could very well drive him mad, yet deep down he knew that 
there was something more to this. It was undoubtable that Chris had 
seen Nightmare in his illusion. That alone would have been enough to 
capture the blue knight’s interest. 


The Star Warrior’s mind was settled. 


The moment he could be free of this probation, he would find The 
Broken Village. 


Author’s Note: Well, this has been an interesting chapter. 
We’ve gota new character, Sword was attacked by a chili plant 
abomination, and we get more information on The Broken 
Village... 


...Meta Knight likes a life of adventure. 


34. Secrets Lie Beneath Their Feet 


Kirby the Star Warrior awoke in his humble abode like any normal 
day in Dreamland. He finished his normal routine in the morning, but 
he couldn’t help but feel that something was off. He looked out the 
window. It was another perfectly sunny day, so why did something 
feel so wrong? 


The young Star Warrior suddenly heard rustling outside of his 
house. Kirby ran out the door to inspect the source of the noise. It was 
coming from the trash can next to his mailbox. The pink child 
cautiously opened the lid to the trashcan. 


Inside was a very familiar jester, only he looked absolutely 
petrified. His already large eyes looker much wider than usual, and he 
was shivering all over. Concerned, Kirby immediately lifted him from 
the garbage can and set him on the ground. 


“Marx?! What’s wrong, poyo?” 


“K-K-Kirby!” Marx said, eyes somehow even wider than before. 
“There’s there’s this... this punk kid in town! He says he’s looking for 
you! So I decided to hide in your trash can on lookout because I knew 
you had the cleanest trash can on Pop Star. You never throw any food 
out, you know.” 


“A punk kid, poyo? What did he look like?” The pink Star Warrior 
asked. 


“Well, he had this fighter get up, and blonde hair. Kirby, I suggest 
both of us get out of town until it all blows over!” 


“Knuckle Joe!” Kirby said with glee, immediately grabbing Marx 
and ran towards the town. 


“Kirby! You’re going the wrong way! You’re dooming us both!” The 
horrified jester screamed. 


The pink puffball and reluctant jester finally stopped on the 
outskirts of the town, noticing a blonde boy standing by a tree. The 
kid seemed to notice them, grinning widely. 


“Tt’s been a long time, hasn’t it Kirby?” 


(watch?v = fcJLdQZ4F80) 


“Knuckle Joe! You’re back, poyo! I’ve got so much to tell you!” 
Kirby ran to his friend, setting the little clown on the ground. 


Knuckle Joe blinked in surprise. “You can speak now? Last time I 
saw you, all you could say was ‘poyo’, but now you’ve got perfect 
English. I have been gone a long time haven’t I? At least now I won’t 
have to hold up both sides of the conversation.” 


“So much has happened, poyo! A while after Nightmare was gone, 
there were these things called Dark Matter and one possessed Dedede, 
then they came back a while later and then they came back a third 
time, poyo! Dedede stole all of Dreamland’s food and got hurt and 
Dyna Blade got mad, then we fell in a cave and got lost and—” 


Knuckle Joe covered the rambling pink puffball’s mouth. “Whoa 
there. It sounds like a lot happened in the past months, but you don’t 
have to tell me all of it here. P’ll be staying in town for a while, so 
you'll have plenty of time to explain yourself.” 


Marx gaped, his mouth dropped to the ground and his eyes bulged. 
The punk kid was going to be staying. The lavender child suddenly 
felt very sick to his stomach. 


“Hey Kirby, is that your friend? He doesn’t look so good.” 


“Are you okay, poyo?” Kirby asked, concerned for his friend’s 
suddenly pale complexion. 


“Uh... Kirby? Are you two... friends?” Marx managed to ask. 
“Yes. Is that all?” The young Star Warrior asked, slightly confused. 


“Okay. That’s all I needed to know.” The little jester responded as 
he stood up. 


“AAAH!” Marx suddenly screamed and surprisingly ran up a tree. 
He hid in the leaves of the tree and peeked out from his hiding spot. 


“Kirby... does he do this often?” Knuckle Joe rubbed his nose with 
his index finger. 


“No, he usually runs and hides in a bush.” 
“’..You’re friend’s weird.” 
“Nah, he’s just shy, poyo.” Kirby smiled. 


“So... how long will he be up there?” The Demon Beast Hunter 
asked. 


Kirby shrugged his shoulders, then climbed up the tree. Knuckle 
Joe heard a few shrieks of protest, then saw the pink puffball climb 


down the tree with the little jester in tow. He set Marx on the ground, 
but the moment he tried to return to the tree, Kirby grabbed Marx 
again. 


“He’s usually not like this, poyo.” Kirby said, confused by his 
friend’s behavior. 


“What’s your name?” Knuckle Joe asked the little jester. 
“ ,.Beef... Wellington?” The purple eyed kid said. 
“Youw’re name, poyo.” 

“...Marx.” 

“Marx. Kind of like Mark.” Knuckle Joe said. 

“My name is nothing like Mark!” Marx barked. 

Knuckle Joe raised an eyebrow. 


“Uh... but you can call me Mark if you want...” He said quickly, 
trying to avoid raising anger in the young Demon Beast Hunter, 


“So, do you live here? When did you two meet? I don’t remember 
seeing you before.” Knuckle Joe asked. 


“We met a while ago. Marx was a traveler, but now he wants to live 
in Cappy Town, poyo! He’s really talented and funny too! He’s a 
jester!” Kirby said excitedly. 


“So he travels around... this might actually be good...” Knuckle Joe 
murmured, much to their confusion. 


Noticing the lost look on his company’s faces, he decided to cut to 
the chase. “Sorry I didn’t get to the point, Kirby, but I’m actually here 
on business too. I was wondering if you knew where Sir Meta Knight 
was. I need to talk to him.” 


“Uh...” Kirby made a face. 
“What’s with that look? Come on, Kirby. Where’s Sir Meta Knight?” 


“Uh... well... you see...” Kirby rubbed the back of his head. “Sir 
Meta Knight... kind of ran into some trouble some time ago, poyo... 
and...” 


Knuckle Joe’s face suddenly turned to shock. He grabbed the pink 
puffball by the shoulders, startling both Marx and Kirby. 


“Kirby, tell me it isn’t true! Tell me Sir Meta Knight isn’t dead! He 
can’t be!” 


“No no, poyo! He’s alive! He just... got into some trouble... and 
he’s paying for it...” 


“Well, that sort of explains the looks I got when I asked the people 
in town about Meta Knight... what did he do?” Knuckle Joe crossed 
his arms. 


“He tried to take over Dreamland, poyo. It was for a good cause... 
but well... maybe it would be better if you heard his side of the 
story...” 


“Yeah, I think I need to hear it from Sir Meta Knight... never 
thought he would be the takeover type...” The fighter mused. 


“He feels really bad about it, poyo... Fumu won’t talk to him, the 
town’s whispering about him, and Dedede put Sir Meta Knight, Sword, 
and Blade on three months of punishment...” 


“Thanks for giving me the info. I’ll catch up with you later, Kirby!” 
Knuckle Joe rubbed his nose, then dashed off towards the castle. 


Kirby turned toward Marx, about to ask about his behavior, when 
he noticed Marx’s facial expression. He stared at the young Star 
Warrior. 


“Kirby... we need to talk.” 


(watch?v = 1GUWJ-B7 eYw) 


The young fighter roamed the halls of Castle Dedede, looking for 
the blue knight. He couldn’t find the older Star Warrior anywhere, and 
he had been searching for a while. Then a pungent smell hit his 
nostrils, making his eyes water. 


Curiosity got the better of him, and he decided to follow the 
repulsive smell. He stopped at a wooden door, held his breath, then 
entered. 


Inside, he found a catastrophic room with every type of junk 
imaginable. The blue knight he was looking for was cleaning the 
garbage dump of a room, along with Sword, Blade, and an orange 
Waddle Dee wearing headphones. 


“’,.Knuckle Joe?” Meta Knight looked up from his work. 


“Sir Meta Knight, I’ve been trying to find— GASP!” Knuckle Joe 
pinched his nose. “How can you stand this?!” 


“The masks help block the smell somewhat.” The Star Warrior 


answered. 


“It smells like a dead rat soaked in rotten tomatoes and rotten milk, 
that got sprayed by a skunk that was tossed into a sewer! UGH!” The 
blonde grimaced. 


“I can see that you’re busy. I’ll just wait somewhere else...” Knuckle 
Joe coughed. 


“Sir Meta Knight... you can go.” Chris the Janitor spoke up. 


“We'll handle things here. This seems rather important.” Blade said, 
Sword nodded. 


“You two go to the break room. King Dedede is playing golf 
outside, so he’ll be busy for a while.” Chris the Janitor said. 


“Thank you.” Meta Knight bowed. 


The blue knight and young Demon Beast Hunter sat down at the 
coffee table in the room, thankful to be free of the stench for the 
moment. 


(watch?v = txEnAuzjgKU) 


“Sir Meta Knight... what’s happened? Why does the town suddenly 
not want to talk about you? Don’t they trust your decisions?” Knuckle 
Joe asked after a moment of silence. 


“No... not anymore...” 
“Tell me what happened. I need to know.” 
“’..Very well then.” 


Meta Knight spent the next half hour explaining his reasons and 
motives for the takeover, and his eventual fall from grace in the eyes 
of the residents of Dreamland. 


“So... almost everyone in Dreamland knows about it?” Knuckle Joe 
inquired. 
The blue knight nodded, somewhat solemnly. 


“Well... I think you would have made a much cooler king than 
tubby out there.” The blonde grinned. 


There was a faint sign of amusement from Meta Knight, but it was 
gone in an instant. “However, the fact still remains... I am now an 
outcast among the people of Dreamland. I am not to be trusted in 
their eyes, and I understand that fully.” 


There was another moment of silence between them. 


“Knuckle Joe... you arrived here to speak with me. For what 
purpose?” 


The young Demon Beast Hunter remained quiet for the moment, 
then sighed. 


(watch?v = BtLkJnQa3Bk) 


“Sir Meta Knight... I guess nobody told you... about what was 
found...” 


Meta Knight didn’t seem to understand what Knuckle Joe was 
trying to say. 


“Have you gotten any calls from the GSA? Any visits or 
information?” Knuckle Joe asked. 
“No, I haven’t. Why so?” 


The blonde rested his arms on the table. “A few days ago... a few 
remaining GSA soldiers found something. It was an old abandoned lab 
in space that apparently belonged to Nightmare. Inside they found 
something. A small journal written by an employee of Holy Nightmare 
Corporation.” 


“What was in this journal?” Meta Knight asked, intrigued. 


“It was information on something they were working on years ago. 
Apparently it was some sort of super weapon. Something that was 
stronger than any other Demon Beast. Far stronger than Masher 2.0. 
Something that could live on even after Nightmare was gone...” 


The blue knight gave a small gasp. “Did it specify what sort of 
weapon?” 


“That’s the strange part. You see, the pages started out simple 
enough, but then whoever was writing them must have gotten 
frustrated. There were pages torn out and on the last one, it said they 
sealed it away on some planet...” 


“What planet could that be?” Meta Knight inquired. 
Knuckle Joe looked to the side before resuming eye contact. 


“Pop Star.” 


“What do you mean he’s a bad guy?” Kirby frowned. 
(watch?v = YhSLqN6hfAA) 


Kirby and Marx were sitting down on a grassy field. They would 
roll Marx’s ball to each other as they spoke, although the conversation 
was quite tense. 


“Kirby... he just seems dangerous, you know? Don’t you think that 
in the slightest?” Marx asked. 


“Well, I thought that at first... but then he showed me what a great 
friend he was, poyo.” 


“But didn’t you say when you first met him he beat you up? Some 
friend.” 


“But that was over a misunderstanding!” 


“Tm just saying... I don’t think I could be someone’s friend if they 
hurt me like that. All I would be able to do is think about was how 
much it hurt...” Marx suddenly sniffled. 


“Marx, poyo... there’s something more to this, isn’t there? Talk to 
me. [ll understand.” 


“No you won’t...” 
“But I'll try to!” 


The little jester sighed. “It’s just that... he reminds me of someone 
that I really want to forget... someone that hurt me... that’s all I can 
say...” 


“Well... you don’t have to worry about that someone anymore, 
poyo. Youw’re here now and I promise you won’t ever be hurt like that 
again.” 


“Thank you, Kirby...” Marx’s eyes began to well up as he smiled. 


Then Marx’s ball began to roll down a hill. The lavender child 
followed behind. 


“Stay here! I’ll get it!” 


He raced down the hill, tailing after his beach ball. His toy finally 
stopped rolling in a small wooded area. As he stopped to retrieve his 
ball, he heard mocking laughter behind him. He turned around to see 
a Ju-Kid, a Waddle Doo, and an Iron Mam snickering. 


“Hahaha! How did you get to be friends with Kirby?” The Waddle 
Doo chortled. 


“Yeah, what did he see in a loser like you?” The Ju-Kid laughed. 


“I... ’m not a loser...” 


(watch?v = ysZBFtHpjxQ) 


“Where’s your arms, freak? No hands either?” The Iron Mam 
giggled. 


“So, what'll happen if we do this?” The Waddle Doo suddenly 
shoved Marx down onto the ground. 


Marx struggled to get up, but the Ju-Kid placed his foot on the little 
jester to keep him in place. He wiggled and squirmed to get out, but it 
was futile. 


“Marx, poyo? Where did you go?” 


The Ju-Kid suddenly lifted his foot from the lavender child, then 
placed him on his feet. Kirby appeared from out of the bushes, 
apparently he didn’t see what had occurred. Marx scurried to Kirby in 
relief and anguish. 


“Marx, how did you get so dirty, poyo?” Kirby asked. 


“He fell down. Luckily we were here to help him up.” The Iron 
Mam smooth talked. 


“Oh, thank y—” 
“Kirby, those guys pushed me down!” 


“No we didn’t! Kirby, you have to believe us.” The Waddle Doo 
said. 


“They did! I fell down because of them!” 


“Are you sure it wasn’t an accident, poyo?” Kirby asked, genuinely 
confused. 


“Yes! That one held me down with his foot!” The little jester 
seethed. 


“But... that seems so untrue, poyo...” 
Marx gaped. “K-Kirby... you don’t believe me?” 


“T’m not saying I don’t believe you! It’s just that it seems so unlikely 


”? 


Kirby gasped when he saw tears rolling down Marx’s cheeks. “I 
thought you were my friend... you said you weren’t going to let 
anyone hurt me again... you’re a liar!” 


The pink puffball tried to comfort his crying friend, but Marx 
dodged away from him. “I don’t know why I thought you would be 


any different! You’re just like them! You would rather have 
popularity, huh?!” 


The three bullies grinned with glee as they saw the conflict unfold. 
Marx’s tears only came faster, he started hiccupping every few words. 


“Y-You know what, Kirby? I’ve overstayed my welcome... bye... 
You won’t have to worry about ever seeing me again... I’m going and 
I’m never coming back!” Marx sobbed, then broke into a breakneck 
speed sprint with his ball. 


“Marx, poyo! Wait! Please come back!” Kirby called out. 


Kirby then heard the cruel laughter of the group behind him. They 
snickered and guffawed, rolling on the ground in their giggles. 


“Hahaha! Good job, Kirby!” 

“Yeah, we thought you would never dump that loser!” 
“Nice to know that you know who the real cool people are!” 
Kirby stared blankly. 

“They... they lied, poyo...” Kirby thought with horror. 


The young Star Warrior felt tears sting his eyes, then the grief was 
replaced by anger. 


“How could you?! Marx never did anything to you!” Kirby 
growled. 


“Whoa there. We were doing you a favor. It seemed like you didn’t 
know how to tell him to leave you alone, so we did it for you. No need 
to thank us.” The Ju-Kid replied. 


“Y-Youw’re awful, poyo!” 


“Kirby, get real. Do you really want to be seen with someone like 
him? A freak? Why waste your time on him when you could have fun 
with us?” The Iron Mam chuckled. 


“Marx is NOT a waste of time! I don’t want to be friends with you, 
poyo! I want Marx back, poyo!” 


“Ugh, fine. Be that way. But when you decide to be cool, give us a 
call.” The Ju-Kid scoffed, then left with his lackeys. 


“T don’t think I will, poyo! You guys are jerks!” Kirby stomped. 
“Marx...” 


Kirby bolted off in the direction his lavender friend took off, 


running as fast as his feet would allow. Then he inhaled and began 
floating in the air, trying to get a birds eye view. The little jester was 
no where in sight. He searched everywhere, high and low. Evening 
soon fell and there was still no sign of Marx. 


Kirby sat on the top of his house in defeat, trying to hold the tears 
in. He had looked in every possible place he might decide to go... 
except for one. 


Swallowing his nervousness, the young hero ran to the area he first 
met Marx, then continued in that direction. He eventually found 
himself at the border of the most terrifying place on Pop Star... 


The Broken Village 


The pink puffball ran, looking for any sign of his missing friend. 
Was this place always so cold? He didn’t think this place was as cold 
the last time he was here... 


The wind whistled through the abandoned buildings, causing them 
to creak. Kirby shivered, but continued to look for Marx. The sun was 
sinking low beyond the horizon, casting off the shadows of the dead 
trees. The abandoned town seemed even more sinister than the first 
time. 


The young Star Warrior couldn’t help but feel a bit paranoid since 
Marx had told him about the past occurrences others experienced 
here. As much as the little jester insisted that nothing had ever 
harmed him in this village, Kirby still felt a hint of danger in The 
Broken Village. 


Still, he pressed onward to find his friend, despite the 
overwhelming sense of unease gathering within his body. He needed 
to find Marx. He wouldn’t stop until he found him. The possibility of 
him being in danger was too big to ignore. 


(watch?v = 987 -pAVIUjI) 


Then, Kirby heard it. A small distorted noise echoed around him. 
The pink puffball’s heart rate increased, feeling an indescribable 
feeling upon having heard such a thing. 


“M-Marx?” Kirby said, his feet began to shake. 


The noise warbled again, only louder. It sounded closer than 
before... 


“Marx! Where are you, poyo?!” Kirby cried, feeling frightened. 
Then he heard a small shriek. It definitely didn’t sound like 


anything the Star Warrior had ever heard before. It sounded 
unnatural. Otherworldly... 


Kirby broke into a sprint through the village, but try as he might, 
the noise continued to follow him. He heard what seemed like 
something sobbing, then transitioning into maddened hysterical 
laughter. The laughter then broke into small giggles and small breaths. 


Still, the young hero couldn’t see anything that could be producing 
such sound. He continued to run, finally seeing something green in his 
line of sight. Kirby ran faster, still hearing the garbled speech from 
every direction. 


He dove into the grove, then all noise stopped. All that could be 
heard was the trickling of the stream nearby. The blue fireflies seemed 
just as calm as before, and the belladonnas were just as beautiful. He 
pulled aside some of the bushes and saw the crystal in the center. 


(watch?v = NGD7 2gpF168) 


Next to the crystal sat a small lavender child, his back facing Kirby. 
His cheek was resting against the crystal as little tears flowed from his 
eyes. Marx rubbed his cheek against the cold surface of the beautiful 
gem, as if it brought him comfort. 


“T know youw’re there Kirby... and I’m sorry... I overreacted...” 


“No you didn’t, poyo! They were mean to you! You have nothing to 
be sorry for!” 


“Yes I do... I said such terrible things to you... I’m no better... I 
don’t deserve your friendship...” 


“Don’t say that! It’s okay...” The pink puffball sat by Marx, then 
gently pat his back. 


Marx tensed for a moment, then relaxed somewhat. He rested his 
cheek against the crystal again, more tears flowed from his eyes. 


“Tm such a crybaby... and I hate it, you know! I don’t know what I 
do... what do I do that makes people hate me? I try and I try... but 
I’m not as confident as I look...” 


“Marx, poyo... when I said it seemed unlikely, I didn’t mean that I 
didn’t believe you... I meant, why would they want to bully someone 
as great as you, poyo... You’re so nice and you never hurt anyone... it 
just seemed too horrible to be true...” 


“This isn’t the first time... I’ve been bullied all my life... that’s 
another reason why I travel. So they can’t find me. So they can’t hurt 


me everyday...” 


“T promise I won’t let it happen again! Please don’t go Marx, poyo! 
You don’t have to run anymore!” 


“Kirby... aren’t you worried? Won’t people make fun of you for 
being friends with the weird kid with no arms?” 


“If they can’t be nice to you, then I don’t want to be around them, 
poyo!” 

“T-Thank you Kirby! I-If it’s alright... am I still welcome to stay in 
town?” 

“Of course, poyo!” Kirby hugged his friend with relief. 

“But Marx... why did you come here, poyo? Weren’t you... afraid?” 

(watch?v = RTRnOUaB1u8) 


“Afraid? Of what?” Marx asked, confusion evident in his tone. 


“The noises! There was this strange noise, and screaming, poyo! 
Then I heard crying and laughing! It was so scary!” Kirby explained, 
making wild gestures with his arms. 


“Kirby, I didn’t hear anything like that. I haven’t ever heard 
anything like that in the years that I’ve been visiting the grove.” 


“What makes you keep coming here, poyo?” He finally decided to 
ask. 


“...If 1 could... I would spend all of my time here. This is the place I 
feel safest. Nothing can hurt me here... but as much as I would like to 
stay here, I can’t. I would have to leave sometime, you know.” 


“You feel safe here? But it’s in the middle of the scariest place on 
Pop Star, poyo!” 


“T know it seems odd... but it’s true... I love every little thing about 
this place. Everything.” 


“Marx... it’s late. Let’s go home, poyo.” Kirby gave a soft smile. 


Marx returned the smile and followed his pink friend with his ball. 
He gave one last glance at the crystal and the grove, before heading 
out of the grove. 


Kirby didn’t hear any more noises from The Broken Village. It was 
silent, save for the occasional gust of wind. He was dumbfounded. No 
wailing or shrieking... nothing. The young Star Warrior briefly 
wondered if he had imagined the entire ordeal. 


The two eventually arrived at Kirby’s house. The two got ready for 
bed, with Marx sleeping in his bundle of blankets on the floor. In a 
while, they were both fast asleep... 


Marx opened one eye, observing the sleeping puffball on the other 
side of the room. He was out cold. Marx carefully tip-toed out of the 
house and into the night. He ran down the hills and to the wooded 
area that he first met Kirby. A while later, he arrived at the place he 
adored. 


The Broken Village seemed even more vibrant than before. He 
giggled as the dead trees swayed in the wind. Marx skipped cheerfully 
along the worn and run down buildings, a large smile on his face. The 
lavender child delighted in the landscape, while others feared and 
loathed it. 


The little jester came upon the grove, exactly where it was before. 
He dove into the bushes and laughed, feeling lighthearted seeing the 
little fireflies dance around. He gazed at the crystal, it’s unidentifiable 
shade of blue fascinated the eye. 


“Tm here, I’m here!” Marx chuckled, sitting down by the stream. 


“Tm sorry I left so suddenly. I can’t tell Kirby about you just yet... 
it’s not that I don’t want him to know, it’s just that he’s not quite 
ready for you., you know.” 


To anyone else, it would have seemed that the little jester had 
finally lost his mind. He was speaking with thin air, trying to carry on 
a conversation with nothing at all. 


Marx x laughed. “Stop pene 0) ae You have no reason to hide.” 
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The ‘distoseedl vaitetseemed te originate from the crystal. As the 
voice was heard, the crystal glowed brightly. To anyone else, the 
garbled noise would have been the spawn of nightmares. To Marx, it 
sounded angelic. 


“You spoke to me! I thought you might have been mad at me! But 
you sound happy, even though I don’t understand a thing you're 
saying. Marx gave a happy squeal. 
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“[ m glad t that you're still here. You’ve always been here since I’ve 
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downcast. 


“Oh no!_Did I make you sad? I’m sorry! I know I keep repeating 
that: guar, batimake ygu sad every time!” 
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The Voice“grew ‘calmer, almost in a cooing tone. Marx smiled and 
scooted closer to the crystal. 


“HE those bullies had been here instead... they would’ve been 
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The. vores souaded slightly angty, & guttural growl emanated from 
the mysterious blue colored gem. Marx giggled. 


“But it’s okay! Kirby sent them packing! I feel really bad that I 
yelled at him like that...” The lavender child sighed. “I wish... I wish I 
could be more like Kirby... you know why he gets respect? Because 
he’s a hero. If I was as strong as him, nobody would pick on little 
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“But... Hil’never bé liketHin#’”. I wish I could do things like you 
can... you’re the one who keeps Everyone out, right?” 


The voice warbled. 


“Do you... want to be here? Do you like being in this spot all day 
every day? Would you still be here if you could move?” 
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“y it know Aina? I think thézeal? reasonhere are so many bad 
people is because there’s no one to control their behavior. Whenever 
someone walks into your territory, you make them see things. Make 
them feel bad. Make them pay...” Marx chuckled. 


“Maybe if I had that kind of power... I would do the same! I would 
make them see the error of their ways! I could change Pop Star into a 
kinder place! That’s what I would do...” 


Marx stood up, looking at the sky. 


“The sun’s going to rise soon... I better go before Kirby realizes I’m 
gone.” 


The little jester began to walk away, when suddenly he felt himself 
trip. Vines suddenly shot out of the ground, startling him. He felt 
himself being pulled into the air, then gently placed on the ground 
before he could fall into the stream. 


“Oh... you... you caught me. Didn’t you? Thank you.” Marx smiled, 
then continued to walk out of the grove. 


“Tll be back soon! Just like I always do!” 


Marx took one last look at the crystal, then went on his way. The 
distorted voice wailed once, more before fading out, having no more 
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Authors Noté: Well? plot ftw eat sees the “érystal in the grove is 
sentient! Who would have thought? Also, the first appearance of 
Knuckle Joe in The After Story, but far from the last. This chapter 
answers a few questions, but raises so many more. The Broken Village 
is getting more mysterious, and more likely to induce Nightmare Fuel! 
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Great news everyone! It turns out someone wrote a Fanfic 
Recommendation for The After Story on TVTropes in the Kirby 
section! And I’ve got a page on there(even though my page doesn’t 
have any tropes yet... anyone want to help with that?) Also, ll be on 
break for a few weeks, so that means I’ll be able to write more. So I 
might finish up this arc by the end of the month maybe. 


35. A Journey Across The Galaxy Begins 


It had been three weeks since Marx had almost run away from 
Cappy Town and Kirby. There were no more signs of wanting to leave 
from the lavender jester, but Kirby had to admit that Marx had been 
acting strange for the past few weeks. 


Marx would leave for the library sometimes and spend hours there, 
looking at large books that were far too complex for the young Star 
Warrior to understand. Normally that wasn’t so unusual, but 
something seemed a bit off about the way his friend would look at the 
words sprawled across the paper. As if his life depended on reading 
the book in front of him. 


Lately, the young clown was also prone to odd bouts of laughter. 
Marx normally laughed, but it was usually for a reason. He would 
chuckle for a moment, then begin to giggle, and sometimes burst into 
full blown laughter while rolling around in hysterics. Kirby could 
think of no explanation for such behavior, and it was beginning to 
worry him. 


Kirby had been keeping a good eye on Marx since those bullies had 
treated his friend so harshly. Despite Marx’s odd behavior, none of it 
was violent or rude towards the pink puffball. The jester would still 
smile and talk with Kirby as if the fight had never happened. 


Kirby had insisted that Marx live with him until they could find a 
proper house for the clown. Marx didn’t have any objections to this 
and was a good roommate, but he would sometimes ask Kirby if he 
was bothering the pink Star Warrior. Kirby would reply that Marx was 
never a bother towards him, but he was worried for his increasingly 
odd behavior. 


Such an incident occurred this night. 
(watch?v = mCZyCFKa-2E) 


The little jester carefully tip-toed back into the house, a smile on 
his face was visible. He opened the door to find his friend Kirby 
standing there awake with a frown and tapping his foot. 


“Hi Kirby! How are you doing....?” Marx asked, noticing the 
tension in the room. 


“Very sleepy, poyo.” 


“Well, why aren’t you asleep? Sleep is important, you know?” Marx 
chuckled nervously. 


“T can’t sleep because I’m worried about you, poyo! You’ve been 
acting weird lately.” 


“Weird how?” Marx frowned. 


“You’ve been disappearing, laughing at nothing at all, and you’re 
the one not getting any sleep, poyo! Why? Tell me!” 


“J-I’m sorry, Kirby... I’ve been having weird dreams lately... so ’ve 
been researching what they mean. I guess I’ve been so giggly because 
of the lack of sleep. You know that the lack of sleep makes people act 
crazy, right?” 

“T didn’t know about the dreams, poyo... why didn’t you tell me?” 
Kirby said, feeling a bit guilty for being so suspicious of him. 

“I was trying not to worry you... but I guess my behavior is what 
really made you worried. I’m sorry Kirby.” 


“It’s okay, poyo. Just please try to take better care of yourself.” 
Kirby sighed with relief. 


Kirby finally fell asleep and woke up late afternoon. Marx was no 
where to be found, much to Kirby’s frustration. He groaned, then 
headed to Dedede’s castle. Fumu was sitting on the fountain with Bun 
playing ball nearby. 


“Hi, Fumu! Have you seen Marx today?” 
“No I haven't. Is he missing again?” Fumu asked. 


“Yes... he’s usually in the library, but I couldn’t find him there, 
poyo... ’m worried...” Kirby looked at his two feet. 


“Let’s hope he’s not going to plan an invasion with an airship...” 
The Cappy girl scowled. 


“Sir Meta Knight already feels really bad about that, poyo... why 
are you still mad at him?” 


“Kirby, I just don’t think I can forgive him yet. He betrayed our 
trust. Why did you forgive him so easily?” Fumu crossed her arms. 


“Because no one else will. The whole town is talking about it and 
he can’t even leave the castle without someone reminding him of what 
happened, poyo... He feels bad because Sailor Dee got sick and he’s 
working day and night...” 


“Kirby, you’re just too trusting...” Fumu shook her head. 


“Uh, sis... Kirby... you might wanna look at this.” Bun said, then 
pointed to the sky. 


Above them, they saw the sky grow very dark. The moon had 
appeared in the sky, only to be knocked out of the sky by the sun. The 
moon flipped in the sky and attacked the sun with powerful force. 


The sun and moon were fighting. 


From within the castle, the three knights gazed at the scene before 
them. 


“Sir... what’s going to happen?” Sword asked. 


“How could this have happened?” Blade’s mouth dropped 
underneath his armor. 


Meta Knight remained silent. 


In a short while, everyone was gathered in the center of town. 
There were panicked cries heard among the crowd, as nothing like 
this had ever occurred before. Sir Meta Knight and his knaves hid in 
the background, trying to avoid being seen by the townspeople. They 
went practically unnoticed because of the crisis at hand. 


“What does it mean?! What does it mean?!” One Cappy yelled. 
“We’re all gonna die!” Another yelled in the mass confusion. 


“Now everyone, please settle down!” Mayor Len tried to reason 
with the crowd, only for his voice to be drowned out. 


Fumu held Kirby protectively, while Bun could only marvel at the 
chaos spreading before them. Lady Memu and the Cabinet Minister 
Parm stood by their children. No one had any clue as to what was 
happening, and no one showed any signs of calming down anytime 
soon. 


“Why would the sun and moon suddenly begin to fight?” Parm 
asked. 


“Perhaps the moon grew tired of only being seen at a time where 
everyone was asleep?” Memu suggested. 


Kirby looked into Fumu’s eyes with worry. She softly squeezed his 
hand for comfort. Suddenly Memu perked up. 


“Isn’t that Kirby’s little friend with the hat?” 


Fumu, Bun, and Kirby saw Marx among the crowd step into the 


center. 
(watch?v = hAng9F0xo10) 
“Hey, Hey, Hey!” 


Everyone soon stopped their quarrels to listen, the jester being 
unusually loud. All eyes were on him. Normally such a situation 
would make him so nervous, he would run for the nearest bush. 
However, this time was different. 


Marx looked towards Kirby among the crowd. “Can you make 
peace between the sun and moon?” 


Kirby blinked in confusion. 
“T know how we can stop the sun and the moon’s endless battle!” 


“Yeah, well, why should we listen to you?” Someone from the 
crowd shouted. 


“You’re just a kid! What could you possibly know that we don’t?” 
Another chimed in. 


Marx frowned. “Okay, let’s not listen to the kid that’s been studying 
astronomy since he could read at the age of two! Let’s not listen to 
what he has to say! Let’s just watch as the sun and moon’s fighting 
eventually causes the entire Gamble Galaxy to fall into ruin and 
despair!” 

Several of the Cappies froze. Everyone grew quiet, now ready to 
listen. 


“Okay, now that I have everyone’s attention. There is a clockwork 
comet in space called NOVA. This comet can grant the wish of anyone 
that can find NOVA! Money, power, even something beyond the 
impossible!” 


The Cappies murmured excitedly, completely interested in the 
jester’s words. 


“But there’s something that must be done first. To ask NOVA, we 
must gather power from all the stars around us. It’s a difficult task, but 
I know the perfect guy for the job. Isn’t that right... Kirby?” 


“Sir... something seems suspicious about this...” Blade said. 


“The sun and moon have always been at peace...” Sword added. 
“Why would that suddenly change?” 


“ ..There is another force involved.” 


“What do you mean by that sir? Are you saying someone convinced 
the sun and moon to fight?” Sword asked. 


Meta Knight nodded. “Who would convince the sun and moon to 
fight and for what purpose, I’m not certain. However, Kirby may very 
well have an enemy waiting for him.” 


Sword and Blade grew quiet, then glanced up at the two celestial 
bodies’s seemingly eternal struggle. 


(watch?v = qpyEdSUOPhg) 


“So you’re gonna do it? Go to space, I mean?” Bun asked the pink 
puffball. 


“There’s no other choice, poyo... but something feels so wrong...” 


“T agree... but we can’t just let them fight, the galaxy couldn’t 
survive...” Fumu sighed. 


“It’s alright, Kirby!” Marx jumped to the young Star Warrior. “It'll 
be difficult, but I know you can succeed! The entire galaxy is counting 
on you! I’ll be with you every step of the way, you know!” 


Kirby’s mouth dropped. “You... you’re going with me, poyo?” 


“Of course I am! I even have maps that have the shortest route to 
each of the stars’s fountains!” Marx pulled out some maps from his 
hat. 


“But Marx, this could be really dangerous.” Fumu pointed out. 
“Aren’t you scared after that incident with the cave?” 


“You know what, a long time ago I would have been a bit scared. 
But Kirby has taught me a lot about courage and bravery, you know. 
I’ve studied a lot about the other planets, so I can actually help instead 
of just dragging him down!” 


“You’ve never dragged me down, poyo!” Kirby protested. 


“Heehee! Truth be told, I’ve actually always wanted to go into 
space! It'll be a dream come true!” Marx wiggled with glee. 


“Kirby, we would like to speak with you.” 


Kirby turned to the direction the voice came from to see Meta 
Knight and Knuckle Joe. 


Kirby toddled uncertainly to them, curiosity rising. 


“We know that you’ve been in space before, but this time is going 
to be different.” Knuckle Joe said. 


“Unlike the planets you have visited last time, these stars are 
known to host far more hostile life.” Meta Knight continued. 


The young hero tilted his head. “What do you mean, Sir Meta 
Knight?” 


“The stars you will see are some of the very same stars I 
encountered during the war. Most of the natives do not appreciate 
outsiders, and have no qualms with harming others who trespass 
through their lands.” The blue knight explained. 


“Also, the environment and brutal in some places. Hotbeat is 
basically a volcano, and Mekkai is a dangerous factory planet.” 
Knuckle Joe added. 


The pink puffball felt uneasy exposing Marx to such dangers, but he 
knew the little jester wouldn’t take no for an answer. Kirby could only 
hope that their travels would be smooth, instead of the rough 
experiences Meta Knight most likely went through. 


Speaking of which, where was Marx? 


The little jester walked past the run down buildings of The Broken 
Village, long abandoned by their owners. Marx skipped to the grove as 
usual, planning to see his secret friend. He reached the grove in record 
time, then approached the vibrantly glowing crystal in the center. Had 
it been waiting for him? 


(watch?v = yV-i40Y_5Wk) 


“Hello... I wanted to visit you one last time... because I’m leaving 
for space, with Kirby. ’'m not leaving for good though! Ill be back 
soon!” The little Jester bounded to the large gem. 
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The crgstal gave soft warble. 


“J just wanted to say... thank you for always being there. And when 
I come back, gu might not even be able to recognize me! I’ll come 
back sem ethiarg: great, you know!” 
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K¥few excited shrieks resounded. Marx giggled. 


“You sound so happy. The only time you usually make that noise is 
when yow’re trying to make someone leave... you’re not trying to get 
rid of me, are you?” 
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Another warble eScaped the ‘crystal ak ®It almost sounded like it was 
disagreeing. 


The little jester laughed again. “I was just making sure. I think I’ve 
gotten a bit better at Understaneins you. Maybe one day, Ill know 
everydring about YOR. 
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“Hey. did Son always Sound like this? I mean... not that there’s 
anything wrong with the way you sound, but did you have a different 
voice once? Or is this just how everyone perceives your voice?” Marx 
asked, genuinely curious. 


The crystal began to glow rapidly. The fireflies danced about in a 
circular motion around the gem. Marx’s eyes widened, they changed 
into the same color of the crystal. 


Then he heard it. 


He could no longer hear the distorted warbles, but a clear voice. It 
began to sing a hauntingly beautiful melody with it’s new vocals. 
Marx had never heard something that sounded so lonely, yet so 
beautiful in all of his life... 


Marx gasped as he began to see faint images in his mind. He saw a 
tall man with a cape, it had a pattern adorned with galaxies on it. The 
man had a malicious grin on his face. 


Then the little jester saw a blurry silhouette, he couldn’t quite make 
out any features. The silhouette suddenly began to turn frantically in 
his vision, then watched in horror as the figure suddenly began to 
scream in agony. 


In the silhouette’s place was now a cluster of blue crystals. 
Surrounding the gem was several round silhouettes, who were shown 
rejoicing. 


“ ,.What? But why...?” Marx gaped, his eyes returned to their 
normal purple color. “Aren’t Star Warriors supposed to be heroes? 
Why would they do that?” 


The crystal’s voice returned to it’s distorted wails. It glowed softly, 
no longer vibrant and rapid as it was when the little clown first 
arrived. 


“But... why would they...?” He gasped as the leaned in closer to the 
crystal. He could see a darkly shadowed figure for a moment before it 


faded. 
“No... oh no...” His suspicions were confirmed. “That was... you?” 
The g crystal warbled as i if gapaiming the jester’s words. 
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The distorted voi arbled something. The lavender child strained 
to listen. 


“You just want... ME to help you? I’m glad that you have so much 
faith in me, but why can’t Kirby help?” 


The wails suddenly increased in frequency. 


Suddenly, the crystal glowed again. A scream echoed from it, only 
it was far different from before... 


It was Marx’s scream. 


"Buk Kirby's.myf fend... fe... he weullin’ t... would he?” 
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Marx & Sigcled. “£You'tle just beiag silly! It’s nice that you’re worried 


for me, but Kirby’s my friend! He wouldn’t do something so awful.” 


The little jester stared at the white belladonnas surrounding the 
grove’s centerpiece. “I want to be strong like you and Kirby... you can 
do so many amazing things... and Kirby never has anyone to make fun 
of him... If I was like both of you, I would never be scared.” 


The voice chuckled, then it turned into a sob. 


“Both of you are incredible... I don’t know what you are, and I 
really don’t care what... you’ve always been there... I think that if you 
gave him the chance, Kirby could be your friend too...” 


The distorted voice made a certain noise as if it was accessing the 
situation. 


“When I come back, I’ll be something that you'll be proud of... 


something great... and we’ll all be friends forever...” 


The little jester sat up, then began to walk out of the grove. He 
gave one last look at his secret friend, determined that by the time he 
came back he would be of some use. It made his heart beat with 
anticipation imagining what his adventure with Kirby would be like. 
What they would be like when they returned....they would return 
even closer friends than ever before. He was certain of it. 


“Marx, where have you been, man? Kirby’s been looking 
everywhere for you.” Bun crossed his arms. 


“Sorry ’'m late. Are you packed up, Kirby?” Marx asked his pink 
puffball friend. 


“Yeah, poyo. Are you sure you want to go?” 


“T’m ready for anything, Kirby... I don’t have to be afraid as long as 
you're around. You'll keep my lazy butt safe.” 


“You’re not that lazy, poyo...” The young Star Warrior laughed. 
“Kirby of the Stars, are you ready to depart?” Meta Knight asked. 
Kirby and Marx both nodded. 


“Please keep in mind that many of the stars in the Gamble Galaxy 
are not as friendly as Pop Star. I trust that you have the necessary 
supplies to survive the various conditions of each star?” 


“Tm ready! I'll have Marx with me, so I have nothing to worry 
about, poyo!” 


The Warp Star then settled on the ground in front of them. Kirby 
and Marx climbed on and it began to lift in the air. 


“Kirby, please be careful! We’ll be thinking of you!” Fumu called. 


“Bring me back something cool!” Bun shouted, only to get elbowed 
by Knuckle Joe. 


“The fountains on the stars will probably be guarded by something! 
So get ready to fight when the time comes!” The blonde shouted. 


“Kirby, you better not die out there! I’m supposed to be the one to 
clobber ya!” Dedede yelled with enthusiasm. 


“Tll be waiting for you two to get back!” Gooey bounced. “We can 
go fishing with my new boat and... oh wait... I crashed that boat. 
Never mind then! Just focus on staying alive!” 


Kirby and Marx smiled as they took off for the stars above, 
encouraged by friends from below. The entire galaxy was counting on 
them, and they didn’t have much time to dawdle. Kirby knew that 
they could accomplish this task, because he had his friend by his side. 


Author’s Note: The time of reckoning is upon us. Is it close to 
the end of the arc? Yes? Will this arc end in tears? Who can say? 
Pll try to get this arc finished up by the end of my break with 
luck. A lot of luck. We have about three or four more chapters to 
go until the end of the Super Star Ultra Arc. 


Readers, did you know that Kirby of the Stars: The After Story 
now has a TVTropes page? It’s very own page. With tropes! It’s a 
small page, but perhaps with your help it can grow to be 
something great!...Who started the TVTropes page for it in the 
first place? Well, whoever started the page and those that have 
contributed to it, I want to sincerely thank you. 


Until next time. 


36. Strong In The Real Way 


Marx could hardly believe this was happening. 
He was in space. 


“Ohmygoshohmygoshohmygosh! I’m in SPACE!” The little jester 
screamed excitedly. 


Kirby smiled, not expecting such a reaction from his lavender 
friend. He had thought that Marx would be startled or even scared of 
seeing space like this. It would seem he was wrong. 


“So, where should we go first, poyo?” 


“Hmm, well. I think the safest bet is the grass planet Floria. The 
planet is said to be mostly peaceful.” Marx answered. 


“To Floria, poyo!” 
(watch?v = 4C00_DqAkKk) 


The Warp Star landed on the grass planet. The first thing Kirby 
noticed about the planet was that it seemed quite similar to Pop Star. 
The air was warm, and little flowers peeked from the bushes like little 
suns. He could hear birds chirping in the distance. 


“Now, Kirby. I know you may think that this is similar to Pop Star, 
but there’s something that you need to know about Floria.” 


“What’s that, poyo?’ 


Before Marx could explain, the air became much thicker and sweat 
inducing. Even the constant battle between the sun and the moon did 
nothing to change the weather. Kirby turned to Marx for an 
explanation, only for a large gust of wind to interrupt. The grass 
beneath their feet changed to an orange brown color, and leaves 
began to fall from the trees around them. 


“What’s happening, poyo?! Is this because of the sun and moon?” 
Kirby asked in shock. 


“No, Floria is always like this. The seasons constantly change with 
absolutely no consistency. Isn’t nature fascinating!” Marx stated with 
enthusiasm. 


The young hero’s mouth dropped. How did the residents live in 


such conditions? 


Not long after, they encountered their first obstacle. A gigantic tree 
was in their way, and for some odd reason, they couldn’t just go 
around it. 


“Wait for it...” Marx said. 


Then suddenly, snow began to fall. The tree before them had so 
suddenly been chopped down by an invisible force, freshly fallen snow 
now on it’s surface. Kirby and Marx hopped over the stump and 
continued on their way. The snow began to melt rapidly, and in the 
stump’s place was now a fully grown tree. Kirby felt like he was 
getting a headache. 


The pink puffball inhaled a hostile Simirror to gain the Mirror 
ability. With a Copy ability, it became much easier to get to their 
destination, as well as fend off some of the enemies inhabiting Floria. 
Eventually, the constant changing of seasons was no longer a surprise. 
The transitions were almost soothing. 


Soon they entered a small forest with two large trees on either side. 
The trees suddenly gained faces and frowned. 


“Excuse us, poyo. Would you happen to know where Floria’s Dream 
Fountain is?” Kirby asked politely. 


“We need it to stop the sun and the moon!” Marx quickly added. 


One of the trees grimaced and tossed an apple. Kirby dodged out of 
the way, but Marx wasn’t so lucky. The fruit had hit Marx in the 
forehead, making the poor child fall over on his back. 


Kirby gasped. “You hurt Marx, poyo! You’re mean!” 


He immediately picked up his jester friend and placed him 
somewhere he deemed safe. He ran back to the trees and hit one with 
a Reflect Force. The trees dropped apples on the pink puffball, who 
shielded their attacks with his Reflect Guard. 


Frustrated, the trees tried dropping Gordos instead of the red fruit. 
Kirby wasn’t intimidated. He shielded himself, then attacked with a 
Mirror Cut, then finished the fight with another Reflect Force. The 
trees were felled. 


“Are you alright Marx, poyo?” Kirby asked with concern. 
“Yeah... those apples really smart, you know!” Marx responded. 


The two continued walking for a short distance until they heard the 
sound of running water. They dashed towards the sound to see a large 


fountain. Kirby slowly approached the structure, then tapped it. A 
large beam of light suddenly blasted from the top of the fountain, and 
into the expanses of space. 


“T think we're finished here...” Marx sighed. “I’m sorry you always 
have to protect me...” 


“What do you mean, poyo? You’re my friend.” The young Star 
Warrior replied. 


“Tt’s just that... I wish I could protect myself... I’m completely 
defenseless.” 


“But you can kick really good!” Kirby argued. 


“Kirby, I can’t kick down a tree... I can’t kick down anything...” 
The lavender clown frowned. “Don’t look at me like that. Ill be 
alright.” 


“If you say so...” Kirby patted the child’s back, who smiled a little. 


“So... where are we going now, poyo?” 


“This is Aquarius, the planet of water!” Marx announced. 
(watch?v = jav-AziBDdk) 


Kirby looked around at the palm trees and beaches Aquarius had to 
offer. It reminded him of the time he had went to Aqua Star to find 
the crystal shards. It felt like it happened so long ago... 


They flew the Warp Star across the ocean, trying to find even the 
slightest glimpse of the Dream Fountain. Marx pulled out his map then 
suddenly groaned in frustration. 


“Well yippee ki yay... the map says the fountain is in an 
underwater cave...” Marx growled. 


“Why is that a problem, poyo? We can just swim to find it. I 
brought masks.” Kirby said. 


“Uh, Kirby... about that... I can’t swim...” 


“You can’t? But how are we... I know, poyo! I’ll tie a rope around 
you and you won’t have to swim at all!” The pink puffball suggested. 


Marx was quite visibly shaking, but he nodded slightly. “O-Okay... 
we can try that...” 


Kirby tied a rope around Marx, who now had donned a scuba mask. 
Kirby put on his mask and tied the other end of the rope around 


himself. They both plunged into the water and Kirby began to swim. 
Marx wanted to shriek and kick to the surface, but he felt he needed 
to be strong like Kirby. 


After what seemed like hours from Marx’s perspective, they finally 
resurfaced inside a large cave. Kirby gaped at the sight before him. 
The cave itself was impressive, but what really caught his attention 
was the fact that there were bodies of water floating in mid air! 


The water seemed to sparkle in the cave’s low light, and there were 
little stars embedded inside the liquid. The young Star Warrior 
reached inside to grab one of the stars for himself, only for it too pass 
through his hands. 


“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Marx asked. 
“Yeah, poyo...” Kirby whispered, still in awe. 


“Still, it’s not as beautiful as the grove in The Broken Village!” The 
jester giggled. 


“T still don’t understand why you love that place so much, poyo... 
it’s pretty, but what made you keep coming back?” 


“Well...” Marx trailed off, smiling. “There’s something very special 
there. That’s all I can say.” 


They continued walking in search of the Dream Fountain. Fish 
swam around in the towers of water, staring at the two children with 
curious unblinking eyes. 


“This is like an aquarium, isn’t it?” The purple eyed clown asked. 
“There are so many fish, poyo!” Kirby said. 


“Don’t eat them, Kirby. We don’t know what kind of fish they are or 
if they’re poisonous, you know.” 


“T wasn’t gonna eat them!” Kirby puffed out his cheeks, eliciting 
laughter from his friend. 


They soon found themselves in a large room with an underground 
lake. Suddenly, a large dark pink whale burst from the water and 
smacked them both with it’s tail in aggression. 


“Marx, stay here, poyo!” Kirby said, then inhaled a nearby enemy 
to become Fighter Kirby. 


“Avast ye whale! Prepare to meet your doom!” Marx yelled from 
the sidelines. 


The pink puffball ran towards the whale, then attacked with a 


Smash Punch, then a Vulcan Jab. 


The whale jumped into the air and crashed into the lake, sending 
rocks of different sizes raining down. Kirby dodged the debris and 
used a Rising Break, along with a Down Kick. 


The whale sped towards him and slapped the young hero with it’s 
tail. He quickly recovered, then finished off his opponent with one 
final Rising Break. 


After making sure that his friend was safe, they continued onward, 
convinced that the Dream Fountain was nearby. They were correct, as 
they found the fountain a short walk away from the whale’s chamber. 
Kirby touched the fountain, and it released a beam of light to the stars 
above. 


Kirby gazed at the sun and the moon as they fought with even more 
force than before. 


“Marx... why do you think the sun and moon started fighting, 
poyo?” 


“Who knows? Maybe the moon felt like the sun was too loved. 
Maybe the moon just wanted to be the center of attention for once, 
you know.” The jester replied. 


“But... why fight?” Kirby asked. 


“Sometimes fighting is the only option. Sometimes there just isn’t a 
peaceful solution...” 


“Well, I wish that everyone could be friends! I don’t really like 
fighting, poyo...” Kirby responded. 


“As nice as that sounds, it’s not gonna happen... some people just 
don’t want to be friends...” Marx sighed heavily. 


“Are you alright, poyo?” 


“.,.Come on. We need to get moving.” 


(watch?v = AVuBrGMfSEU) 


Kirby and Marx soon arrived on a planet of clouds. It reminded the 
pink hero of Bubbly Clouds back on Pop Star. It was rather windy as 
well, Marx’s hat had almost flew away once. 


“This is planet Skyhigh, the wind planet. Although that should be 
rather obvious.” 


The two friends fought the harsh winds as they searched for the 
fountain. Marx was afraid to take out the map, as his maps and his hat 
might blow away. He really wishes he had hands... 


“Aah!” Marx yelled as he was almost swept away by a strong gust 
of wind. 


Kirby quickly grabbed Marx, only to get flung along with the 
lavender jester into a pack of clouds. Marx emerged from the clouds in 
a panic. 


“M-My hat! MY HAT!” He yelled, attracting attention from some 
nearby purple Waddle Dees. 


Seeing Marx without his hat was quite a shock to the pink puffball. 
“Wow, poyo...” 


“D-Don’t you say one word about this!” His face flushed as he 
ran around the cloudy region in search of his headgear. 


Kirby quickly caught up with Marx. “Why is that hat so important 
to you, poyo. It’s a cool hat, but it must be special to you for a 
reason.” 


“T got that hat when I decided to become a jester... it’s a part of my 
identity. My hat is who I am... it’s the eggs in my omelet... the teddy 
to my bear... IT Is THE ROCK UPON WHICH I STAND!” He declared 
loudly. 


“Maybe one day, I’ll be lucky enough to have such a hat...” Kirby 
said with awe. 


“Oh, what if I don’t find it?! Pll have to live a hatless life... but 
what kind of life is that? What kind of a life?!” 


“We'll find it, poyo! It’s hard to miss a hat like that, poyo!” 


“Very true... my hat is special... it makes my head feel all warm 
like a mother’s hug... or at least what I think a mother’s hug would 
feel like...” Marx said out of Kirby’s earshot. 


“We just need to keep going in the direction the wind was blowing, 
poyo!” Kirby suggested with Marx following behind. 


“There it is! My hat!” He yelled with excitement. 


Marx’s hat was resting atop a heap of clouds. He squealed and leapt 
into the pile, only for it to begin moving into the air. A large eye 
suddenly materialized, along with spikes onto the cloud. It grew angry 
and shook off the little jester, who landed on the soft surface below. 


“Tam so glad I didn’t jump on any of the spikes...” Marx said with 
wide eyes. 


“Tt still has your hat, poyo!” The young Star Warrior said. 


He quickly inhaled a Chilly to become Ice Kirby. He leapt into the 
air and attacked with his Ice Breath. Kracko recoiled from the damage, 
then flew over Kirby and released several lightning strikes. He 
narrowly avoided being hit by the bolts. 


He skated around the arena, then jumped in the air to release 
another Ice Breath. The eye widened, then the clouds began to 
evaporate rapidly. The eye soon evaporated as well. Marx jumped and 
his hat landed perfectly on his head. 


“Hey, all of my stuff is still in he— someone ate my pack of 
peanuts!” Marx frowned. 


A short time later, they finally found Skyhigh’s Dream Fountain. 
Just like the others, when it was touched it released a beam of light. 


“We're getting closer to NOVA, aren’t we Marx?” Kirby asked, 
smiling. 


“We are, but we have a ways to go before we can meet NOVA, you 
know. We have to go to Hotbeat next, and like the punk kid said, it’s 
covered in lava. I hope you know what happens when you touch 
lava.” 


“T’ve been in a volcano before, poyo! It was on Neo Star and it was 
about to erupt!” Kirby said while making gestures with his arms. 


“...Well I guess we'll be fine, but we may run into trouble if we 
upset the natives...” The young jester mused. 


“Well I’m ready, poyo! What about you?” 


“’,.Let’s go for it!” 


It was official. Neither Kirby or Marx liked the planet Hotbeat. 
(watch?v = kxFJ3KIAyLU) 


“My hat... it’s so hot... my hat is trying to fuse with my skin...” 
Marx panted. 


“This is much hotter than Neo Star, poyo...” Kirby stuck out his 
tongue in exhaustion. 


They had been roaming Hotbeat for a while, but it seemed like an 


agonizing, excruciating eternity. Lava was pouring around them, and 
the small rocks were digging into their feet. It smelled like sulfur and 
brimstone, burning their nostrils with it’s stench. 


They made a turn around a corner, only to find the last thing Marx 
wanted to see. 


A mine cart. 
“No...” He whispered. 


The two could hear small growls behind them. They slowly turned 
around to see a pack of yellow Scarfies licking their lips ravenously, 
their eyes wide. 


“Look look! We have guests!” One growled. 


“Mmm... haven’t had guests in long time... Mmm...” Another 
drooled. 


“Hehehe... we’ve been looking forward to eating you!” 


“D-Don’t you meen ‘greet’, poyo?” Kirby asked nervously while he 
stepped back with Marx. 


“No, we definitely mean eat...” The Scarfy grinned, drool dripping 
from it’s mouth filled with gleaming teeth. 


The pink puffball could fight them, but that would risk endangering 
his friend during the fight. Kirby and Marx ran as fast as their feet 
would allow to the mine cart. Kirby chucked Marx in first, then dove 
in himself. 


“They’re getting away! After them!” A Scarfy barked. 


“After the armless one! He’s easier prey!” Another barked, 
salivating with an ecstatic look in the eye. 


“AAAAH!” Marx screamed and hid behind Kirby in fright. 


The mine cart began to roll with the pack of Scarfies just behind 
them. One Scarfy managed to climb into the cart and bite Marx’s side. 
He yelped in pain, his eyes stung with tears from the impact. Kirby 
grabbed the violent creature and kicked it into the group of Scarfies 
behind them. 


The old mine cart had managed to evade the group of ravenous 
beasts, but Marx had been hurt in the process. Kirby picked up the 
little jester and placed him onto cooler ground. 


“Marx, how bad are you hurt?!” The pink puffball asked worriedly. 


“T-ll be fine... but Scarfies aren’t normally like that, you know. On 
Pop Star, they were known for being territorial, but... I’ve never heard 
of Scarfies actually trying to eat someone... I’ve heard plenty of 
mauling cases though.” 


“Sir Meta Knight did say that these planets were more dangerous 
than Pop Star, poyo... but that doesn’t make it any less scary...” 


“Kirby, we need to get to the fountain...” Marx said shakily, as he 
slowly rose to his feet. He stumbled, only for Kirby to gently push him 


up. 


“But will you be okay, poyo?” Kirby asked with eyes full of 
concern. 


“Yeah, itll take a little more to take me down... I’ve endured far 
worse...” Marx whispered the last sentence out of Kirby’s hearing. 


The two began their daunting search once again, with Kirby 
stopping every little moment to ask about his friend’s well-being. 
Marx would smile a little and reassure him that he would be fine, but 
Kirby still felt that he could have done something to prevent the little 
jester from getting hurt. 


They soon stopped at a large door with several symbols carved into 
it. Upon entering the room, they found several more symbols carved 
into the walls, floor, and ceiling. The room seemed positively empty 
except for the door on the other side. 


“Kirby... do you suddenly have the feeling that we’re being 
watched?” 


“Not exactly, poyo... but... now that you mention it—” 


Suddenly, a large red chameleon approached them from behind. It’s 
long tongue immediately wrapped around Marx’s foot and dragged 
him closer to it’s mouth. 


“MARX!” Kirby grabbed him and pulled with all his might to take 
him away from the chameleon. 


With much effort, he managed to yank Marx away from the enemy. 
The little jester was shaking with fright, too stunned to say a coherent 
sentence. Kirby growled and inhaled a Burning Leo to become Fire 
Kirby. He ran towards the Chameleo Arm. 


He attacked with his Fire Breath, all the while shielding Marx from 
any further damage. The Chameleo Arm rolled around the arena, then 
suddenly disappeared. Kirby continued breathing in every direction in 
hope of flushing it out. 


The enemy reappeared, then jumped onto the wall. It’s arms 
suddenly stretching towards the small jester. The pink hero jumped 
into the air and used a Fireball Spin on it’s hand. The Chameleo Arm 
shrieked in pain, falling from the wall. Kirby ran towards it, then 
finished it off with a Fireball Inferno. 


“Marx... I-I’m sorry, poyo... you keep getting hurt...” 


“No... it’s my fault. It’s always my fault. I’m the one that keeps 
drawing attention to us.” 


“Tt’s not your fault, poyo! It’s just... everything here thinks that you 
look tasty...” 


“They go after me because they think I’m weaker than you, you 
know. Those Scarfies even said so...” 


They continued walking until they found Hotbeat’s fountain. Kirby 
touched the fountain, a beam of light was released once again. 


“Marx, poyo... are you alright? You’re being really quiet...” 
“’..I’m just tired.” 


“Tired of being useless...” 


Kirby knew that they needed to find the other Dream Fountains as 
soon as possible. However, it was obvious that Marx needed rest. 
Kirby also felt the need to rest, so he decided the best thing to do 
would be to find a safe shelter for them. 


He landed the Warp Star on a planet only labeled as ’? “. It was 
very likely an uncharted planet, or there was the possibility that 
nobody ever cared to give it a proper name. The planet of ’?’ was very 
scarcely populated, and only a group of red TACs seemed to roam 
around the small jungle like region. 


The TACs had surprisingly gave a few friendly hand waves to the 
pink puffball, then set off on their own. Kirby and Marx were 
completely alone. The two had set up camp near a small empty cave 
in the area, thanks to the supplies Kirby remembered to pack. 


It was difficult to tell what time it was thanks to the sun and 
moon’s struggle. But soon that would be over. 
Kirby would find the other Dream Fountains, summon NOVA, make a 
wish to calm the sun and moon’s fighting, and then order would 
return to the Gamble Galaxy. 


Marx had barely touched his food. This was troubling, as the little 


jester usually had an appetite about as big as Kirby’s. 
(watch?v = EJy2-cysNSA) 
“Is something wrong, poyo? You’re not eating. Tummy ache?” 
“No... well, yeah sorta...” Marx vaguely replied. 
“What do you mean, poyo? Talk.” 


“Kirby... do I... bother you?” Marx asked, after a long moment of 
silence. 


“No.” Kirby replied, without even having to think. 


“But... ’m just slowing you down. First there was me getting hit by 
that apple, then me not being able to swim and the whale, and losing 
my hat, and almost getting eaten by bloodthirsty Scarfies and a giant 
chameleon...” 


Marx breathed a sigh. “Kirby, no matter how you look at it... ’'m 
useless.” 


“No you're not, poyo! I couldn’t have come here without you!” 
“But... but I’m not as strong as you... I’m not strong at all...” 
“You're strong in other ways...” Kirby said with a small smile. 


Marx grimaced, his small fangs bared. “But I’m not strong like you! 
I want to be strong in the real way!” 


Kirby gasped and could see such anger in his eyes, but it wasn’t 
directed at him... it was as if he was looking directly through him. 
The little jester’s eyes started to water as he noticed Kirby’s shocked 
expression. 


“K-Kirby, I-I’m sorry... I-I know you're probably tired of hearing me 
apologize over and over... but...” Tears started to roll down his 
cheeks. 


“S-See?! ’m crying again! I’m so sick of crying at every little thing, 
but I can’t help it! I’m sick of being useless and weak, and I truly don’t 
understand why you put up with me, you know! I... I wish... I was 
more like you...” He tried to choke down a sob, little hiccups escaping 
his throat every few seconds. 


Kirby stood up, then sat next to the crying child. “But Marx... I like 
you the way you are, poyo...” 


Marx’s only response was a few more sniffles and hiccups. 


“You’re my friend and nothing’s gonna change that, poyo. And one 
day, you'll be strong in the real way.” 


Marx looked into Kirby’s eyes with shock. “Do you really mean 
that? Nothing will change that? You really think I can be strong like 
you?” 


Kirby nodded and smiled. 


The little clown breathed a sigh of relief. “Hearing that from you... 
makes me feel a lot better...” 


A while later they were getting ready for bed. Kirby rolled out their 
sleeping bags inside the small cave. He thought that it was quite 
similar to camping... but in space. 


Marx was in much higher spirits than earlier. He was even 
humming and skipping about the small cave. It was as if his little 
depression had never happened. Kirby was very thankful that his 
friend was cheering up, but he still couldn’t help but wonder what 
brought such grief in the first place. He wasn’t so sullen and grim until 
so recently. 


But at the moment, the little jester seemed on top of the world. He 
hummed little tunes to himself, and spun around in glee. It was as if 
he was back to his normal self, and it made the pink puffball feel 
accomplished that he could do something for his friend. 


Marx hummed a little more, then started singing a song that Kirby 
had never heard from the lavender child. 


“Os iusti meditabitur sapientuiam, 
Et lingua eius, loquetur indicium. 
Beautus vir qui, suffert tentationem, 
Quoniqm cum probates fuerit accipient coronam vitae 
Kyrie, fons bonitatis 
Kyrie, ignis divine, eleison.” 


Kirby tilted his head to the side. “I’ve never heard you sing that 
before... did you make up the words, poyo?” 


Marx giggled. “No. It’s Latin.” 


“Wow! You know Latin too, poyo! You’re so smart... you wrote a 
song in Latin.” 


“A-Actually... I didn’t write this one... someone taught it to me...” 


“It sounds so sad though... who taught it to you, poyo?” Kirby 


asked. 
“ ..Ssomeone very important...” Marx replied with a small smile. 
“A friend, poyo? But you never mentioned them before.” 


“W-Well... I’m not sure if I can actually call them a friend or not... 
maybe a little more than a friend...” Marx said quietly, a small blush 
blooming on his cheeks. 


“Well, you have to introduce me when this is over, poyo! I can’t 
wait to meet them!” Kirby said excitedly, wanting to meet this 
mystery person that Marx seemed to admire so much. 


“Yeah... I can’t wait for you two to meet either...” Marx smiled 
before drifting off to sleep. 


Author’s Note: This chapter would have been posted a few 
days ago, but the holidays were here. And I got Kirby Triple 
Deluxe, Harvest Moon: The Lost Valley, and Super Smash Bros. 
3DS. Also, I got a really cute King Dedede plushie! 


Ahem, anyway... back to plot related stuff... we’ve only got a 
few chapters left of this arc. I know that there’s Revenge of the 
King! But I’m waiting until another time to write about that! I 
have my reasons. Also, if anyone knows the name of the song 
Marx was singing, I’1l be quite impressed. 


I’ve also received several comments related to Meta 
Knightmare Ultra. As for that... I have that planned! I really do! I 
have these other things planned out, so have a little faith in me, 
okay? It shouldn’t be too long until the next chapter. 


Happy Late Holidays from Leer Justice! 


37. Make A Wish 


Soon after they awoke, Kirby and Marx were discussing which 
planet to search next. Marx had spread the map across the ground as 
he explained their plan of action. 


“So, we should go to Cavius, the Cave planet, then go on over to 
the Machine planet Mekkai. Then all that’s left is the Eternal planet 
Halfmoon.” Marx explained. 


“Then we get to see NOVA?” Kirby asked. 
Marx nodded. “Are you ready, Kirby?” 
“Yeah, poyo!” 

(watch?v = kOTtrOW7scM) 


Kirby and Marx hopped on the Warp Star and took off for Cavius. 
They landed a short while later on the planet, then descended into it’s 
depths in search of the Dream Fountain. The little jester and pink 
puffball spent some time walking in the caves, wondering if they were 
making any progress. 


Suddenly, they were ambushed by what looked like Kawasaki, but 
was much darker in color. He suddenly took out a few dishes, then 
tossed them at Kirby and Marx. They dodged the dishware, then Kirby 
inhaled a Bio Spark to gain the Ninja ability. 


Kirby started the battle with a knife throw, then followed with a 
Ninja Kick. The Kawasaki look-alike jumped and hurled more dishes 
at the pink puffball. Kirby used a Dash attack, then finished off his 
opponent with an Air Drop. 


Continuing onward, they ran into another foe. A blue Ju-Kid began 
to approach them. Marx quivered, instantly being reminded of the 
bully Ju-Kid on Pop Star. Kirby noticed that their foe was eyeing Marx 
with ill intent. The pink puffball frowned. He released his Ninja 
ability, then inhaled a GIM for the Yo-yo ability. 


The young hero used a Yo-yo Throw first, then tried to do a Gazer 
Spiral. The Ju-Kid suddenly grabbed the Yo-Yo and hurled Kirby with 
it. He gave out a cry of alarm as the Ju-Kid grabbed him again, then 
violently threw him on the ground. 


Marx gasped, then swallowed. He could feel himself shaking, but he 


knew what he had to do. He ran towards the Ju-Kid, then kicked him 
in the side. The force was enough to knock the enemy on his side, 
leaving Kirby with an opening to attack. Kirby threw his Yo-Yo at the 
Ju-Kid, knocking out his opponent, but losing his ability in the 
process. 


“Move! Move! Before he wakes up!” Marx nudged Kirby along the 
cave’s path. 


“That was really brave, poyo. If you hadn’t helped me, I might have 
lost.” 


“Well... I don’t know about that... I couldn’t just stand there and 
watch you get hurt over and over, you know.” 


“Thank you for saving me.” Kirby smiled. 


The two walked a little further, then were ambushed once again by 
a green colored Mr. Frosty. Kirby inhaled a Sir Kibble, then gained the 
Cutter ability. He rushed towards his opponent, then used his Cutter 
Boomerang. Mr. Frosty chucked an ice cube in their direction, which 
they managed to avoid. 


Kirby jumped into the air and attacked with a Sweep Cutter. Mr. 
Frosty jumped back, then tried to tackle the pink puffball and jester. 
They moved out of the way, resulting in Mr. Frosty hurting himself 
from the fall. Kirby ran forward, then finished off the battle with a 
Cutter Drop. 


“Amazing work again, Kirby!” Marx praised. 


“Thanks, poyo. But I think there’s more.” Kirby pointed at an 
approaching Poppy Bro Sr. 


The dark pink Poppy Bro Sr. bounced towards them, the tossed a 
bomb in their direction. Kirby inhaled the bomb to become Bomb 
Kirby. The enemy dashed towards Kirby. He moved aside, then tossed 
a bomb at the attacker. The Poppy Bro Sr. was defeated. 


“Where do they keep coming from, poyo?!” The pink puffball said 
with frustration as a Bonkers came into view. 


“Oh no... they must have seen the Warp Star as we flew in. They 
were ready for us.” Marx said, feeling dread well up within him. 


“Then we’ll just have to take all of them on, poyo! We have to find 
the Dream Fountain!” 


Kirby rushed into battle throwing bombs at the yellow Bonkers. The 
hammer wielding enemy stomped a few times before throwing a few 


exploding coconuts. The young Star Warrior dodged the explosives, 
then attacked with his own. In minutes, the Bonkers was defeated as 
well. 


“Hey, hey, hey! I can see an opening!” Marx yelled. 


There was an opening in the cave wall before them. Suddenly, a 
Bugzzy hopped down from the ceiling. Kirby quickly took care of the 
enemy, then they headed through the entrance. Kirby and Marx 
walked down that path without any other disturbances. 


“The map says that we’re getting close. It should be in the room 
after this one.” The jester put the map back in his hat, then tossed his 
hat in the air. It landed on his head perfectly. 


“Doesn’t this room feel really familiar, poyo? Like that last room 
when we were in that cave with Gooey and Armin?” 


“Tm trying really hard to forget that experience, you know...” Marx 
frowned. 


“AH! Marx, look out!” 


Marx turned around in time to see a large rocky hand reach 
towards him. He dropped to the floor and rolled away from the hand. 
A face of a statue appeared from the darkness, it grinned at the two in 
an unsettling manner. It raised it’s hand once again and tried to hit 
Kirby. 


“Kirby, remember what happened last time! Swallow the rocks!” 
Marx called from a safe distance. 


The pink puffball nodded and inhaled one of the rocks. He turned 
into Stone Kirby, then stood in front of the Wham Bam Rock’s face. It 
lifted it’s hand; then Kirby jumped into the air and slammed his Stone 
form on the golem’s hand. 


Wham Bam Rock shook in pain and anger, then raised his hand 
again. The hero of Pop Star repeated the process, injuring the statue’s 
hand once again. It shook, causing debris to fall from the ceiling. 
Kirby maneuvered around the falling rocks, then jumped into the air 
and finished off the golem. 


The stone statue’s face crumbled away, leaving Kirby and Marx the 
opportunity to run into the next room. Just as predicted, the Dream 
Fountain was in the cave’s room with an opening to the sky. Kirby 
touched the fountain, sending a beam of light out into space. 


“Kirby... we’re so close...” Marx stared at the beam of light in 
wonder. 


“We’re gonna see NOVA and get our wishes granted, poyo!” 
“Huh? ‘wishes’ as in plural?” Marx tilted his head to the side. 
“We only get one wish?” Kirby asked. 


“There is no ‘we’, Kirby. There is only one wish that can be granted, 
not one to each of us. Only one wish.” Marx explained. 


“Oh... I thought that we would each get a wish, poyo... that’s not 
fair...” Kirby drooped. 


“Kirby, you have to understand that granting a wish takes a large 
amount of energy to make possible. NOVA is special, because NOVA 
can turn energy into what the wisher desires. However, you need to 
think about what you want to wish for, you know.” 


“We’re wishing for the sun and the moon to stop fighting... did you 
forget, silly?” Kirby giggled. 


“Yeah... we’re wishing for the sun and moon to stop fighting...” 


(watch?v = LrfjWUizb94) 


Kirby and Marx soon landed on the planet of Mekkai. The planet 
did indeed live up to it’s title as the machine planet. All around them, 
something was ticking, whirring, or spouting steam, all the while 
there was metal everywhere. 


“Kirby... you sounded surprised when I said that we only got one 
wish between us, you know... Were you planning on wishing for 
something else?” 


“Well, I thought that both of us would get a wish, poyo... but I 
guess I could gather the energy again and make another wish!” Kirby 
suggested. 


“Tt doesn’t work that way.” 
“Huh? What do you mean?” Kirby asked. 


“T believe that NOVA will grant only one wish per person. Even if 
you gather the energy again, it would be for a lost cause.” 


“But... why, poyo?” The pink puffball was confused. 


“Because, consider it this way. If someone made a wish, that’s 
already amazing. But coming back again and again to make wishes... 
it would take away the meaning. That’s why you need to word your 
wish carefully. Think about whether you really would be willing to 


deal with all the responsibilities that come with that wish...” 


“But Marx, we’re wishing for the sun and moon to go back to 
normal... how could that be bad, poyo?” Kirby said. 


“Uh... I mean, only one of us will be making the wish... so maybe 
one of us may... you know, come back and gather the energy again 
and get their wish...” Marx stuttered. 


“Marx... I know I asked this before, poyo... but, if you could make 
a wish what would it be?” 


“Well... that’s a secret...” 


“So your wish has changed! Don’t you want the answer to that 
important question, poyo?” The pink puffball got closer to his friend. 


“Of course I do, but... if I made my wish... then...” Marx began 
staring off into space with a smile. 


Kirby waved his arm in front of Marx’s face. The little jester 
immediately snapped out of his thoughts and turned to Kirby. 


“Yes? Did you say something?” He asked. 
“Marx... you’ve been acting a little weird, poyo... Why?” 


“Uh... well... that’s because... Oh, look! I think we’re getting close 
to the fountain!” Marx said quickly, jogging ahead of the young Star 
Warrior. 


They stopped in a large factory-like room, whirring noises were 
heard all around. Suddenly, a large robotic crustacean fell from the 
ceiling in front of them. The silver sea creature robot almost looked 
like the Heavy Lobster Kirby had fought on the Halberd. 


The pink puffball swallowed a Sir Kibble to become Cutter Kirby. 
He started the battle with Cutter Boomerang, then dodged as the 
Heavy Lobster charged towards him. Marx quickly got out of the way 
and decided to watch from a safe distance. 


Kirby ran in the machine’s direction, then used a Cutter Dash, 
followed by a Sweep Cutter. The Heavy Lobster stepped back, then 
stomped around the room. The young hero jumped into the air and 
finished off the mechanical crustacean with a Cutter Drop, leaving the 
machine in pieces on the floor. 


The pink puffball and the lavender jester walked out of the room 
through the second door, finding the Dream Fountain resting on the 
top of a spire. Kirby touched the fountain, and like the others, it sent a 
beam of light out to space. 


“All that’s left is Halfmoon, Kirby... are you ready for it?” 
“T have to be, poyo... there’s no other way.” Kirby replied. 


“Have you felt scared at all? Being away from home in places 
unfamiliar to you, you know?” Marx asked. 


“A little, poyo... but I was more scared for your sake. I was afraid 
that you might get hurt, and you have... I can’t help but feel that it’s 
been my fault.” 


“None of that’s your fault. I’m just weak. That’s all there is to it.” 
He replied blandly. 


“But I know that you’re getting stronger, poyo! Before you know it, 
you'll be as strong as me!” 


Marx smiled, a small glint in his eye. “I certainly will be...” 


(watch?v = NRyncWtetws) 


Kirby and Marx soon traveled to the Eternal planet of Halfmoon. 
The area around them was slightly grassy with a few trees here and 
there, but it was also quite windy. However, this time Marx didn’t lose 
his hat. The two marched onward as they soon came to a space-like 
area filled with small glittering stars. 


They eventually stopped in front of a mine cart, much to Marx’s 
displeasure. But surprisingly, this mine cart ride wasn’t like their past 
experiences. The cart didn’t go flying down the tracks, but instead 
smoothly rode down the little star path. It was actually quite relaxing. 


“TIsn’t this nice, Kirby? According to the map, this mine cart should 
take us directly to the Dream Fountain in a while. I could sleep...” 
Marx yawned. 


“You wouldn’t be so sleepy if you didn’t stay awake all night, 
poyo.” 


“Kirby, you know that I can sleep as long as nothing bothers me! 
How much I stay awake doesn’t factor into it! ’m not a little Marx! 
RAH!” Marx kicked his feet in the mine cart as if he was trying to look 
threatening. 


Kirby giggled at his friend’s antics. 


“Besides Kirby, how am I supposed to sleep when you snore? You 
don’t snore like a Grizzo, but it’s up there on the loudness scale, you 
know.” 


“O-Only sometimes, poyo!” The pink puffball blushed in 
embarrassment. 


The two remained silent once more, so silent that Kirby thought 
that Marx may have fallen asleep. He gently poked the lavender child, 
causing him to slightly jump up. 


“Huh, wazzma? Are we there?” Marx said groggily. 
“You were asleep, poyo!” Kirby pouted. 


“Whaaaat? Can’t I sleep just a little? It should be some time until 
we're there...” He said quietly, his eyes threatening to shut once more. 
Kirby poked him again, eliciting a groan of annoyance from the jester. 


“No, we need to talk, poyo.” Kirby said in a final tone, something 
very unusual for the normally happy-go-lucky pink puffball. 


“Alright. What you wanna talk about?” Marx drawled sleepily. 


“About you.” The young Star Warrior said, snapping the clown out 
of his daze. “Is there something wrong, poyo? I know you’ve been 
disappearing to places at night... and it’s been scaring me, poyo... 
There’s something wrong.” 


“There isn’t anything wrong with me! I’m fine!” Marx barked 
suddenly. 


“No, there is something wrong, poyo. You’ve been acting weird 
since...” Kirby gasped. “Is it because... is it because of those bullies?” 


“’..No... what would make you think something like that?” The 
lavender jester avoided all eye contact with him. 


“Because I know that must have hurt you, poyo... nobody should be 
treated that way... especially someone like you. You didn’t do 
anything to deserve that, poyo. But... still... I should have done 
something more. I feel like I’m a bad friend for taking this long to 
know that was what was wrong, poyo...” Kirby sniffled slightly. 


“Kirby, don’t be upset! I’ve just been too sensitive—” 


“They pushed you on the ground and wouldn’t let you get up! 
That’s awful, poyo! And you must have been so scared...” 


“Oh Kirby... if only you knew how familiar it felt...” Marx thought. 


Marx sighed. “Do you ever wonder... what it would be like if there 
weren’t people like that? If there weren’t any bullies to hurt others 
because everyone knew how it felt to be hurt? I think it would be a 
much nicer world...” 


“.,..1 didn’t know it hurt you that bad, poyo... but... I won’t let that 
happen again! I’ll show everyone what a great friend you are! When 
we get back, when people see Marx they’ll say ’That’s Kirby’s friend, 
Marx. You better not mess with him!” and then everyone will get the 
chance to see how I see you, poyo! “Kirby said excitedly. 


“Kirby... thanks for not giving up on me... you’re my best friend...” 
Marx smiled, a little teary-eyed. 


“IT can’t do it... not now...” 


(watch?v = 6VzttOIV5JY) 


The mine cart had taken them close to the fountain. The room they 
were in now was covered in crystals, making the little jester feel 
somewhat homesick for the grove. Suddenly, a textbox appeared 
before them. 


“A Magician appears!” 


“Oh great... it’s The Great Cave Offensive all over again!” Marx 
grumbled. 


Kirby inhaled a discarded hammer, then attacked the magician 
when it exposed itself. 


“Kirby attacks!” 
“You beat the Magician!” The textbox stated. 


“An evil Knight appears!” A humanoid knight clad in purple 
armor wielding a sword appeared from the textbox. 


“Kirby attacks!” 

“The Evil Knight takes 136 damage!” 
“The Evil Knight throws knives!” 
“Kirby takes damage!” 


“Kirby, are you all right? Don’t let that piece of junk push you 
around!” Marx yelled. 


Kirby rose up and waited for the knight to leave the textbox, then 
rushed and hit the opponent with his hammer. 


“Kirby attacks!” 
“You beat the Evil Knight!” 


“A Great Dragon appears!” A large orange colored dragon 


appeared in the textbox, it’s size was rather intimidating but not to the 
level of it’s eyes or teeth. It’s gleaming eyes were set on the pink 
puffball and the jester, as if challenging them. 


Kirby waited for the right moment, then attacked with the hammer. 
“The Great Dragon takes 102 damage!” 

“The Great Dragon spews fiery breath!” 

“Kirby raised his defenses!” 


The moment the opportunity arrived, Kirby ran and tossed his 
hammer. He lost his ability, but defeated his enemy. 


“You defeated The Great Dragon!” 

“Kirby defeated all the enemies!” 

“You gained 221 EXP! (Not that it matters.)” 
“Your Puffiness went up by 3!” 

“Your Softness went up by 3!” 

“Your Spirit went up by 5!” 

“Your Maturity went up by 1!” 

“Your Eye Sparkle went up by 2!” 


The textbox closed itself, but strangely didn’t explode like the last 
time. The two continued to the next room, it was eerily calm around 
the final Dream Fountain. Kirby gulped, then touched the fountain. 
The final beam of light reached into space, then a giant orb of light 
formed. 


“Kirby, that must be NOVA! To the Warp Star!” 


Kirby and Marx hopped on the Warp Star, then took off for the 
source of the golden light. The light suddenly turned into a strange 
clockwork being before them. The clockwork creature was golden in 
appearance and resembled a closed pocket watch. Mechanical parts of 
every magnitude protruded from this odd creature’s sides. 


A light bulb, telescope, several gears, a weather vane, a wind up 
key, a large pocket watch, a dial, what appeared to be several piano 
keys, and a large assortment of other objects clung to the golden 
entity’s sides. However, the pink puffball couldn’t help but notice that 
there was a large surface missing just above the right eye, revealing 
some of the entity’s inner workings. 


The mechanical creation had two large half lidded eyes, a mystical 
light blue in color with a darker blue center. Quite fittingly, this 
clockwork being had a whimsical cat-like smile. 


This was the wish granting comet NOVA. 
“READY. —” NOVA spoke in a low whispery male voice. 


Kirby jumped from the Warp Star and began to float in front of the 
clockwork comet NOVA. He stared in awe as those mystical blue eyes 
suddenly focused on Kirby. 


“I WILL GRANT YOU ONE WISH...—” 


The pink puffball wondered how to word his wish, meanwhile the 
little jester on the Warp Star watched closely with his large purple 
eyes fixed on NOVA. 


(watch?v = xnezQVvUDdY) 

“Do it.” A voice echoed within his mind. His own voice. 
“But... I don’t want to... not anymore...” Marx whispered. 
“Both of us know that isn’t true... you want to. Do it.” 


Marx tried not to listen to that side of his conscience, a task that 
proved to be quite difficult. 


“No Marx! Don’t listen!” A second voice cried. “Don’t allow yourself 
to be deceived!” 


“This is your chance, Marx. This is your chance to finally be something 
extraordinary! All you have to do is make a wish...” 


“But... I don’t want to...” The purple eyed boy said quietly. 
“Yes you do!” 
“You are extraordinary Marx! Don’t allow yourself to be deceived!” 


“Don’t you remember what you said? That you would come back to Pop 
Star as something great? Don’t you want that?” The first voice whispered 
sweetly. 


“.,.but... what about Kirby?” The jester murmured. 
“Yes! Remember Kirby! He’s your friend!” 


“If you make your wish, you could have all the friends you could 
possibly want! Make a wish, Marx.” 


“No! Don’t do it, Marx! You’re being deceived! Please don’t do it!” 


“J... I...” Marx stuttered, then began to shake. 
“This is your only chance...” 


“Marx, please remember! Remember your true self!” The second voice 
pleaded. 


“Yes Marx, remember.” The first voice sneered. “Remember the times 
you hid away in fear that they would find you... the times they found you 
and the pain didn’t seem to ever stop... the times that you feared for your 
life... the horror, the cruelty, the grief... remember it, Marx?” 


Marx gave a small gasp and froze, eyes widened in shock. 
“But you can change it, Marx...” 
“No! Don’t listen! Marx, please remember who you are!” 


Two sides of his conscience were fighting for dominance. If anyone 
could have seen the jester in this state, it would have seemed like he 
was trying to endure unimaginable pain. Tears began to leak from his 
eyes as his entire body shook. Small choked sounds escaped his throat. 


“Stop... please stop...” Marx said in a strangled voice. 


“You can make it stop.” The darker side of his conscience said. “You 
won't ever have to feel fear again. With one wish, that world could be 
yours to shape. Yours and yours alone... whichever way you like. All you 
have to do... Is. Open. Your. Mouth... and say it...” 


“No! Marx! NO! Please snap out of it! This isn’t what you want!” His 
conscience screamed in vain. 


“Well...” Marx said quietly. 
Kirby opened his mouth, about to make the wish. 


Suddenly, the young Star Warrior was flung out of the way. He 
heard a pained voice scream. 


“I want to control Pop Star!” 


38. Buonanotte 


“...Marx?” Kirby said quietly, his tiny voice laced with shock. 


The jester looked into the clockwork comet NOVA’s eyes as they 
began to close. 


“OK. — 3... 2... 1... GO! —” 


NOVA’s eyes shot open and glowed a vibrant blue light, then slowly 
headed in the direction of Pop Star. The jester suddenly giggled in a 
carefree manner. 


(watch?v = Ol wP4vXvpHo) 


“T did it! It all went according to plan!” He said cheerfully, not a 
trace of malice in his tone. 


“P-Plan... what plan, poyo...?” Kirby asked with confusion and 
uncertainty. 


“T got the sun and moon to fight! I got you to go into space... It was 
all according to my perfect little plan!” Marx burst into joyous 
laughter. 


Kirby gasped, his arms flung to his mouth. “I-It was you? You did 
this, poyo?! But... but... why?” 


“Why?” Marx chuckled. “Because... like I said before...” 


Marx’s gaze turned to the departing NOVA. “Being hurt over and 
over gets pretty tiring, you know... but that’s all in the past. All those 
people... the ones who think it’s amusing to bring pain on the weak... 
will be nonexistent... because I’m going to reshape Pop Star however I 
like! I'll never be the one to beg for mercy again!” 


Kirby gaped at the jester before him, so calm within his own 
insanity. 


“Heehee... isn’t it wonderful? I’m finally strong in the real way, 
Kirby! And I couldn’t have done it without you! For that, you have my 
greatest thanks. Without you, none of this would have been possible.” 


Marx tilted his body to the side, his wide smile unwavering. 
“What’s wrong, Kirby? You look a little pale. It’s alright. I haven’t 
forgotten you! I won’t leave you out of the fun!” 


“What are you talking about, poyo...?” Kirby asked in slight fear. 


“Join me, Kirby! We can rule Pop Star together! Just two best 
friends ruling a planet together! It’s only fair, since you had a hand in 
my plan, you know. Oh Kirby, I’m so excited! It was so difficult 
keeping it a surprise... but it was worth it! Won’t it be fun, Kirby?!” 


The jester gave a loud squeal, then dreamily sighed. “I’m just so 
happy...” 


Kirby looked into Marx eyes, finally finding his voice. He said in a 
soft shaken voice. “Marx... you’ve gone mad...” 


“What? I’m not mad, Kirby! Now come on, aren’t you excited? Isn’t 
it wonderful?! Heehee! All those bullies... all of them... they’ll know 
what it feels like to be on the receiving end! Hahaha! Break em into 
little bits!” 


“Marx, listen to yourself, poyo! This isn’t you! What’s happened to 
you?” He grabbed the jester and began to lightly shake him. 


“But Kirby... I went to so much trouble... for our new world... 
aren’t you happy?” 


“No! I’m not happy at all!” Kirby replied. 
Marx gasped lightly, his lip trembling and eyes watering. “B-But... 


“Marx, stop acting crazy, poyo... you’re my friend. This isn’t right... 
please don’t do this...” Kirby spoke gently, trying to carefully talk 
some sense into the jester. 


His lip trembled and his body slumped. “Oh Kirby... what have I 
done?” 


Kirby gave a silent sigh of relief, glad that he seemed to be 
returning to sanity. 


“T was so idiotic, you know... I spent so much time worrying about 
how I could be strong like you... but... I made a terrible decision... I 
don’t think I can forgive myself. I was such a fool...” 


“It’s all right... we’ll get this mess fixed up, poyo... Everything will 
be okay.” Kirby said quietly, moving to embrace his friend. 


“FOR EVER BELIEVING THAT YOU CARED!” Marx snarled, 
baring his fangs. 


( watch?v = sLLOoeeEPQO) 


Kirby jumped away in fright, eyes beginning to water. 


“T was an idiot to think that you actually cared about me for one 
second! To think that I actually offered the chance for you to rule with 
me! All this talk about me already being strong... that was your way 
of saying you didn’t want me becoming stronger than you, wasn’t 
it?!” 


“That isn’t true!” Kirby cried, but Marx vigorously shook his head. 


“You lie! It’s true! IT’S ALL TRUE!” Marx’s body began to glow a 
dark purple. “You never were really my friend, were you?! If so, you 
would know how bad I needed this! You don’t understand and you’re 
not trying to understand! But now... it’s too late... it’s too late to 
understand...” 


Kirby sniffled, then held back a small sob. A stream of tears ran 
down Marx’s cheeks, his speech sprinkled with his little hiccups. 


“Kirby...” The dark aura around him grew, he bared his fangs. “...I 
hate you.” 


Suddenly Marx gasped, his eyes widening as a wave of pain shot 
through his spine. Fear began to rise within the jester, as his eyes 
began to sting and burn. The sensation in his back only increased in 
intensity as he flailed around in mortification. 


“Ah! Why... why?! Why does it hurt?! AH! It feels like something is 
tearing me in half! AAAH!” 


The young Star Warrior watched in horror as Marx’s eyes suddenly 
grew in size, his purple pupils shrinking slightly into black beady 
ovals. The jester screamed in agony as two golden appendages burst 
from the middle of his back. Marx could feel his skin tearing open as 
they suddenly grew, claws appearing on what appeared to be wings. 


“AAAGH! It hurts! MAKE IT STOP! AH! R-R-RREAAAAAH! 
REAAAHAHAHAHAHA!” Marx’s pained screams soon turned into a 
demented laugh. 


The golden objects that came from his back soon revealed 
themselves to be some sort of wings. Each one had two tiny claws, 
along with a heart shaped gem on both sides. Most surprising of all, 
the wings shimmered with every color imaginable from what seemed 
to be multicolored scales. 


The glowing subsided, now revealing Marx’s new form. He was far 
larger than before. Earlier he was smaller than Kirby, but now he was 
certainly bigger than Meta Knight. His new eyes were somewhat 
chameleon-like, facing different directions repeatedly. 


“Hahaha... Heeheehahaha! Now I’m just as strong as you... now we 
can play fairly. So now Pop Star is mine! All mine! Now I can cause all 
the mischief I want! Haha! See you later!” He cackled, then flew away 
to join NOVA. 


“What... what just happened, poyo...?” Kirby thought as he floated 
through space, tears beginning to form. 


Kirby thought and thought about what he could have done wrong... 
he tried to come up for a reasonable excuse for Marx’s behavior, but 
found none. He had lost his friend... Pop Star was doomed to Marx’s 
new found power and insanity... 


Then the beams of light from the surrounding stars suddenly came 
together to form a spacecraft. The Starship. Kirby climbed in the craft, 
then sped off towards NOVA and Marx’s direction. Though his heart 
ached, he still had a growing hope within him... 


He was going to save his friend Marx from himself. 


(watch?v = 8TleThwXj2A) 


Kirby was gradually keeping pace with the comet NOVA. The 
clockwork being was getting closer and closer to Pop Star. He was 
beginning to think that he wouldn’t be able to do anything to stop 
NOVA. Then the sun and the moon suddenly ceased their battle, 
halting themselves in front of the comet. The two celestial bodies were 
keeping NOVA at bay. 


Stopping NOVA was the first priority. Without NOVA to influence 
Marx, perhaps he could talk him down. That was the pink puffball’s 
plan at the moment. He remembered the gaping hole over NOVA’s 
right eye, then flew the Starship within NOVA. 


He carefully maneuvered through the comet’s internal structure, 
avoiding the small machines that flew at him. He assumed that they 
were part of NOVA’s safety mechanism. Finally, the young hero found 
Galactic NOVA’s Nucleus. The nucleus consisted of eight pillars that 
connected to the center of the heart. It was a cruel tactic, but it was 
the only way. 


Kirby blasted the pillars with the Starship’s small cannon, gradually 
wearing down the clockwork comet’s defenses. When the eighth pillar 
was torn through, the nucleus began to glow a bright red, signifying 
that Kirby needed to evacuate. 


He flew the Starship as swiftly and carefully as possible, escaping 
from the internal workings of the comet. An explosion resounded 


through NOVA, effectively stopping him short. His eyes were frozen 
into place, all the gears were frozen into place. 


“Kirby... you’re the worst, you know...” A voice growled from 
behind him. 


(watch?v = sLLOoeeEPQO) 


The young Star Warrior turned around to come face to face with 
the newly transformed Marx. Despite how obvious it was that the 
jester was furious, his voice still sounded bright and cheerful. That 
was what made it so frightening to speak with him now. 


Kirby tried to get closer to him, before gently replying. “Marx, 
you’re important to me... I want you to be the Marx that’s my friend, 
poyo... the one that was nice and wouldn’t ever hurt anybody...” 


“Oh, is that what you want?” He sneered. “That Marx, he was 
nothing... That Marx was a pathetic, weak, worthless waste of life! 
But now... I feel like I can accomplish anything... and I won’t allow 
anything to stop me, not even you, Kirby.” Marx grinned, revealing his 
more prominent fangs. 


“Marx, please don’t do this, poyo! You told me that you needed to 
be careful what you wished for! Think about that! If you don’t, then 
you'll have regrets, poyo!” Kirby begged, trying to reach for any trace 
of sanity Marx may have left. 


“Regrets? Kirby... how could I possibly regret this?! I have all the 
power I could possibly want! Pop Star is mine and only mine... 
heehee... hahaha... And you know what?! I do have one regret... that 
I didn’t think of this brilliant little plan sooner! HEEHAHAHA!” 


“T won’t let you do this, poyo... I won’t let you!” Kirby cried. 


“Hmm? Are you going to stop me? Heehee... all right...” The 
transformed jester grinned, a gleam in his black beady eyes. 


“Play with me, Kirby...” 
(watch?v = dzMcDaHw1NA) 


Marx suddenly took off for a small grey colored planet below. The 
young Star Warrior quickly gave chase, his Warp Star landing on the 
rocky surface below. He knew that Marx was going to attempt fighting 
him, and as much as he didn’t want to, Kirby had to fight his former 
friend. He noticed a discarded sword lying on the ground, then 
swallowed it. 


“So... you ready to play, Kirby? Heehee hahaha!” The jester 


laughed. 


Kirby thought that this new laugh didn’t suit him. The pink 
puffball’s mission statement still hadn’t changed. He was going to save 
his friend. He might have to fight with him to accomplish that, but he 
wasn’t about to allow himself to lose him. 


“Marx, poyo... please... you can stop this!” He pleaded in a vain 
attempt to reach him. 


“But why stop when we’re about to play a fun game, you know? 
Heehee!” 


“Marx, stop! You don’t know what you’re about to do!” A voice rang 
through his head. 


“Oh, it’s you again...” He grimaced. “I don’t want to stop... not 
now...” 


Kirby gasped. “Marx must still have a conscience, poyo! He’s still in 
there somewhere!” 


“Heehee! So... let’s play! Hahahaha!” Marx yelled, suddenly 
warping directly above Kirby. 


Marx unfurled his wings, releasing four crescent shaped blades. 
Kirby shakily deflected each of them with his sword. Marx flew 
around in his own little world, happily humming as he dropped four 
strange green seeds on the surface below. 


Vines covered in thorns shot from the ground where the seeds had 
landed, one narrowly avoiding scraping Kirby’s side. Marx had 
suddenly disappeared in a void. The young Star Warrior looked 
around quickly, seeing no sign of the winged jester. 


Then Marx arose from a void underneath him, knocking the pink 
puffball aside. Kirby picked himself up in an instance, staring at his 
former friend. 


“Heehee! You’re good at this game~! But there’s still so much more 
fun ahead, you know! Hahahaha!” 


Suddenly several light blue arrows were fired from his wings. Not 
expecting such an action, Kirby fell to the side from the attack. Marx 
giggled and spun around in the air. 


“Hahaha! I feel so alive! I’ve never felt so happy to be alive!” 


“Stop this nonsense! You need to fight this! This isn’t the real you!” The 
voice screamed inside his head. 


“Tm tired of listening to you... you’re boooring~!” Marx hummed. 


Kirby heard him. “He’s not listening, poyo... I need to make him 
listen!” 


The young Star Warrior jumped at him, then sliced at his wings. 
Marx made a cry of alarm, then kicked him to the side. 


“My wings!You could have hurt my beautiful wings!” He screeched, 
then spat out a ball of ice. 


Kirby rolled out of the way of the attack. “Marx, those wings aren’t 
a part of you! Please wake up!” 


“T am awake Kirb—” Marx stopped short, then began to choke. He 
gagged, and spewed a large laser from his mouth. 


Kirby jumped away from the laser’s path, the rock in front of it 
completely obliterating with rubble as it’s only traces. Marx turned 
around to see that the pink puffball was nowhere in sight. Kirby hid 
behind a rock as he desperately tried to think of what to do. He had 
never felt so helpless in his entire life... 


“Hide and seek~! Hide and seek~! You can’t hide from me forever, 
Kirby! I'll find you soon!” He called out cheerfully, almost as if they 
were playing an actual game of hide and seek. 


Kirby’s breath was caught in his throat. 


“And when I do... Ill cut you up into little bits! Heehee! 
Hahahaha!” 


“Marx, stop this at once! You’re scaring Kirby! You don’t want to hurt 
him! He’s shown nothing but kindness to you!” 


He seemed to waver a bit. “But... he’s going to hurt me...” 


“He wants to be friends again just as much as I know you do too. Stop 
the violence... for your sake...” 


Marx gritted his teeth. “But... I... I can’t go back now... it’s too 
late...” 


He was beginning to sound like his old self, his eyes looked less 
beady and more soft. He seemed to be pondering the situation quite 
seriously, a small frown on his face. 


“It’s not too late for you! You can end this! I know within your heart 
that you can!” 


Marx trembled, unsure of what to do. He could feel his conscience 
urging him in the right direction... but was it truly right? He wasn’t 


sure what to believe, but that was consistent with his old self as well. 
Marx couldn’t even believe in himself. The only one who he had 
complete and utter faith in was... 


Kirby suddenly jumped from behind the rocks and slashed quickly 
at his wings. The jester tried to distance himself from his attacker, the 
pain within him immense. The pain... was bringing back dreadful 
memories... 


“Kirby, you’re hurting me! Why would you do that?” Marx 
whimpered as he flew higher. 


He was beginning to sound like himself. The young Star Warrior 
attempted to get closer to him, but Marx evaded him with all of his 
might. The little jester now feared for his life, silently begging that it 
would all end soon. 


“This wasn’t what I wanted... I wasn’t supposed to be hurt...” 


Then images began to flash through his mind. He could see himself 
so long ago, huddled into the corner of an abandoned house in fear. 
Next he could see his younger self with dark bruises on his body, 
limping away in pain. 

“Stop it! Stop it stop it stop it!” He yelled, trying to screw his 
eyes shut. 

“Marx, don’t pay attention to those images! You’re being used!” 

“Tm... so tired... of hearing your voice...” He growled. 


“That’s right, Marx. Don’t listen. Do whatever you like now! You don’t 
have to listen to anyone anymore.” His darker conscience said with 
delight. 


“T-I don’t understand... what am I supposed to do?” Marx asked 
quietly. 


“Marx, don’t listen! Don’t do anything he sa—” 
“Isn’t it obvious?” The voice whispered with glee. “Crush him.” 
“Tt’s so simple...” Marx said in awe. “But so... favorable.” 


Marx suddenly dove down at a breakneck speed into Kirby. The 
pink puffball was tossed around effortlessly by the winged jester, who 
had began to laugh excitedly throughout the entire process. Then he 
slammed the young Star Warrior onto the cold unforgiving grey 
ground. 


“Hahahaha! Come on, you can do better than that, you know!” 


Kirby weakly stood up and glanced at Marx, not a trace of anger or 
resentment on the pink puffball’s face. 


“Hmm? Why aren’t you fighting back? Afraid?!” 
“Marx, poyo... I don’t want to fight you...” 


“Youre afraid. Afraid now that there’s someone stronger than you! 
You can’t control me, and it scares you! That’s it, right?!” He grinned, 
his fangs showing and his eyes unnaturally wide. 


“This isn’t something you want to do!” Kirby cried out. 
“No Kirby... this is what ’ve been waiting for!” 


Marx warped around Kirby repeatedly, before choking and gasping. 
A large laser was released from his mouth, hitting the pink puffball 
with full force. He fell to the ground, then weakly attempted to stand 
once more. 


“HAHAHAHA! HEEHAHAHA!” Marx shrieked with delight. 


He tried to slash the young Star Warrior with his crescent shaped 
blades, only for Kirby to block each one. He ran towards the 
transformed child, then slashed at his wings once more. The blade had 
slashed his side, prompting a loud wail from Marx. 


The winged lavender child paused, every shining scale on his wings 
suddenly froze with the rest of his body. His eyes slowly shifted to the 
freshly bleeding gash on his side, the same spot where the Scarfy had 
bitten him. Then his black beady eyes returned to glance at Kirby. 


It was as if someone had hit a switch. 


Marx gave an inhuman screech, then dove for Kirby. He slammed 
him against a boulder, then repeatedly kicked him with as much force 
as his body would allow. His beady eyes wider than ever before as he 
breathed grunts of anger and disgust. His hisses grew longer with 
every pained yelp from the hero. 


“Marx... what happened to you, poyo? We used to be friends...” 
Kirby choked out, trying to ignore the pain. 


“Marx, please listen! Stop what you’re doing!” The voice chimed. 
“He’s so weak now... finish him. There’s nothing stopping you.” 


“Don’t do it! Marx, you’re hurting you’re friend!” 
Marx froze, his eyes suddenly returning to their original purple color. 
He gazed at Kirby, then slowly released him. His eyes never left the 
pink puffball as he distanced himself from his former friend. Neither 


uttered a single sound, their eyes focused on nothing but the other. 
Marx gave a shaky breath. “He’s... not... my... FRIEND!” 


A slit suddenly appeared in the middle of Marx’s body. Then he 
slowly separated into two halves. A large gaping black hole 
materializing between his two halves. Then a large gravitational pull 
began to gradually drag Kirby closer to the vortex. 


He held onto a rock with all the strength left in his body, but it 
wasn’t enough. The pink puffball was being sucked into the black 
hole, fear consuming every muscle in his body. What would happen to 
him if it swallowed him up? 


(watch?v = RqVGIE8AkxQ) 


Kirby was dragged into the void that was Marx’s inner dimension. 
What occurred next was like a slideshow of sorts, as he saw a young 
lavender boy with a jester cap. Far younger than Marx’s current age, 
and with none of his transformation features. 


The pink puffball could have said that it looked exactly like his 
friend, only the lavender boy before him looked as if he had been 
drawn in a children’s storybook. The storybook Marx, despite looking 
like a drawing, seemed so full of life. His eyes shined with not a trace 
of anger or hatred, and his laugh filled with genuine joy. 


He bounced on his colorful beach ball as the void around them 
changed to a grassy field. Trees and flowers covered the landscape 
with birds chirping in the distance. It truly seemed like something that 
would come from a book Fumu read to him. 


“Hey! Hey! Hey! Can I play with you?” He said in such a light 
cheerful tone. 


His voice had somewhat of an echo effect, but it was definitely 
Marx’s voice. The storybook Marx frowned suddenly, then burst into 
tears. Three tall shadowy figures stood over him, their features 
indistinguishable but all held large grins on their silhouetted faces. 


The once beautiful grassy field began to change around the pink 
puffball. The grass suddenly sunk back into the soil as the flowers and 
trees withered up and perished. The sun above cracked and dissolved 
into dust, leaving the land around them dark. 


The jester backed away with fear in his eyes, only for one of their 
large black hands to violently grab him and lift him into the air. The 
distorted cruel laughter of children could be heard as the dark hand 


suddenly tore the storybook Marx apart as if he was paper. 


The three shadows slowly ripped him into small pieces as if they 
were trying to draw out his suffering. The Marx copy was howling 
through the entire process. Kirby gasped in horror. He didn’t want to 
see anymore, he couldn’t bear to hear him cry out in agony. He was 
seeing his friend get mutilated and tortured, and he couldn’t do 
anything about it. He couldn’t move. 


Once the lavender body was no more than torn pieces of paper that 
once resembled him on the ground, the shadows gave a roar of 
applause. Kirby had never felt so disgusted in his life. He wasn’t sure 
why he was seeing these images, and as upsetting and repulsive as 
they were, he couldn’t tear his eyes away. 


The silhouetted figures’ movement was halted, in a similar manner 
as if something had restrained them. The shadows’ laughter was 
immediately replaced with frightened screeches of pure terror and 
revulsion. The three silhouettes shattered as if they were made of 
glass. 


Then a white light appeared in the darkness above the remains of 
storybook Marx. Two large white glowing hands gradually descended, 
carefully picking up his pieces. The hands began to gingerly assemble 
the jester once again. Once he was complete, he now resembled when 
Kirby first met him, older and still in that children’s storybook style. 


The young Star Warrior couldn’t help but feel a chill go down his 
back. The disembodied hands faded away, and a falling white star 
appeared from the light above Marx. The star landed in his eyes, and 
screamed aloud through the void. The fallen star had fused within 
him. 


Beautiful white flowers bloomed around them as a blurry image 
began to approach Marx. Kirby couldn’t see any features in the figure 
the same color as the flowers, but he felt that something was very 
unsettling about it. The way it’s body seemed to drag itself across the 
void, how it seemed so unnatural... 


Then Kirby began to hear it’s voice. 


He had never heard something so horrifying in his life. It sounded 
like a choked gurgle accompanied by a few distorted shrieks. It 
continued to utter those horrendous noises as it crawled towards 
Marx. Kirby wanted to do something, anything to get Marx away from 
that abomination. 


And yet... Marx showed no fear. 


The jester boy gazed at it with curiosity, and an expression that 
could only be described as adoration. His distance from the thing only 
grew smaller, he quivered with excitement much to Kirby’s utmost 
confusion and fear. 
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Golden wings burst from his back, his transformation reminiscent 
‘to the one he received by his wish from NOVA. He slowly turned 
around, looking at Kirby with an unreadable expression. Then he 
lunged towards him. 


“SCREEEE!” 


Kirby’s eyes snapped open as he was suddenly flung through the 
air. He glanced behind to see the void closing as Marx’s two halves 
rejoined. The pink puffball was flung against the ground, his pain 
nearly unbearable as his head spun. 


Above him, the transformed jester laughed in a deranged manner. It 
sounded empty and malicious as he gazed down at his victim and 
former friend. 


“Hahaha... I... what... what did I do? I..don’t know... but it was 
amazing! Heeheehee...” 


(watch?v = iHPV9auWFfVs) 


Kirby feebly held his arm out towards Marx, he wanted to see at 
least some sign that his friend was still in there somewhere. He knew 
that the real Marx would have never done this. He wouldn’t have 
laughed at someone who was hurt, and he certainly wouldn’t have 
been the cause of it. 


The injured hero carefully raised himself up, looking up at the 


jester with pleading eyes. Kirby knew that he couldn’t survive being 
thrown into Marx’s void another time. As much as he knew that Marx 
had become genuinely dangerous, he still couldn’t force himself to 
give up on his friend. 


“You said... you were so happy that I was your friend, poyo... don’t 
you remember?” Kirby said softly as he attempted to stand on his feet. 


“What are you talking about?! We never were friends! I don’t need 
friends!” Marx shouted, shaking his body furiously. 


The jester spun around and fired the light blue arrows again from 
his wings. The pink puffball merely sidestepped the attack, he still 
tried talking to him with unfading determination. 


“That isn’t true... this isn’t you, poyo... please try to remember. 
Please remember all the fun times we had... you’re my friend. I said 
nothing would change that, poyo.” 


“You’re lying! None of that is true! You hate me now! Because I did 
something bad! You hate me don’t you?!” 


“T don’t hate you, poyo! I’m just scared...” 


“Scared?! Heehahaha! You should be the one that’s scared, you 
know! I’m gonna crush you and tear you into pieces!” 


Marx spit another ice ball at him. Kirby paid no mind to it, he 
continued to reach out to him. 


“Having you as a friend made me feel special, because you would 
tell me how strong you thought I was... I never thought I was that 
strong, poyo. It made me feel better about myself when you would say 
things like that, poyo... and I’m scared that you’ll never be the 
same...” 


“T never will be the same, Kirby! Don’t you get that?! I wanted this 
to happen! This was my wish! Do you think any of that means 
anything to me now? It doesn’t!” 


The jester gave a deep breath before scattering four seeds on the 
ground. The four vines shot from the ground, then wrapped around 
the young Star Warrior’s body. The thorns dug themselves into his soft 
pink skin, pressing and scratching already developed bruises. 


“This game is over Kirby... and I’m the winner.” Marx whispered. 


The vines around him began to get tighter, the constriction making 
it more difficult to move. Kirby still wasn’t relenting. 


“Marx, please! Stop! You’re hurting me!” He tried to struggle his 


way out of the vines with little success. 
“Does it look like I care?” Marx responded with indifference. 


“Marx, this has gone on far enough!” His conscience’s voice was 
louder than before. “Look at yourself! Do you know what you’re about to 
do?” 


“Of course he knows and he’s gonna like every second of it. Go on, 
Marx. Make him pay!” His other conscience encouraged. 


The vines squeezed Kirby tighter, making him cry out in pain as the 
thorns pressed into his skin. 


“Stop, poyo! Please! I-I can’t breathe! Please just be your self! Not 
this monster!” 


“Do you realize what you’ve become! Look at yourself! You’re choking 
the only one you’ve ever called a friend! Do you know what’s going to 
happen? Marx, you’re going to kill him!” 


“K-Kill?” Marx whispered, only audible to himself. 
“What are you waiting for? Just finish him already!” 


“Marx, you’ve done enough. Do you know what you are now? What did 
Kirby ever do to you that could cause such deplorable behavior?” 


He opened his mouth to answer, but couldn’t find an answer. 


His consciences continued. “Come on Marx. You got this far, so don’t 
suddenly wimp out. You’re gonna go through with it and like it!” 


“Do you know what you’ve become? You’re no longer the victim, Marx, 
now you’re the monster. You’re the bully.” 


Marx gasped and dropped Kirby onto the ground, the vines 
dissolving. He watched as the young Star Warrior frantically tried to 
catch his breath while holding his paws over each other. Marx looked 
at every bruise and cut on the pink one’s skin. 


“Every single mark on his body... was my doing...” He thought, 
feeling an uncomfortable pain within his chest. 


As angry as he was, as betrayed as he felt... the thought of killing 
Kirby was far too foreign. His eyes slowly turned back to their purple 
color as Marx observed the pink puffball that he had once called his 
friend. Kirby slowly sat up now that he could breathe properly once 
more. 


“Marx, poyo... you need to go back... you need to be the real you 
again...” He said weakly. 


“Kirby... I don’t think I can go back... I think this is who I am 
now... This is how I’m going to look forever...” 


“T didn’t mean to change back on the outside... I meant in here.” 
Kirby explained, placing his right paw over his pink chest. 


“But I’ve done so much, you know... I can’t go back Kirby. I can’t. I 
keep hearing these... these voices telling me to do things. One is 
telling me to do one thing and the other tells me to do the opposite. 
They’re my voices... and I don’t know how to get rid of them... I can’t 
think for myself anymore...” 


Kirby sidled closer to him and made an effort to embrace the now 
larger lavender child. “It'll be okay... I promise, poyo... Everything 
will get better soon...” 


“No it won’t! It never will!” Marx yelled as he tore himself away 
from the pink puffball’s arms. “Stop acting like everything is going to 
be fine when it’s obviously not! Kirby, I’ve done something horrible! I 
deceived you... I almost...” He swallowed. 


Marx started to sob. He cried harder than Kirby had ever seen him 
do before. Tears rolled down his cheeks from his purple eyes, he 
hiccupped every few seconds. The jester didn’t know if he would ever 
stop weeping. 


“Kirby, ’m not me anymore... I no longer control my own body... 
I’m not Marx anymore. I can never go back, and I can’t ever erase 
what I’ve done... I can’t go back to Pop Star... everyone will know 
what I’ve done. I’m a freak, inside and out.” 


“Kirby...” He sighed. 
The pink puffball looked up. 


“Why didn’t you stop me?! Why didn’t you do something to stop 
me from making that wish?!” 


And then Marx’s entire demeanor changed. He glowered at the pink 
hero, a dark shadow going over his face. 


“My wish... was to take over Pop Star. ’ve been turned into this, so 
it’s only fair that I still get my wish! And you’re the only thing 
standing in my way! I’m not the puppet anymore...” 


Kirby gasped in alarm. “But Marx, it isn’t too late, poyo! You can 
fight this!” 


“Sorry Kirby... goodbye... heehee.” An unmoving smile plastered 
onto his once sweet face. 


The Marx Kirby knew was gone. 


Marx opened his mouth, a beam of light forming in his mouth. 
Kirby found the sword that he had dropped and inhaled it. He held 
out the sword in guard position as the beam hit him to block the hit. 


Only his sword didn’t just stop the attack. 
(watch?v = 50Mi9H7 4pjE) 


It all happened too fast. The beam was reflected by Kirby’s sword, 
then redirected toward Marx. The beam collided into his body, 
blasting the jester through the expanse of space... and towards 
NOVA... 


Kirby’s entire body froze, his blood ran cold. 


Marx couldn’t control his wings, his body had been stunned by his 
own laser. All he could do was wait as he got closer to the unmoving 
clockwork comet. Images and words raced through his mind rapidly, 
and they seemed so familiar. 


“You’re amazing, poyo! So talented!” Kirby clapped. 


Kirby and Marx ate their cupcake halves, they sat under a tree and 
watched the sunset together with the spring breeze. 


Marx raised his head up, looking up at Kirby with impossibly cute eyes 
“I-I wanna go home...” 


“You’re my friend and I don’t like knowing that you don’t have a warm 
safe place to sleep...” 


The pink puffball grabbed the little jester into a hug, only to let go when 
he remembered the ‘no touching’ rule. Kirby was surprised beyond belief 
when he felt the jester slowly lean on him for a few seconds. 


“This has been one of the best days of my life... well any day is a good 
day when you’re around, you know.” 


Kirby laughed, slightly embarrassed. “Thank you, Marx poyo, but I’m 
not that great.” 


“That would never happen! You’re my friend, Marx. I would never do 
that to you, poyo...” 


“I-I want to stay... I want to stay in Dreamland! No answer in the world 
could be more important as this! I can’t just leave the only friend I’ve ever 
had over something that’s become so insignificant!” 


“Please don’t go Marx, poyo! You don’t have to run anymore!” 


“Kirby... thanks for not giving up on me... you’re my best friend...” 
Tears ran down the lavender child’s face, his smile still frozen. 


Kirby watched with growing terror, never feeling so helpless in his 
life. 


Marx’s eyes remained unblinking as the distance between him and 
NOVA decreased. He crashed into the comet headfirst, his body 
getting caught within the gears of the comet’s internal structure. Soft 
ticking could be heard. 


In his final moments, with his vision blurred by tears, he could see 
a white silhouette surrounded by light. He gave a pained smile as he 
tried to inch closer to his beloved vision, but the moving gears kept 
him in his place. 


“You... you came for me... I’m sorry... I wasn’t able to keep my 
promise...” He choked out, a red substance around his mouth. 


He wanted to hear that beautiful voice sing to him one more time. 
Just once more so he could be at peace. That was his final wish. 


“Would... would you... please sing for me... one last time?” 


But the blurry silhouette never responded. It floated over him, and 
he could see eyes. It only gave a cold unresponsive stare, then 
suddenly turned it’s back to Marx. 


“No... please... don’t leave me... I’m scared...” 
“Tick... tick... tick... BOOOOOM!” 


An explosion resounded within NOVA, burning everything within 
the mechanical construct. Including the one trapped between the 
gears of the machine. 


Kirby’s hands covered his mouth as he fell to the ground, tears 
soaking his pink face. 


Marx heard his own scream drown out the sound of the explosion, 
but he could hear something else too. 


He heard Kirby scream with him. 


The Warp Star landed on the road near Kirby’s house. By the time 
he had returned to Pop Star, night had fallen long ago with the moon 
and stars decorating the deep blue sky. Normally such a sight would 
be calm and serene to the young hero, but now it only depressed him. 


Kirby was thankful that the sun and moon were no longer fighting, 
but no matter how he looked at it, he had still lost. The pink puffball 
slumped off the Warp Star, then took a deep breath and sat down 
trying to remain calm. 


It didn’t work. Kirby wailed and rocked himself in his own arms 
while he sobbed. He cried so hard that he was forgetting to breathe. 
He fell to the ground and pulled at the grass as if it would make 
everything better. He wasn’t even aware of the sound of footsteps 
behind him. 


“Kirby...” 


He turned around slowly, still on the ground to see a round figure 
in the shadows. The figure soon stepped out of the dark, revealing 
their identity. 


Kirby soon found himself looking at a pair of yellow eyes, 
belonging to a caped blue knight. The knight stepped closer to him, 
his cape wrapped tightly around his body. Kirby tried to dry his tears 
in front of his mentor, but it was no use. 


“Sir Meta Knight... what are you doing out here at night alone, 
poyo?” He sniffled. 


“T could ask you the same question.” The knight replied. 


Why had the pink puff not immediately landed at the castle instead 
of here alone? It was quite obvious to the knight that something grave 
had occurred, but Kirby wasn’t speaking on the matter. He had 
noticed that his jester friend wasn’t with him but... 


Meta Knight immediately pieced together that something must have 
happened to Marx. To know that such a young child had his life ended 
far too soon... 


“Kirby... has something happened to Marx?” 


Kirby immediately tensed at hearing that name. He sobbed into his 
pink arms and nodded. 


“Kirby, what has happened?” Meta Knight asked quietly. 
(watch?v = p88-IvZ613U) 


“Tt was him, poyo!” Kirby suddenly shouted. “He was the one that 
made them fight! He was the one who made the wish! He wanted to 
control Pop Star, poyo! And... and we fought... then he... and 
NOVA...” Kirby choked on his words. 


Meta Knight’s feelings on the matter were difficult to decipher to 


the pink puffball, mostly because of his mask covering his face. His 
eyes glowed a green color, but he remained quiet. 


“Sir Meta Knight, he’s dead! Marx is dead, poyo! I KILLED HIM!” 
His scream cut through the night’s air. 


“T didn’t want to! He was my friend! And he didn’t really want to 
do it, I know it, poyo! He just couldn’t stop because... oh Meta Knight, 
it hurts, poyo! My chest hurts so bad!” 


Kirby flung himself on the masked warrior’s shoulder, ignoring the 
feeling of his shoulder guards. Meta Knight felt uncomfortable by such 
behavior, and tried to gently but firmly pry him from his body. The 
moment he did however, Kirby looked up at him with eyes filled with 
hurt. 


The pink child fell onto the ground face down. He wailed and 
screamed, repeatedly hitting the dirt with his tiny fist with each sob 
that escaped his throat. Kirby continued this for a few more moments 
when the blue knight decided to say something. 


Meta Knight had never been exceptional at comforting someone. 
Normally when the blue knight felt upset he would spend his time in 
solitude, but Kirby was a child that was used to having someone there 
for him. And Meta Knight was the only one that could be there for 
him at this time. 


“Kirby, this is not how a Star Warrior is supposed to act... I know 
that it may seem unbearable in the present, but it will eventually 
pass... Using NOVA to grant his wish forced him to relinquish 
everything in exchange for his own single selfish desire... I suggest 
that you forget about Marx.” 


Kirby’s body suddenly shot up with an unreadable expression. Such 
a blank stare with empty eyes didn’t suit the pink child at all. Meta 
Knight quite honestly felt a small chill go through his body. He picked 
himself up from the ground, never breaking eye contact with the 
knight. 


“Just... forget him? How could you be so cold?” Kirby whispered. 
“Am I always supposed to be serious, never supposed to cry or feel 
sorry for someone, poyo? Just like you? Is that what you want me to 
be?! Someone that isn’t allowed to be happy or show love?! You’re so 
coldhearted, poyo...” 


The blue knight was quite used to hearing about his ‘cold’ 
personality from others. He heard everything they said about him, and 
it seemed that he chose to ignore it. However, hearing such words 


from Kirby... 


Meta Knight sighed. “Kirby, I am only thinking of your best 
interest. To help you grow stronger.” 


“If being strong means that I can’t cry for a friend, then I don’t ever 
want to be! You were in the war, didn’t it make you sad when you lost 
your friends, poyo?! Did you just forget Jecra when he died?!” 


The older Star Warrior gave a loud audible gasp. Kirby knew he 
struck a nerve in the masked knight, and for the moment it felt good. 
He turned his back to Meta Knight and began to walk off, but then 
what he had said to the masked knight began to echo in his mind. 


Kirby slowly turned around, expecting the knight’s eyes to be a 
fiery red in anger. Only that wasn’t true. Meta Knight’s posture 
slackened, his gloved hands at his side. He stepped a bit closer to the 
blue knight and saw that his eyes had turned a completely unfamiliar 
color. They were a dull lifeless grey. 


The pink puffball had never seen such a reaction from him before. 
Meta Knight looked like his entire world had been crushed, and it 
made guilt creep into his body. Kirby played with his hands nervously 
as he stood in front of the unresponsive knight. 


“Sir Meta Knight... I-’m—” 


Meta Knight held up his hand. “No. You have no need to apologize. 
I said something very insensitive, and for that I should be the one to 
apologize.” 


Knowing that he was forgiven so easily made the pink puffball 
begin to cry all over again. He was surprised when he felt Meta Knight 
gently take his hand and walk towards his house. He looked up at the 
blue knight, his eyes still that haunting grey. 


“Come along. You need to rest and your wounds need to be patched 
up. Tomorrow is another day.” 


Kirby sniffled, he was confused but complied with the masked 
knight’s actions. Meta Knight knew that his apprentice needed to rest 
for tomorrow, as there would likely be a large uproar over the entire 
ordeal when everyone knew who the true culprit was that made the 
sun and moon fight. 


And Kirby would be directly in the middle of it. 


He tended to the child’s injuries from his battle, made sure that he 
ate properly, then sent him off to bed. After a while, Kirby’s sniffles 
and sobs eventually gave way to quiet breathing. 


Meta Knight was aware that what Kirby had said earlier was due to 
impulse, but it still affected him within. Both of them had lost a friend 
by their own hands. He remembered it so clearly when that final 
strike ended Jecra’s life... his hand reaching out to give Meta Knight 
the amulet with a picture of Jecra’s beloved son Knuckle Joe inside. 


He would never erase that grim image from his mind, and Kirby 
would never be able to just forget Marx either. He really didn’t intend 
for his advice to come out so cruelly... 


Meta Knight gazed at the sleeping puffball that would occasionally 
whimper in his sleep, clutching onto the covers in an iron grip. The 
truth was, he felt like crying too. 


“Kirby, this sort of situation is not something one can easily recover 
from... but I have confidence in you. You were brave enough to cry for 
your friend...” 

The blue knight returned to the castle and to his room. His knaves 
were already fast asleep, but the blue knight lied awake throughout 
the night. He certainly wasn’t getting any sleep tonight. 


Author’s Note: This took such a long time to right, but the fact 
that it’s a long chapter makes up for it, right? How many hearts 
have I broken? It just wasn’t meant to be. This might have been 
unnecessarily cruel, but it makes it even more sad by the fact 
that Marx was set for failure the moment he was introduced... 


It made sense for Meta Knight to be the one to comfort Kirby, 
because he knows what it’s like to lose a friend with your own 
hands. It may not seem like it, but he was deeply affected by 
losing people in his life. The next chapter is the last one for this 
arc where we see how Kirby’s going to cope with his conflicted 
emotions and the residents of Dreamland. 


39. I'll Never Forget You 


“Really? That little purple kid with the hat? He made the sun and 
moon fight?” 


“Mhmm, it’s true. He did it to make a wish on NOVA to rule Pop 
Star.” 


“Wasn’t he Kirby’s friend? Sounds like a great pal, huh?” 
“T knew there was something off about that kid.” 

“Kirby must be taking it pretty hard.” 

“Yeah, I heard that Kirby hasn’t been the same since.” 


“Tt’s his own fault. He should’ve known that the kid was weird to 
begin with. Why Kirby would want to hang around a freak like that is 
beyond me.” 


“First Meta Knight and then that Marx guy... what’s gonna happen 
to us next?” 


(watch?v = qRrVc5_dnMk) 


Word spread like wildfire the day after the jester’s demise. By 
afternoon, everyone on Pop Star knew the name Marx. Though the 
threat was over, panic still arose among the masses. The fact that 
Meta Knight’s attempted takeover of Dreamland happened not too 
long ago didn’t help matters. 


Kirby wasn’t doing much better. The pink puffball seemed to have 
fallen into a depression. He barely spoke, he no longer felt like eating, 
and he had spent most of his time staring at nothing at all trying not 
to burst into tears. 


Even the king of Dreamland had become somewhat concerned with 
the young Star Warrior’s behavior. Kirby had arrived early that 
morning, much to Dedede’s annoyance. But the annoyance soon 
turned to curiosity, then a twinge of fear when he saw the pink child’s 
eyes. 


It had been like all the life had been sucked out of those blue orbs. 
He didn’t have a trace of joy as he skulked down the halls of the 
castle. Kirby dragged his feet when he walked, when he once had a 
bounce to his step. Dedede immediately knew that something was 


disastrously wrong. 


Kirby had resided in the castle for the day. He didn’t want to go 
outside and hear the gossip, it would only make him feel worse. 
Though he saved Pop Star, he didn’t feel like a hero at all. He felt like 
the worst friend in existence. He couldn’t save him... 


“I just can’t take it anymore!” Fumu sniffled. “I’m going to start 
crying too! It just isn’t fair to Kirby!” 


“Tt’s like he’s a completely different person...” Bun frowned. 


Memu sighed. “Poor Kirby... he hasn’t been eating anymore. He’s 
so heartbroken.” 


“It’s understandable.” Parm nodded. “He’s lost someone close to 
him.” 


The family looked outside their door to see the pink puffball 
walking aimlessly down the hallways. It was obvious that Kirby wasn’t 
even aware of where he was going, or why he was walking in the first 
place. The child didn’t even look their way, to absorbed in his 
thoughts to acknowledge them. 


“Ugh! We just can’t let him sulk all day!” Bun said. 


“Well what should we do? Tell him that he isn’t allowed to feel 
grief?” Fumu crossed her arms. “I should have known that Marx... just 
what made him? Oh, I don’t know...” 


“Sis, we gotta do something for him. We just gotta...” 


Meanwhile in the king’s bedroom, Dedede was pacing around. He 
didn’t know why he felt so concerned over his enemy... but he did. It 
just wasn’t natural to see the little Star Warrior so downcast. Kirby 
had always been an endless source of energy and happiness... but now 
it was gone. 


Suddenly, the king was aware that a blue knight had entered the 
room. 


“’..Meta Knight. It’s just too weird. Seeing him like this, I mean...” 


“Are you concerned for him, your majesty?” The blue puffball 
inquired. 


“NO!” Dedede yelled. “It’s not like that! He’ll cheer up!” 


The king of Dreamland stomped towards the window to look at the 
grey skies outside. He tried to convince himself that it wasn’t worth it 
to get in the pink puffball’s business. He didn’t care about the child. 


Why would he? At least that was what Dedede was trying to convince 
himself with. 


“’..Your Majesty, Kirby’s condition may be irreversible.” 


Dedede paused, then faced the knight in thinly veiled shock. “You 
mean... he might not ever be the same?” 


“He has been deeply scarred. Such an accident would traumatize an 
adult easily, but one must remember that Kirby is still a child. 
Children can be very impressionable, and this event will stay within 
Kirby’s memories for the rest of his existence.” 


The penguin’s mouth stood agape as he tried to process Meta 
Knight’s words. It couldn’t be true. But it was. Dedede had never felt 
so conflicted before in his life. He was feeling sympathy for his enemy. 
The little jester had brought so much joy to Kirby, but now it seemed 
that all the happiness he had felt now equaled the amount of grief the 
pink puffball held in his heart presently. 


“But... what will I do without an annoying pink ball of sunshine in 
my life?” The king sighed, before realizing what words had escaped 
from his mouth. 


He noticed that it was no longer just him and the blue knight in the 
room. Escargon and Bandana Dee had entered the king’s residence, 
both seemed just as distraught as he felt inside. 


“Tt’s odd... how Kirby’s damper mood is affecting us all.” The snail 
said. 


“Kirby...” The bandana clad Waddle Dee sniffled. “I wish I could do 
something...” 


“Ugh! That’s enough!” Dedede shouted, pounding his fist onto an 
end table beside his bed. 


The penguin king crossed his arms. “I want that kid being an 
annoying ball of sunshine again so I have an excuse to hate him 
again!...Don’t just stand there! Get out of here!” 


The small group immediately did as the king ordered, except for a 
Waddle Dee with a blue bandana. Bandana Dee toddled to the king of 
Dreamland. 


“You do care...” The Waddle Dee would have gave a small smile if 
he had a mouth. 


“Yeah yeah... but don’t tell anyone, all right?” Dedede sighed. 


“Of course, great king.” 


A certain artist had returned from her long trip. The young girl’s 
name was Adeleine, and her return to Dreamland went unnoticed due 
to the immense amount of gossip. She had heard the name Marx at 
least twenty times that day, but she hadn’t the slightest clue who that 
was. 


The pink puffball named Kirby would have been playing outside 
normally, but the artist found him nowhere. When she asked the 
residents, they would shake their heads and sigh or ignore her 
entirely. She didn’t appreciate that. If none of the residents were going 
to tell her, then she would find Kirby and get the truth from him. 


A while into her search, she found a familiar blue blob by the name 
of Gooey. The friendly Dark Matter seemed downcast, quite unusual 
for the normally upbeat blob. She sat next to Gooey, who didn’t 
acknowledge her presence until she gently poked his back. 


“Oh... hi Adeleine. You sure showed up at a dark time...” 


“Gooey, what’s going on? Nobody is telling me anything, and I 
can’t find Kirby anywhere.” The artist asked. 


“Oh Kirby...” Gooey sighed. “Adeleine, you won’t find him outside 
for a while... he’s been hurt bad.” 


“Hurt? Oh no... what happened to him?! How long will he be 
bedridden?” She asked, her voice filled with concern. 


“Not that kind of hurt. The kind of hurt in here.” Gooey explained, 
his long tongue pointing to his chest where his heart was. 


“So, he’s heartbroken?” 


The blob nodded. “While you were gone, he made a friend. A jester 
named Marx. The two grew so close during that short time... they 
were like peanut butter and jelly. And then... the sun and the moon 
fought. Marx was the one that made then fight because he went crazy. 
He tricked Kirby into making a clock comet appear to grant a wish.” 


The artist gasped. “You mean... that Marx was the one that tried to 
rule Pop Star? He was Kirby’s friend? Poor Kirby... how did he stop 
Marx and bring him back?” 


Gooey sighed, more serious than he ever had been in his entire life. 
“Adeleine, he didn’t bring him back. Kirby fought Marx... and there 
was an accident.” 


The girl covered her mouth with her hands, finally understanding. 


“Adeleine. Marx is dead. Kirby killed him.” 
“Tt’s just too awful!” Adeleine exclaimed. 


“Kirby hasn’t been eating, sleeping, or even talking since. I miss 
him...” The blob looked at the grey skies above sadly. 


“But... there must be something we can do. Anything!” 


“T don’t know if anything can be done...” Gooey sniffed. “My best 
buddy’s been broken... I want him back...” 


The artist and the blob sat in silence, the only sound heard was 
their occasional sniffles. 


After much persuasion, Fumu had managed to convince the young 
Star Warrior to go with her and Bun outside. The Cappy children 
played as if it was any normal day, but the pink child no longer felt 
carefree and playful. He just wanted to be alone with his thoughts. 


“T thought that he might have cheered up a little if he was back 
outside with his friends.” Fumu sighed. “He’s turning into Meta 
Knight...” 


“Sis, shouldn’t we be trying to make Kirby feel better instead of 
downgrading Meta Knight. Step off of him. We don’t even see him 
anymore anyway.” 


“Meta Knight isn’t in public anymore because he knows that 
everyone will reprimand him for his actions.” She huffed. “He 
betrayed everyone’s trust.” 


“Sis, you’re missing the point. Kirby is in pain over losing his 
friend.” Bun crossed his arms. 


“His friend?! Marx tried to take over Pop Star and you think that he 
still deserves to be called Kirby’s friend?! He was evil from the 
beginning and we should have known!” 


“That’s not what Kirby thinks. He still believes that Marx was his 
friend.” 


“T don’t know why he would still want to be seen as a friend of that 
psychotic child...” 


Suddenly, they could hear a commotion in the middle of town. The 
siblings immediately rushed to the town square to see what appeared 
to be a riot in progress. Several residents of Dreamland had gathered 
and were shouting accusatory sentences towards the pink puffball. 


“This was all his fault!” 
“We could have died because of Kirby!” 


“He should have left that jester kid alone! Leave it to Kirby to 
bring in an outsider and ruin everything!” 


The mob pointed towards the pink puffball, who cowered in fear. 


“Leave him alone! He saved you all so you should be grateful to 
him!” Fumu shouted at the crowd. 


“We wouldn’t need saving if he wasn’t the problem in the first 
place!” A Bronto Burt shouted. 


“No, the problem is that you’re all just stupid!” Bun shook his fist. 


The mob only grew worse with each passing second as the siblings 
tried to keep Kirby out of their reach. Insults were passed and voices 
were raised. In a matter of minutes, everyone in town was in the 
square, the king of Dreamland included. 


“Now you all stop it!” The penguin yelled. “I’m the king and I 
command that you all just go home and—” 


The king’s sentence was cut short when a boot flew from the angry 
mob and hit him in the mouth. Parm and Memu hurriedly grabbed 
their children to get them out of harm’s way. 


“But Kirby! Where’s Kirby?!” Fumu struggled against her parents’ 
grip. 
“T see him! He’s over there!” Bun said loud enough for his sister. 


The young Star Warrior was faced with hateful glances and harsh 
language from every direction. They pushed him and screamed at him, 
all the while he was too weak to fight back or even defend himself. 
Fumu and Bun’s shouts were drowned by the noise. 


“Kirby, you’ve been trouble the minute you arrived on Pop Star!” 


“You couldn’t leave well enough alone. You had to be friends with 
a psychopath and bring him to exactly what he wanted!” 


“And then you cry over the freak! What’s next Kirby?! What 
disaster are you going to bring us next?!” 


Suddenly, Kirby let loose a loud sob. The mob paused for the 
moment, giving the puffball an opportunity to run away. Tears 
streamed down his face, his choked wails could be heard as he dashed 
away from the crowd. 


“Kirby! Don’t run away!” Fumu called out in vain. 
“Get out of here! Good riddance!” 


“What’s wrong Kirby? You’re troublemaking stunts finally catching 
up to you?” 


“Get back here! We’re not through with you yet!” 


“WHAT IS WRONG WITH YOU PEOPLE?!” A voice broke through 
the noise of the mob. And it wasn’t Fumuw’s. 


(watch?v =7x4I_ fDoLTk) 


Everyone turned to the source of volume, revealed to be a certain 
blue blob. The normally upbeat Dark Matter wore a deep frown on his 
face, his cheeks red with anger. Such a look didn’t seem possible for 
the friendly little blob, but there was clearly rage in his expression. 


“What... what’s happened to you all? Have you gone completely 
nuts?!” The blob continued. 


“Hey you, shut up!” Someone in the crowd threw a boot at the 
blob, only for Gooey to chuck it back at the rude wild Waddle Doo. 
Gooey then smacked him with his tongue across the face. 


“Tll be doing the talking here! So all of you stand there and none of 
you better step out of line....” The Dark Matter growled rather 
uncharacteristically, making several yelp with fright. 


“Aren’t any of you ashamed? Treating Kirby that way? He’s our 
friend, our hero... and how do you thank him? You run him out of 
town with tears in his eyes...” 


And then it was almost like a spotlight appeared over the blob. 
Thunder rumbled in the distance as a few raindrops began to fall. 
Gooey still had that angry frown on his face as he glared at all of the 
residents in the crowd. 


“T am Gooey, a member of Dark Matter. The same Dark Matter that 
tried to possess everyone and take over Pop Star. Kirby found me by 
the river homeless and I probably stunk like smelly garbage. Actually, 
I think all garbage is smelly if you leave it out long enough... Anyway, 
do you know what he did? Not two minutes, or maybe it was five 
minutes...” 


The crowd waited for the blob to sort out his thoughts. 


“Anyway! Not an hour after I met the guy, he offered for me to stay 
at his house. He didn’t know who I was or where I was from, but he 
saw me as a friend. When Kirby found out what I really was, nothing 


changed. I was still his friend and I still am his friend. He completely 
looked past the fact that I was a member of Dark Matter.” 


The rain began to pour faster, as Gooey looked up at the sky with a 
small smile on his face. 


“He could barely talk then. Sometime later, he got to meet 
my...‘father’ or creator. Zero. Zero couldn’t feel happiness, and lived a 
life of anger and hatred. Kirby saw that and tried to make it better, 
but he couldn’t. He tried twice. Finally, Zero disappeared along with 
the rest of Dark Matter. And still... Kirby felt sympathy for them. 
Kirby felt sympathy for the enemy. That makes him bigger than any of 
us.” 


Thunder rumbled throughout the land, yet still no one moved from 
their spots. They ignored the rain soaking them to the bone. 


“Then one day, Kirby found a little kid named Marx. The two 
became inseparable. They were like two peas in a pod, peanut butter 
and jelly, plusle and minun. And then... something went wrong. Marx 
started acting weird, and he went crazy. Kirby had to fight his friend 
and he tried to save him. Something was eating away at Marx’s mind. 
But Kirby was too late... the friend he knew was gone.” 


Gooey started sniffling. Little tears started to run down his cheeks. 


“Kirby was forced to do something that no one should have to do. 
He had to put down a friend... and he’s being blamed for calling him 
a friend! He’s cried and cried, and none of you are making it any 
better! The last thing Kirby heard from Marx was him screaming as 
the explosion from the clock in space killed him! And all of you 
gathered here today, not to comfort him, but to make him feel 
worse?! You should all be ashamed!” 


The mob shuffled around nervously. Some looked at the ground 
while others looked towards each other. They looked at everything 
besides the blob speaking in front of them. Perhaps they were 
embarrassed by their earlier behavior, maybe they knew their actions 
were heinous but were too proud to admit it. 


“Guys, think about what your lives would be like if Kirby didn’t 
exist. Nightmare could have won, Dark Matter could have succeeded 
in taking away all happiness in the Gamble Galaxy... how many times 
has Kirby saved you from Demon Beasts in the past when Nightmare 
was in control? Is this how you’re going to thank him?” 


Everyone remained silent. Not a sound came from the crowd. 


“Well?! Don’t you have anything to say?! Aren’t any of you 


sorry?!” Gooey cried. “You know what? I’ve done a lot of stupid 
things in my life, I made a lot of mistakes... but Kirby saw past it all 
and always forgave me, or forgave anyone that was sorry. So... can’t 
we at least repay him by treating him with a little kindness?” 


The blob turned around and began to hop away. He turned around 
to face the crowd once more. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I have a friend 
to find.” 


Gooey was soon joined by Adeleine. “I’m going with you.” 


And then he was joined by Fumu and Bun, then Parm and Memu, 
Bandana Dee, and surprisingly Dedede and Escargon. Together, they 
walked in search of their pink friend. The crowd behind them slowly 
dispersed. Some feeling quite guilty, others conflicted, and a few still 
holding the same feelings as before. 


The blue Dark Matter knew that he couldn’t let anger overcome 
him. That’s what they would have wanted. Right now, he was going to 
try and be the best friend he could be. He felt truly blessed to have 
met someone as kind as Kirby, and he wasn’t going to let anyone talk 
badly of his friend. 


(watch?v = 0 SChDmSedM) 


The young Star Warrior named Kirby ran to the only place he could 
think of to hide: The roof of Dedede’s castle. His feet seemed to be on 
autopilot, he didn’t know what made him go there. It just seemed like 
the best place to be at the time. 


He sat down on the isolated top of the castle, ignoring the pouring 
rain and occasional rumbles of thunder far in the distance. He was so 
tired of crying, but the tears just kept coming again and again 
throughout the day. Kirby would think he was feeling better, only to 
wind up feeling far worse a while later. 


But this was too much for the pink puffball. There were many times 
in the past where he had been blamed for several incidents, most of 
them being damage on the town caused by an attack from a Demon 
Beast or some other creature. 


The time Dyna Blade had attacked the village when she was 
looking for her lost chick certainly counted. They had been angry at 
him for some time due to collateral damage. How many times has he 
been scorned, only to come to their aid when he was needed? Nearly 
countless. 


He would normally forget their harsh words and simply brush such 


resentment aside. But today was different. The pink child was at a low 
point already, but to hear such words today... it made his heart sick. 
He also blamed himself for allowing these events to happen in the first 
place. 


“Tf I had refused to let Marx go with me, poyo... maybe he wouldn’t 
have been tempted. He would still be alive...” The youth thought with 
guilt festering within him. 


He had never felt so miserable before. He wondered if this was 
what Zero had felt like. To have such pain in your heart that it never 
seemed to end. Kirby didn’t feel like a hero at all. How could he call 
himself a hero when he failed to save his friend, and everyone he did 
save hated him? 


But what hurt the most was that he felt Marx’s death was entirely 
on his hands. The lavender child never mentioned having any 
relatives, and Kirby had settled on the thought that Marx was an 
orphan. The jester said that he didn’t have any other friends, and it 
was quite likely that Kirby would be the only one to mourn him. 


Marx couldn’t even have a funeral. Nor a proper burial. His body 
had been lost to the expanse of space. NOVA had survived the 
explosion, the comet was a machine and could rebuild parts of itself 
when needed. Kirby couldn’t help but feel a twinge of grief towards 
the clockwork wish granter for existing. If Marx had never known 
about the comet, he wouldn’t have concocted his plan to rule Pop Star 
in the first place... 


The pink child knew he could spend an eternity thinking of ‘what 
ifs’ but it wouldn’t have made a bit of difference. Marx was no longer 
alive and there wasn’t anything he could do about it. 


Kirby would never see those large purple eyes again. Kirby would 
never see that smile that never seemed to fade or hear that joyful yet 
mischievous laugh again. Kirby would never hear the sound of the 
little jester singing or humming a tune on a sunny afternoon again. 
They would never share sweets with each other, go on picnics, or play 
together ever again... 


The last moment they shared was fighting each other in space on a 
barren planet. The last thing he had heard from the lavender child 
was his scream of pain as he died in the explosion. After he declared 
that he would never be hurt again... 


Kirby would give anything to have one last day with Marx. To let 
him know how important he was to the pink puffball. He wished he 
could talk to him again, not in his transformed state, but prior to his 


wish. Before their friendship was torn apart. He wished he could have 
one last day with him... 


He wished... it had been himself instead of Marx. 
The young Star Warrior heard soft footsteps behind him. 
“Kirby... shouldn’t you be indoors during such weather?” 


The pink puffball turned around to see a pair of golden eyes 
watching him. Kirby knew that Meta Knight was aware of the reason 
why he was here. It made him wonder why the older Star Warrior 
didn’t get straight to the point and chide him for running away crying 
like a helpless child. 


“Then why aren’t you inside, poyo?” Kirby questioned softly. 
The blue knight stepped closer to him, remaining silent. 
Both of them knew the truth. 


“You saw what happened, didn’t you? You’re upset that I ran away, 
aren’t you poyo?” 


To Kirby’s surprise, Meta Knight shook his head in disagreement. 
“No. You are at a vulnerable time in your life. It was only natural for 
you to react in such a way.” 


Kirby sniffed. “Sir Meta Knight... I don’t understand, poyo. Why 
were they so angry?” 


The pink Star Warrior was rather surprised when the knight sat 
down directly next to him. Though Kirby often tried to get closer to 
his mentor in the past, it was quite a surprise that the older Star 
Warrior seemed to be emulating that now. 


Meta Knight turned to look at the grey sky. “During times of 
disaster, some are quick to blame others for their misfortunes. Even if 
the one accused is their protector. Kirby, you were affiliated with 
Marx. They see it fit that you are to blame for the chaos that he 
caused during the sun and moon’s duel.” 


“But... but that isn’t fair! Marx is gone... and now I’ve lost my 
friends, poyo! It’s not fair!” He sobbed, burying his face in his small 
stubby arms. 


“That is the fate of us Star Warriors... our race in general receives 
this sort of treatment. We fight not for riches or fame, nor self 
gratification. We expect nothing in return. We fight to protect justice. 
Something that the galaxy had almost forgotten when Nightmare 
reigned...” 


Kirby slowly looked up from his pink arms. “So... you expected this 
to happen, poyo?” 


“T had hoped that you would have been immune to this cruel cycle, 
but it seems that was not meant to be. However, soon their anger will 
subside. After they have had time to cool, some might seek your 
forgiveness. Then they will most likely call for your help in the future 
once again.” 


“You sound like you know what you’re talking about, poyo...” The 
pink puffball said, feeling slightly better. 


“The residents of Dreamland have turned on you before, only to 
seek your help when danger arrived. They are dependent on you. 
Many will not fight for themselves, some cannot fight for 
themselves... and others can, but will only fight for their own gain.” 


“It sounds so harsh when you say it like that, poyo... but I don’t 
regret becoming Pop Star’s hero. I want to help people, even if I won’t 
get anything for a reward. They were just angry and I was there at the 
time. But it wasn’t just about me, poyo. They were saying mean things 
about Marx too...” 


“...Kirby, do you still consider Marx as your friend?” 


The young Star Warrior stood up and looked at his mentor in the 
eye. Kirby wiped the tears from his eyes and spoke in a calm voice. 


(watch?v = y_hggi5Avg0) 


“’..Yes. Marx was still my friend. He always will be, poyo... It hurts 
now, but... Pll always have our memories together... with us as 
friends, poyo. I want to remember him as the friend he was... I'll 
always keep our times together close to my heart.” 


Meta Knight rose to his feet as well, his eyes glowed a vibrant blue. 
“You’re growing into an exceptional Star Warrior, Kirby...” 


The blue knight began to walk away from Kirby. He turned to face 
the pink puffball. “They’re waiting for you, Kirby.” 


The older Star Warrior departed, leaving Kirby in confusion. Rain 
no longer fell from the grey skies above, and the sun peeked through 
the departing clouds. Earlier, it seemed the rain would never end, 
almost as if the clouds above were crying with Kirby. Now the bright 
yellow sun revealing itself held promises of happiness, that his heart 
would begin to heal. 


The pink youth decided to head inside the castle. He returned to 
The Cabinet Minister’s living room to find his friends sitting there 


looking worried. The moment they noticed his presence, they 
immediately swarmed him. 


Gooey stepped forward. “Kirby, are you alright?! Oh, I tried to calm 
them down and I think it worked, but I’m so sorry that happened and 


Kirby gently covered the blue blob’s mouth. “Hey Gooey... would 
you like to go fishing with me?” 


His recovery wouldn’t be instantaneous. The sight and sound of 
Marx’s fate would always haunt him, but Kirby couldn’t let that poison 
the sweet memories of his friend. He would cry over the loss of his 
friend several times in the future, he knew that. But Kirby would 
always hold the time they spent together close to his heart. 


If he could have one more day with Marx, Kirby would tell him 
how much he cherished their friendship. He would spend the entire 
day with him, and try to give him the best day of his life. If there was 
any way Kirby could have saved him, he would have done so without 
hesitation, no matter what the cost was. 


Because despite all that had happened in space, Kirby still 
remembered him the same way he was when they first met. 


As his friend. 


Kirby had returned from his day fishing with Gooey, Adeleine, 
Fumu, and Bun. Evening had arrived and the pink puffball was 
toddling around the castle looking for the blue knight. 


He searched in the kitchen, the knight’s bedroom, the hallways, and 
even the dungeon. Kirby decided to go to the roof in a hope that he 
could spot Meta Knight from the higher view. Instead, he found the 
older Star Warrior staring at the orange and purple sky above, lost in 
his own thoughts. 


(watch?v = EyfHEtL_23g) 
“Sir Meta Knight, poyo?” 
The knight turned around, hearing his apprentice’s voice. 


“T wanted to say... that you really helped me feel a bit better, poyo. 
You helped me remember who I was... and that I couldn’t let such a 
bad thing mess up my memories of my friend. So... thank you.” 


“Kirby, I have done nothing. You found that on your own.” 


“Don’t be so shy, poyo! You’ve taught me so much about fighting, 
being a Star Warrior, and other things! You were in the GSA, right? 
Did you teach other soldiers how to fight, poyo?” 


Meta Knight felt somewhat overwhelmed by the excited puffball. If 
his mask had been removed, Kirby might have seen a faint blush 
across the older Star Warrior’s face. 


“Yes, I taught many. Before I began to instruct others, Sir Arthur 
was my mentor.” 


“Sir Arthur is your teacher, poyo? The teacher to my teacher? Why 
don’t you ever talk about the GSA?” The pink puff asked. 


“Well... the GSA disbanded so long ago, and there really is no need 
to mention it now that Nightmare is no longer in control of the 
universe...” The knight replied, secretly somewhat flattered that Kirby 
was taking such an interest in his heritage. 


“But you know what I really want to know, poyo?” The child held 
his pink arm stubs together with a cheerful smile. 


“What’s that?” Meta Knight asked, a little bit amused by Kirby’s 
eagerness. 


“About you and Jecra! You only mentioned him a few times, poyo! 
You said he was your friend, but you never talk about him! I want to 
know about Knuckle Joe’s dad!” Kirby said cheerfully. 


Meta Knight’s entire body froze. His eyes glowed white, a sign of 
fear or shock. His cape was tightly wrapped around his body, yet he 
pulled the sides of the garment so roughly he was sure it would leave 
marks on his arms. 


“Sir Meta Knight... is something wrong?” The pink puff asked 
innocently, confused by his mentor’s sudden behavior. 


“JT... I’m alright. I just need to... rest...” The knight replied, visibly 
at unease. 


Before Kirby could ask any more questions, the knight immediately 
headed to his room. His knaves were absent at the moment, much to 
his relief. He crawled into his bed and buried himself under the 
covers, not bothering to remove his armor despite how uncomfortably 
warm he felt. 


Meta Knight tried to think of something, anything besides what 
Kirby had said. The mere mention of the name... was enough to bring 
back memories to him. 


And those memories... brought nightmares to Meta Knight. 


Author’s Note: Well, that’s a wrap! This arc is finished! Now I 
know, but what about Revenge of the King and those others? 
They’ll come later, I promise. This plan was well thought out and 
just trust me on this. Now Kirby won’t instantaneously recover 
from this experience, he’ll have flashbacks... and things could get 
a bit worse, but he has his friends (and Dedede) by his side to 
help him cope. 


You’re probably wondering about the next arc. I’ll post an 
author’s note detailing what to expect from the next arc soon, 
and I think you won’t be dissapointed... 


Also, for you readers, I recently created an official The After 
Story forum where you readers can swap ideas around and 
converse with each other about the fanfiction You can find the 
link to the forum on my profile, or search for it manually here in 
the forums section. I’m looking forward to hearing from you all. 


Until then, keep Kirby in your hearts. Kirby is shaped like a 
friend. 


40. The Knight's Journey Begins 


A world of darkness surrounded the blue knight. It was simply pitch 
black in every direction, with no trace of light anywhere. He had no 
recollection of how he had gotten there, or where he was. Nothing but 
silence resounded in the endless void. 


But the silence never lasted. 


The Star Warrior began to wander around the empty space, trying 
to find some trace of light somewhere. He remembered his cape and 
sifted through it’s contents, only to find that all of his possessions 
were gone. His cape always contained at least a minimal amount of 
supplies, so where were they now? 


The knight heard a growl in the darkness. His gloved paw 
immediately went to withdraw Galaxia... only he felt nothing at his 
side. 


Meta Knight was alone in this void without a weapon, and he could 
hear something approaching. The growling sounded louder and 
seemed closer than before. He turned towards the noise, bracing 
himself for an encounter with the unknown beast. 


And from the void of darkness, a cold cruel chuckle was heard. The 
growling had transformed into loud horrifying shrieks, as Meta Knight 
shifted his gaze in every direction in search of the beast’s location. 
There was nothing but shadow in this world. 


Suddenly, a pair of large white hands snatched the blue knight, far 
too swift for him to escape from their grip. The Star Warrior tried to 
wriggle away from his captor, but the hands sunk their claws into his 
blue skin. 


The hands roughly threw him onto the surface below, his sight was 
still hindered by the poor lighting. However, Meta Knight now could 
see the area around him somewhat. It appeared to be a tiled room, a 
strange faded dark colored liquid was on the cold floor. 


Then the snarling began to intensify. Meta Knight slowly turned 
around to see a set of gleaming teeth in his view. In front of the knight 
was a small pack of Chilidogs, their ruthless gaze focused on his form. 
He tried to distance himself from the canine beasts, but his back hit a 
frigid wall. 


From the pack of wolf-like beasts came a masked man, quite a bit 
taller than Meta Knight. The man seemed to be a warrior. His skin was 
a strange color of purple and his golden hair was moderately spiked. 
His ears were pointed and his eyes were the same color as his skin. 


In one hand he carried a green shield with a yellow symbol and a 
blue gem in it’s center. His other hand held a sword. The warrior 
stepped closer to the blue knight as the beasts behind him growled 
and licked their lips. 


“J-Jecra?” Meta Knight whispered in faint disbelief. 
Jecra raised his sword. 


The knight gave a small almost inaudible gasp. “W-What are you 


The weapon struck him in his middle, the mask tearing apart like 
simple paper. The wolf beasts howled at the smell of blood with 
delight, then pounced on their weakened prey. The knight had no 
time to scream before the Demon Beasts attacked him. 


And Jecra stood there with cold eyes, watching the horrific scene 
unfold with indifference. 


(watch?v = JB9X6WaioBE) 


The blue knight’s eyes snapped open, his body sprang up into a 
sitting position. He looked at his surroundings, realizing that he was 
in his own bed inside his room. Meta Knight was _ breathing 
irregularly, it sounded like all the air in his lungs had been drained. 


He clutched the covers of his bed tightly, his body drenched in 
sweat. His heart pounded inside his chest, the knight’s hands shook. 
The Star Warrior tried to calm himself, repeatedly chanting in his 
mind that it was just a dream. 


Once he had regained some of his senses, he noticed that his knaves 
weren’t in the room. They were most likely eating a midnight snack, 
and for once the veteran warrior was quite thankful. He didn’t want 
Sword and Blade to see their lord in such a state. 


He carefully slipped out of bed, making his way to the restrooms. 
The halls weren’t bustling during the late night hours, as all the 
Waddle Dees had gone to sleep long ago. Meta Knight cautiously 
glanced around to assure himself that no one else was in the restroom, 
then carefully removed his mask. 


The knight splashed his face with cold water from the sink. Meta 
Knight gazed at his reflection in the mirror, and much to his shame, 
his eyes were glowing white. White was the color of fear. Something 
that he had learned to loathe. 


Meta Knight glanced down towards his stomach. There wasn’t a 
gaping wound there, or any pain. Only his smooth blue skin. It was 
only a dream... that was what he tried to convince himself as he 
resumed drenching his face with the frigid water. 


“It was a dream. Dreams are a figment of the imagination. They cannot 
harm you...” 


He took a few deep breaths, put his mask back on, then quietly 
walked down the halls back to his bedroom. His knaves were fast 
asleep, apparently they had returned a while ago. Meta Knight 
carefully treaded to his bed, then buried himself in the covers. 


It was most likely a lost cause, getting back to sleep. The 
nightmares weren’t a rare occurrence. They were likely to return, and 
with them the cycle would continue. But the knight knew that he 
would have another long hard day of working for King Dedede, and he 
needed rest for that. He needed to try and find peace in his mind, just 
enough so that sleep may find him. 


He awoke the next morning, not feeling rested at all. His body felt 
far too weary for work, but he had to set an example to his knaves. He 
couldn’t appear weak to them, he just couldn’t. 


“Sir, are you alright? You don’t look so good...” Sword commented. 


“T am fine. There is no need for concern.” The knight replied, then 
almost ran into the room’s closed door. 


Blade stood by his companion. “Sir Meta Knight, maybe you should 
rest today. We can get today’s work do—” 


“No. I am in perfect condition to work.” The knight shook his head, 
then left the room. 


(watch?v = u7rS3PThswk) 


The knaves looked at each other, then sighed. They were worried 
for their superior, his behavior had become quite strange in the past 
few days. He seemed exhausted to the point of collapsing, yet he gave 
no explanation as to why. 


Sword and Blade knew that he was hiding something. Meta Knight 
was stubborn, they knew that from experience. However, with the 
way he was going, it should only be a matter of time until the blue 


knight’s health would be at risk. 


Meta Knight made his way down the halls, almost bumping into 
several Waddle Dees in his path. He felt delirious, drained, and had a 
difficult time thinking straight. Still, he didn’t allow that to stop him, 
though it was slowing the knight down. 


Fumu and Bun approached the masked warrior, then began to 
notice that something was a bit off about him today. Meta Knight 
didn’t even seem to acknowledge their presence, then walked directly 
into one of the many statues around the castle. 


“Sis, are you seeing what I’m seeing?” Bun asked. 


“Yes, ’'ve never seen him act like this before...” Fumu answered, 
skeptical. 


“Hey Sir Meta Knight!” Bun called, the knight paused in his tracks. 


“Ts... is something wrong? You’re acting a bit strange, well more 
than usual.” The Cappy girl said. 


“’..l’m sorry. Did you say something?” Meta Knight turned around, 
as if in a daze. 


“Okay, what’s going on?” Fumu inquired. 
“Youre acting really really tired.” Bun added. 


“No no. I am fine. There is no need for concern. I have business to 
attend to.” The knight left without waiting for a response. 


Sword and Blade were coming down the hall as well. The siblings 
decided to ask the two knaves about the knight’s behavior, seeing as 
they would know him better than anyone else. 


“We’re just as clueless as you.” Sword sighed. “He isn’t telling us 
anything.” 


Blade sighed. “Sir Meta Knight just insists that he’s fine when he’s 
obviously not. He’s been waking up at odd hours in the night, he’ll 
leave his room, walk around the castle, muttering to himself every so 
often. It’s been very troubling.” 


“So, he has insomnia?” Fumu offered. 


“No, he does go on walks sometimes at night. He has done that on 
occasion before.” Sword corrected. “But this is something different. 
It’s like something is haunting him, eating away at him. It’s scary.” 


“But we need to find out what’s wrong! At this rate, he’s going to 
make himself sick!” The Cappy girl crossed her arms. 


Bun turned to his sister. “But I thought you were mad at him?” 


“IT may be mad at him, but that doesn’t mean I want him to be 
violently ill!” She retorted. 


“Sir Meta Knight is a very secretive person. We don’t know 
everything about him, and sometimes I think that it’s reasonable we 
don’t. But... we don’t want to watch him suffer like this. He’s done so 
much for us... and we want to repay him in any way we can.” Blade 
spoke, his voice filled with worry. 


The blue knight avoided the subject entirely the remainder of the 
day. He wouldn’t speak of it, Meta Knight tried to distance himself 
from his knaves, much to their confusion and concern. What was 
wrong with their superior? 


The final straw was when they saw him doing something he never 
does. He was drinking coffee. 


The knight sipped the brown liquid, then grimaced in disgust. 
Despite his distaste of the drink, he continued to swallow the coffee. 


“But Sir... you hate coffee.” Sword commented. 


The knight offered no response, instead standing up from his seat at 
their small table. He left the room without so much as a word. 


As much as he hated the taste of coffee, it was the only solution he 
had to stay awake. To endure another nightmare was something that 
went beyond torture. He felt that he needed to stay awake, he couldn’t 
go back to sleep when he knew what would await him should he drift 
into slumber. 


Even blinking had affected him. Whenever his eyelids would close, 
he would see such gruesome images that would chill anyone to the 
core. They wouldn’t leave. How long would those awful scenes 
continue to torment him? It would only be so long until the visions 
would have a permanent effect on both his mind and body. 


The coffee didn’t work. He couldn’t force himself to stay awake. 
Meta Knight ended up collapsing on his bed in exhaustion. And just as 
predicted, the nightmares returned. Scenes of every twisted variety 
plagued his dreams, and they showed no desire to leave. 


(watch?v = SOUUTc8R_tk) 


Knuckle Joe sat on the roof of the castle. He too had noticed the 
knight’s different behavior, and was just as puzzled as the others. He 


already had one mystery on his hands, and that was gathering as 
much information as possible on the strange incidents that had been 
occurring lately. 


He couldn’t help but wonder if Meta Knight’s condition was related 
to the rumors he had been hearing. The fighter had heard whispers of 
several residents going through odd changes after witnessing visions 
in an isolated place somewhere on Pop Star. Nobody spoke of where 
this place was, but it was certainly disturbing. 


Then the blonde boy realized that it couldn’t be the solution. Meta 
Knight had not left the castle in quite a while, so it couldn’t possibly 
be connected. 


“Maybe he’s going through depression?” Knuckle Joe thought. 


He quickly discarded the thought. Meta Knight was a strong Star 
Warrior, he had been fighting for years. Depression couldn’t be the 
answer, the blue knight was well known for his steely silence and 
almost unbreakable stoic attitude. Meta Knight always had _ his 
emotions under lock and key, right? 


Suddenly, Knuckle Joe felt the presence of someone else on the 
roof. He turned around to see a pink puffball that he was quite 
familiar with. The pink child wore a troubled expression as he 
fumbled with his arm stubs. 


“Tt’s my fault, poyo...” He whispered. 
“What? What’s your fault?” Knuckle Joe asked, confused. 


“Tt’s my fault that there’s something wrong with Sir Meta Knight... I 
said something wrong, poyo...” The pink puff sniffled. 


“Kirby, what did you say to him?” The blonde asked, still just as 
puzzled. 


“When I was upset about Marx, I said something mean, poyo! I said 
that he must have not cared about Jecra, and... and... even though he 
said it was okay, it wasn’t! Then I mentioned him again, and now he’s 
like this, poyo!” 


The young Star Warrior rubbed at his eyes. “I broke Sir Meta 
Knight!” 


“Kirby, I don’t think that’s what’s going on here.” Knuckle Joe 
disagreed. “Sir Meta Knight isn’t the type that would let something 
like that bother him. He’s an adult warrior. He’s strong.” 


“But... but... then what’s wrong with him, poyo?” He hiccupped. 


“T don’t know, Kirby. I just don’t know.” Knuckle Joe sighed, then 
shook his head. 


The next morning, the older Star Warrior felt as though several 
weights had been placed on his body. He had never felt such 
exhaustion in his life, or he had just forgotten a worse case from the 
past. Getting out of bed would be a battle in itself. He could feel his 
eyes closing again... 


“Sir Meta Knight, important news!” Sword yelled, stirring the 
knight from his thoughts. 


The Star Warrior was buried underneath the covers, his form 
moving slightly. He kicked the sheets off of himself, then turned to his 
frantic knaves. 


“Sir, we have a message for you. It came in this morning from King 
Dedede’s throne room monitor.” Blade added. 


“Very well then, what is this message?” Meta Knight asked, still 
feeling quite groggy. 


“Tt was from Sir Arthur. He’s coming by at two this afternoon.” 


Meta Knight’s eyes flew open. The knight quickly glanced at the 
clock. It read that the time was one-thirty. 


“Why was I not informed of this sooner?” Meta Knight turned to 
Sword and Blade with wide eyes. 


Sword began to explain. “Well, you were sleeping and you seemed 
really tired lately, so—” 


(watch?v = 1GUWJ-B7 eYw) 


“T absolutely cannot show myself in such condition!” The knight 
took off his mask and began to clean it until the metal gleamed. 


He did the same with his armor and Galaxia. Everything had to be 
perfect for Sir Arthur’s visit. Sir Arthur was the leader of the GSA, and 
as such he had garnered much respect. And that included from Meta 
Knight. To take charge as a leader in a time of darkness, to rise above 
despair and rebel against almost impossible odds. That was what Sir 
Arthur had done as the creator of the Galaxy Soldier Army. 


The blue knight added the final touch to his appearance, the yellow 
star badge that all GSA soldiers received. There was really no practical 
need for it now that the war was over, and there wasn’t a requirement 
for identification as a soldier. anymore However, he still kept the 


badge as a memento, and because the object actually had a deep 
sentimental value to the Star Warrior. This is why he felt the need to 
wear it. 


He dashed down the castle halls and up to the roof where the ship 
was sure to land. His knaves were tailing behind him, having a 
difficult time keeping up with Meta Knight. They ran past Fumu and 
Bun, almost knocking them over. 


“Was that... Meta Knight?” Bun asked. 


“Yes it was... but where could he be off to in such a hurry?” Fumu 
mused, her interest piqued. 


“Wow, that was the fastest I’ve ever seen him run! I mean, he was 
like, woosh!” Bun yelled, emphasizing with arm gestures. 


The knights soon passed by King Dedede and Escargon. They 
instantly grew curious as to why the blue knight would be in such a 
rush. 


“Sire, what do you suppose they’re running for?” The snail asked. 


“T don’t know...” Dedede rubbed his chin. “But I’m gonna find out! 
Get a move on, Escargon!” 


The penguin soon took off into a sprint with the snail trailing 
tiredly behind. 


“Wait for meee!” Bandana Dee cried, drawing attention from the 
two siblings. 


“Man, that food was awful. How did you stand it, Kirby?” Knuckle 
Joe asked as the two had just returned from eating at Kawasaki’s. 


Then the blurry figures of Meta Knight, Sword and Blade followed 
by King Dedede, Escargon, and Bandana Dee flew by. Fumu and Bun, 
along with their parents appeared directly after. 


“ ,.What happened while we were gone?” Knuckle Joe inquired 
after a beat. 


“Wanna find out, poyo?” 


“Yeah, this is probably going to be hilarious!” The fighter said, the 
two joining the chase. 


Meta Knight had finally reached the roof, while his two knaves bent 
over to catch their breath. The others had reached the top of the 
castle, only to find nothing interesting occurring at all. 


“Meta Knight, what’s goin’ on?!” Dedede yelled. “You made us all 


run for nothing!” 


The older Star Warrior turned around to see the group behind him. 
He hadn’t even been aware that they were following him. 


“Well, what was with the running in His Majesty’s halls?! Why 
didn’t you show up for work today?!” Escargon berated. 


(watch?v = Ne-ddQUGrzE) 


Then suddenly, the roof of the castle grew dark. They looked above 
to see the shadow of a space ship nearing closer to them. Meta Knight 
instantly saluted, with Sword and Blade mimicking the hand signal for 
respect. 


Everyone remained silent as the spaceship landed on the castle 
smoothly. The ship’s door opened and a silhouetted figure could be 
seen. 


Escargon scooted closer to King Dedede. “W-What is that sire?” 


“Tt looks like an alien invader! And according to the movies, they’re 
going to ask to be taken to the leader...” The king suddenly felt faint. 
“’..Would you like to be king for the day?” 


“Oh, no. You’re not putting me in the line of fire this time!” 
Escargon angrily whispered. 


The figure stepped down from the ship, revealing itself to be a 
round creature with slightly visible green skin. He wore a suit of 
golden armor with wide shoulder guards and a green ponytail in the 
back. His face was covered by a mask, the only visible feature was his 
light purple, almost lavender colored eyes. A white cape flowed 
behind him, seeming to defy gravity itself. 


He stepped off the ship, the group behind the knight felt very tense 
at seeing the golden-clad creature before them. Knuckle Joe gave a 
light gasp, his eyes lighting up once he realized who the knight-like 
figure before them was. 


“Tt’s been long... it’s been far too long...” The green one muttered. 


The group felt a growing sense of anxiety as his white gloved hand 
reached up to remove the mask. The mask was removed, revealing the 
face of the knight. A very Kirby like face. 


The green Kirby look-alike strode towards the saluting blue knight, 
a small gleam in his eye. 


(watch?v = Ty VOipdXVWO) 


“Sir Meta Knight... it really has been too long of a time, hasn’t it?” 
“Yes sir, it has.” The blue knight responded. 
A few moments passed by without either saying a word. 


The golden-clad knight gave a light almost unheard chuckle. “Sir 
Meta Knight, you may be at ease.” 


Meta Knight’s hand slowly dropped to his side, feeling somewhat 
flustered inside. The green knight lightly touched the star badge on 
the blue knight’s shoulder guard, then the one on his own. 


“You kept it.” He smiled warmly. 


“I... felt as though it needed to be worn today. You were the one 
that gave it to me.” The blue star Warrior responded faintly. 


“Hehe... you haven’t changed a bit, have you?” 


“What’s going on here?!” Bun whispered too loudly. “Who is this 
and how does Meta Knight know him?!” 


Fumu clamped his mouth shut with her hand, feeling embarrassed 
that her brother had reacted in such a way. Knuckle Joe stared at her 
with wide eyes. 


“That’s Sir Arthur.” He whispered. 


This ‘Sir Arthur’ turned to face the group with a small smile on his 
cute face. “I am Sir Arthur. I apologize for not informing you sooner of 
my arrival. However, it was somewhat important that I visit.” 


“Sir Arthur has accomplished many admirable feats in his lifetime, 
including rebelling against Nightmare, then became the founder and 
leader of the Galaxy Soldier Army. He is to be given the utmost 
respect.” Meta Knight spoke in a serious tone, yet a bit of excitement 
could almost be heard in his voice. 


“Oh, stop Meta Knight. You’re making it sound like such a big deal, 
you even brought a crowd to greet me.” Sir Arthur teased. 


“Did you wish to speak with me alone? I can arrange that—” 


“No it’s alright. You really haven’t changed that much from your 
time in the GSA... But then again, the others haven’t either...” Sir 
Arthur grinned. “They’re here to see you as well.” 


“They are?” Meta Knight asked with slight surprise. 
(watch?v = xCWUHYS1a3g) 


Sir Arthur turned towards the group. “Introducing the other 
remaining members of the Galaxy Soldier Army. Sir Dragato, please 
come forth.” 


A slightly light purple puffball descended from the ship. His 
shoulder guards were white with a golden trim, with a golden spike 
on each one. His shoes each held one lace, and on his back was a 
mysterious blue cape. His mask had an interesting diamond shape and 
his eyes were the same color as Sir Arthur’s. Quite surprisingly, 
Dragato possessed long ginger hair tied back into a neat and tidy 
ponytail. 


“Sir Dragato was one of the GSA’s finest strategists. He was the 
source of many of our victories. He has an intelligent mind, so please 
listen to him sometime. He wasn’t referred to as ‘The Gem of 
Knowledge’ for nothing.” Sir Arthur spoke, feeling a bit of pride in his 
men. 


Dragato walked with an air of grace, seeming more like a dancer 
than a knight. Yet he had a look of superiority to him, one that dared 
someone to underestimate his intelligence. 


“The Gem of Knowledge is quite a title, but I suppose it’s quite 
fitting for myself.” He spoke with a slight English accent. 


“Tf he didn’t have the title ‘sir’ I would have sworn he was a girl.” 
Bun whispered. 


“Next, Sir Nonsurat.” Sir Arthur stated, motioning to the ship. 


A dark turquoise puffball stepped lightly from the ship, his mask 
certainly had a strange design. It had a special white cloth covering 
most of his body, and two yellow blades on the right side of his mask, 
and one lower on the left side. His cape was a light red and his feet 
were blue, while his eyes were a brighter shade of yellow than Meta 
Knight’s. 


“Sir Nonsurat was the armor designer in the GSA. He made his own 
mask, and my armor as well!” Sir Arthur explained. 


“Wow, and I thought that Meta Knight’s mask was weird.” Escargon 
mumbled. 


“Still, despite the fact that he looks like a flashy gold mine, Sir 
Arthur’s armor does kinda suit him.” King Dedede commented. 


“Tll keep that in mind, Your Majesty.” The snail said while eyeing 
the king’s rather flashy coat. 


Nonsurat didn’t say a word, he looked down at his own feet almost 


seeming nervous. He quickly scurried to Dragato and Sir Arthur’s side. 
“And finally, introducing—” 


“[m the one and only Falspar! Ladies~” A dark green puffball 
emerged from the ship, then struck a dramatic pose. 


This knight’s armor was fairly minimalistic. His shoulder guards 
were grey with a dull yellow center, and his feet were colored grey. 
Falspar’s cape was a baby blue in color, and his mask had a unique V 
shape to it. His oval eyes were close to the same shade of yellow as 
Meta Knight’s. But the most interesting feature of this puffball was his 
red mohawk. 


“So... what did he do?” Bun asked after a beat. 


“He was mainly the one we sent to do the things no one else 
desired to do.” Dragato answered. 


“Nu uh!” Falspar strode to the purple knight. “I did lots of 
important stuff!” 


“Such as?” Dragato crossed his small arms. 


“Uh... give me a moment! I'll think of something!” The red haired 
puffball pouted. 


“I rest my case.” The ginger haired knight replied flatly. 


Sir Arthur cleared his throat. “I suppose that it was rather rude, just 
dropping in like this. However, would it be alright if we could take 
residence here for the time being?” 


“Sure you can! Just don’t break anything and you should be good to 
go.” King Dedede replied. 


“Thank you, Your Majesty.” The green puff bowed, then the group 
of knights headed inside the castle. 


“Sire, why are you letting them stay here?” Escargon asked, 
brimming with curiosity. 


Dedede rubbed his hands together. “Because there’s something 
cookin’ here and I want a plate of it!” 


“Fight, Great King, fight!” Bandana Dee cheered. 


Bun and Fumu exchanged worried glances. 


The small group of knights reached the castle’s break room. They 
gathered around the round table before beginning their meeting. 


“Now, I suppose that some may be wondering why we’re gathered 
here today.” Sir Arthur began. “Sir Meta Knight, Knuckle Joe has 
spoken with you about the recent discovery of a journal from an 
employee of Holy Nightmare Enterprises, correct? That is mostly why 
we are here. Not only are we here to gather information, but also 
defend the citizens of Pop Star should there actually be a legitimate 
problem.” 


“Whoa, whoa, whoa. Wait a minute.” Falspar interrupted. “What 
are we supposed to be looking for? You never mentioned any of this.” 


“For once, I agree with Falspar. What sort of mission is this?” 
Dragato added. 


“T wasn’t told anything either...” Nonsurat quietly spoke. 


Sir Arthur sighed. “I know. I only informed Knuckle Joe and Meta 
Knight, because they were the only ones on Pop Star at the time... 
but... now I believe that this requires our intervention.” 


Sir Arthur spoke with a serious expression, one that brought 
everyone’s attention to the gold-clad knight. 


“In that journal, was an entry describing some sort of super weapon 
created by Nightmare. Something so abnormal from the other 
weapons, it could stand on it’s own. However, the entry also said that 
the experiment was a failure. But... it’s somewhere on Pop Star.” 


The room grew tense. 


“So...” Nonsurat breathed. “There could be... another Demon Beast 
somewhere?” 


“Not necessarily. They described it as a weapon, not a Demon 
Beast. It could very well be an object instead of something sentient.” 
The green knight explained. “But something else has come to my 
attention...” 


(watch?v = ZI6KtJoU7 ws) 


Sir Arthur cleared his throat, then continued with a grave tone of 
voice. “There have been rumors circulating... about a place on Pop 
Star that seems to defy the mind itself. It’s a place that has been said 
to drive someone to near madness upon spending too much time 
there.” 


“Sir Meta Knight... doesn’t that sound like that place Chris the 
Janitor told us about?” Sword asked. 


“Tt must be, it has to be the same place!” Blade whispered. 


“So, this supposed forsaken place...” Dragato tilted his head with 
slight interest. “What is it named?” 


“The Broken Village.” The golden knight answered. 


“What makes this place so maddening? I mean, what does it look 
like?” Nonsurat asked quietly. 


“Tt’s a place described as a nightmare come to life. No grass grows, 
the trees are bare, and all the buildings there are said to be worn 
down and desolate. No matter the time of day, it always appears to be 
either sunset or an eternal night. A cold chill wanders the air, and it 
supposedly goes on for miles.” 


“Tt doesn’t sound that scary!” Falspar said with a smirk. 


“T wasn’t finished.” Sir Arthur replied. “The ones who have come 
across this village have said to hear a variety of noises, ranging from 
hysterical laughter to almost neverending sobbing. There are also 
frighteningly realistic visions.” 


“But... they are just visions, correct?” Dragato inquired. 


“Tt would seem that way, but the visions described were all quite 
specific. There were sightings of giant clawed white hands, a multiple- 
armed silhouette that would scream constantly, and... a tall man with 
a cape that seemed to hold the dimensions of space.” 


“N-Nightmare?” Nonsurat nearly choked. 


“And what’s more, the effects seem to be the most severe on 
soldiers. At least, from the accounts that I’ve heard. That was what 
drew me to gather as much information as I could on The Broken 
Village. I highly doubt that this super weapon and The Broken Village 
are connected, but it certainly is troubling.” 


“So, are we supposed to find these things?” Falspar asked, rather 
confused. 


Sir Arthur bowed his head. “I know that it’s far too much to ask of 
you... the war is over and I am no longer your leader. But the thought 
that something of Nightmare’s could still be hidden away somewhere, 
that it could be used to hurt innocent lives... I have to find it. I can’t 
rest peacefully until I know that it’s end has been met.” 


(watch?v = bhfnjwWlJhRU) 


Meta Knight stood up from his seat. “Sir Arthur, you will not have 
to carry out such a task alone. I will assist you in any way possible.” 


“T the same.” Dragato spoke up. “We cannot let this go without 


action. I refuse to let a product of Nightmare survive.” 


“Tll help too.” Nonsurat said quietly, but firmly. “Innocent people 
could be hurt, I can’t ignore the possibility of that happening when I 
know that I can do something.” 


“Aw yeah! This’ll be just like old times!” Falspar punched the air. 


Sir Arthur was touched beyond words. He felt truly blessed to have 
such loyal and good hearted men inhis army. 


“Sir Arthur... what are your commands?” Meta Knight asked as the 
knights began to salute. 


The golden knight, elated, gathered his words. “First and foremost 
is to gather all the information that we can. Sir Dragato and Sir 
Nonsurat, research as much as possible on the possible wheareabouts 
of this weapon. Sir Falspar and Knuckle Joe will get as much 
information on The Broken Village as possible.” 


“Chris the Janitor has seen The Broken Village with his own eyes. 
Perhaps he might be of help.” Blade suggested. 


“Sweet! I get to interrogate people!” Falspar cheered and did a fist 
pump. 
Meta Knight waited expectantly to hear his assigned role. 


The other knights were leaving the room. The blue knight felt 
slightly confused and turned to look at Sir Arthur. 


“Sir Meta Knight, I would like to talk with you. Alone.” 


The blue Star Warrior glanced at his knaves, they slowly and 
begrudgingly left the room. 


(watch?v = ZV1t-Gsmdt4) 
“Sir Arthur... why have I not been assigned a mission?” 


“There is something wrong, isn’t there? You aren’t feeling well.” 
The golden armored knight stated it more as a fact than a question. 


Meta Knight inwardly flinched. “There is absolutely nothing wrong. 
I have been feeling quite well, and I believe that I am perfectly 
acceptable condition to take a part in this mission.” 


Sir Arthur made direct eye contact with the blue knight. “Sir Meta 
Knight, I know you. There’s obviously something amiss. I could tell 
within a few moments after arriving. Something’s been bothering you, 
and until it’s settled I cannot let you take part in this assignment.” 


Sir Arthur might as well have told Meta Knight that he would never 
be part of the GSA again. His problem couldn’t be solved, it was 
continuous. A never ending cycle of pain. The cycle would give him a 
grace period, only to come back harsher each time. 


“T know that whatever has a hold on you can be broken from. I 
believe in you, Meta Knight.” 


“..How am I to break from it?” The blue knight asked quietly. 


“You need to go on a personal journey. A quest of the inner mind 
somewhat. A journey of self discovery to get back into tune with 
yourself.” 


“T... | understand.” Meta Knight spoke more firmly. 


Then suddenly, Meta Knight remembered something quite 
important. 


He was still on probation. 
“Sir Arthur... I am still on probation...” 


“Ah, I know. I heard everything from Knuckle Joe. And now it 
seems that the first step in your journey is to confront your king.” Sir 
Arthur smiled, placing his hands together. 


“Sir Arthur, thank you.” 


“IT should be thanking you. You and the others have given me so 
much to be proud of.” 


The blue knight bowed as a form of respect, then exited the room 
with a heavy mind. First and foremost, he needed to pack his supplies 
for the quest ahead. He returned to his room and began to stock food, 
maps, and medical supplies into his cape’s mystical compartment. 


Once he had felt that he was properly prepared, the Star Warrior 
turned towards the door. He reached for the door knob, then heard a 
pair of voices from behind. 


“Sir, we know what you’re doing.” Sword spoke. 


“We heard everything. Neither of us will let you do this alone.” 
Blade agreed, nodding vigorously. 


“This is my burden to bear and mine alone.” 


“No it’s not! What did you say to Sir Arthur? You said that he 
wouldn’t have to carry out such a task alone. We feel the same about 
you.” Sword argued. 


“Sir Meta Knight, you are not alone. We swore to follow you for the 
rest of our days. You showed us such kindness... and we promised to 
repay you.” The red-haired knave said with such strong emotion. 


“’..This journey will most likely be dangerous down the road. Are 
you willing to take that risk?” Meta Knight asked. 


“During the war, the final stand-off against Nightmare,” Sword 
began. 


“and the destruction of the Halberd... we were with you. This 
journey will be no different from those times.” Blade finished. 


“...Very well then. It seems I cannot convince you otherwise. We 
leave tomorrow. As for today, I shall speak with His Majesty regarding 
our probation.” The blue knight said quite calmly, but just as he 
turned away from them, they could see their knight’s eyes shine a 
bright blue. 


The three traveled to the throne room to speak with King Dedede, 
only he wasn’t there. He was supposed to be in his throne room for 
the day. 


(watch?v = eHQLtC7 3Qvw) 


Meta Knight and his knaves suddenly heard familiar humming 
coming down the hall. An orange Waddle Dee wearing headphones 
was bobbing his head to the beat of the music. His eyes were closed 
while he twirled and danced with the mop while cleaning. He was lost 
within the music. 


“Last night, I had a dream about you 
In this dream, I’m dancing right beside you~ 
And it looked like everyone was having fun 
The kind of feeling, I’ve waited so long~” 


“Chris, do you know where King Dedede is?” Sword asked. 


The Waddle Dee was too wrapped up in his singing to notice or 
hear Sword. He tried yelling louder. 


“Chris! Where’s King Dedede?!” 


Chris the Janitor still couldn’t hear the green knave. He spun 
around with his broom. 


Sword stepped up to the Waddle Dee, then yanked off his 
headphones. 


“CHRIS!” 


“AAAH! Whatever it is, I didn’t do it!” The orange Waddle Dee fell 
to the ground in fright. 


“Chris, did you happen to know where King Dedede is? We need to 
speak with him.” Blade asked, holding out a hand to help Chris to his 
feet. 


“Um... King Dedede... oh, he’s in the other castle.” 


The knight and knaves stayed silent for a moment. Nobody even 
moved. 


“’,.Other castle?” Sword asked, checking to see if they heard the 
Waddle Dee correctly. 


“Yeah, you know the other castle. The one that King Dedede built 
in Chapter 22 when he stole all the food in Dreamland.” Chris the 
Janitor replied casually. 


“He... he rebuilt it?” Blade was dumbstruck. 
“Chapter 22?” Sword commented incredulously. 


“Yeah, he rebuilt it.” The orange Waddle Dee nodded. “If you 
wanna talk to him, you’ll probably have to go over there. He’s not 
supposed to be back for a while.” 


Chris the Janitor returned to his cleaning, leaving the three with 
only one option. 


They would have to track the king down. 


Author’s Note: I am so sorry for not updating sooner. I am still 
alive. I need to stop taking so long when posting new chapters, 
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41. Welcome To The GSA 


The three knights were prepared to go on their journey, their 
supplies packed and their minds set. They were to depart for King 
Dedede’s other castle and also begin their quest. The length of their 
adventure was still uncertain, but then again Sword and Blade weren’t 
completely aware of why Meta Knight needed to ‘find his inner self in 
the first place. 


The blue knight was still being secretive, all they knew was that 
something was wrong with him. They had known that already, but 
finding the source of the problem was going to be a bit more difficult. 
Meta Knight had done so much for them, they could only wonder how 
their lives would have decayed had they not met him. The blue Star 
Warrior made them who they were today, and for that, they would 
always be grateful. 


“Waaait!” A voice called before the three knights could depart. 


Sailor Dee was running down the hall towards them, along with 
Kirby. 


“Sir Meta Knight, poyo! Is it true? Are you leaving?!” Kirby asked, 
sprinting to his mentor. 


“You can’t leave, sir! This is your home! Don’t run away!” Sailor 
Dee cried. 


The two children cried, genuinely distraught at the idea that Meta 
Knight could leave and never return. 


“Kirby, Sailor Dee, this is only a temporary absence. I am not 
leaving Dreamland forever.” The blue knight explained gently, 
somewhat bothered at the sight of the crying children. 


“Then that means that you'll be back, right?” Sailor Dee asked. 
“Really? Really really, poyo? You promise you’ll be back?” 


“I promise.” Meta Knight has a small smile underneath his mask, 
unknown to anyone else but the older Star Warrior. 
“But... Sir, why are you leaving?” Sailor Dee inquired. 


...” The blue knight couldn’t answer. 


“Uh, Sir Meta Knight isn’t feeling too well.” Sword began. 


“So Sir Arthur told him that he needed to... um... travel a bit to 
ease his mind.” Blade finished, pausing between words. 


It technically wasn’t a lie. 


“Oh, Sir Meta Knight, you’re going on vacation, poyo! I should have 
known!” Kirby laughed. “That should make you feel lots better!” 


“Ah, yes... a vacation...” Meta Knight decided to play along with 
the pink puff. 


If Kirby knew about the quest, it might worry the little hero or 
make him want to join the masked knight. Meta Knight already felt 
quite reluctant to bring Sword and Blade along, and bringing Kirby 
would only add fuel to the fire. 


If either Sword, Blade, or Kirby knew the truth... he knew they 
would never look at him the same way again. 


“You relax on your vacation, sir!” Sailor Dee saluted. “You took 
care of me when I was sick, and I wish I could do the same for you. I 
could take really good care of your room while your gone if you like.” 


“That’s quite alright Sailor Dee, but it’s unnecessary.” Meta Knight 
responded. 


“So where are you going to first, poyo?” Kirby asked. 


“Uhm... we’re going to spend some of the day in Green Greens.” 
Sword answered. 


“That sounds like fun, poyo! Tell me all about your vacation when 
you get back!” 


“Take care, sir! Please remember to relax and focus on getting 
better!” The Waddle Dee said. 


The three knights were almost out of the castle’s territory when 
Chris the Janitor approached them in the gardens. 


(watch?v = CFJEs-AUOUc) 
“So... going on ‘vacation’ huh?” 
“Mhmm.” Sword nodded. “We’re going to Green Greens to relax.” 


“’..1 know what you three are really doing. You’re going on a trip, 
aren’t you? Some kind of adventure.” The orange Waddle Dee stated. 


“How did you know?” Blade asked, feeling alarmed at the 
janitor’s knowledge. 


“Ym the janitor. I hear things, man.” Chris explained rather 
vaguely. 


“'..Do you intend to tell Kirby and Sailor Dee the truth of our 
absence?” Meta Knight inquired. 


“Nah. I mean, it’s alright to go out there and see the world. I did it 
myself once, though I wasn’t doing honest work. But... that isn’t why I 
wanted to talk to you.” 


“What did you want to tell us? It sounds quite important.” Blade 
stared at the Waddle Dee. 


Chris the Janitor sighed. “I know I said this before, but I feel that I 
really need to get the point across now in case you decide to do 
something daring.” 


The orange Waddle Dee looked very serious. “If you’re looking for 
The Broken Village, just stop while you’re ahead. If you find it by 
accident, immediately turn in the opposite direction. It’s a place that 
was never meant to be discovered. I promise that if you go in there, 
you might come out a different man.” 


“Chris, you make it sound like it’s the most dreadful place in the 
Gamble Galaxy. Yes, I admit that the place sounds terrifying, but we 
survived the war against Nightmare. So what could be there that 
could possibly be worse?” Sword crossed his small arms. 


The janitor shook his head slowly. “You have no idea, do you? But 
maybe it’s for the best that you don’t. Really, I think you would have 
to experience The Broken Village yourself to truly understand the 
horror it leaves on you. But... please don’t look for it. Not that I can 
stop you.” 


“IT assume that you are aware of the Galaxy Soldier Army’s 
investigation of The Broken Village?” Meta Knight asked Chris. 


“Yeah. I heard. Not sure how I feel about it though...” The janitor 
sighed. “Man, ’m gonna miss you guys. You three were the best 
cleaning buddies I’ve ever had. You guys never ditched me to handle 
the jobs you didn’t want to do. And well... that means a lot to me. It’s 
a nice breath of fresh air.” 


“It would be dishonorable to abandon our workstation to someone 
else.” Meta Knight responded. 


“Yeah, it seems like you three have the right morals. Seeing less 
and less of people like you... it’ll be weird not seeing you guys around 
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for a while. Hope you find what your looking for on your ‘vacation’. 


They could tell that Chris was smiling, even with the lack of mouth. 


“But... please remember what I said. If you do find that place... and 
you’re absolutely insistent on going there... don’t stay too long. You 
don’t have to follow my advice, but I wish that you would.” 


“We will keep your words in mind. However, as of right now our 
business is with King Dedede.” Meta Knight responded. 


“Well then, you better go. His castle should be right where it was 
last time. Not sure what he’s doing there though. Good luck.” The 
orange Waddle Dee waved as the knights departed. 


The Waddle Dee janitor began to finish sweeping the castle’s front, 
humming to himself. 


Suddenly, Chris had the feeling that he wasn’t alone. 


“Alright, Armin. Where ya hiding?” Chris laughed. “We can play 
hide and seek later.” 


There was no answer or a soft childish giggle. Armin would have 
given himself away after he heard his name. 


“ ..Who’s there? Show yourself! I know how to use a mop, and I 
won’t think twice about using it!” 


Then something grabbed the Waddle Dee from behind, who yelped 
in surprise. 


“Wait, where are you taking me? What are you going to do with 
that rope?!...WHO WILL WASH THE WINDOWS?!” 


Meta Knight, Sword, and Blade walked along the fresh fields of 
Green Greens, taking just a bit of time to admire the peaceful serenity 
of the area. It felt a bit odd to them, they had been on guard against 
Nightmare for so long that the tranquility seemed too good to be true. 


“Tt seems a bit odd to be outside of the castle.” Sword stated. 
“We’ve never actually seen much of Pop Star, have we?” 


“Not really.” Blade answered. “Green Greens is so close by and yet 
we aren’t that familiar with it’s scenery.” 


“Hey Blade...” The green knight whispered. “Do you think there’s 
something wrong with Sir Meta Knight? I mean something really 
wrong?” 


“T don’t know Sword. It certainly is suspicious though...” The light 
green knave thought aloud. “I know what we'll do. We'll watch him 


very closely and then we might be able to piece something together. 
He can’t really avoid us here, can he?” 


The two knaves eyed the blue knight, who remained as silent as 
ever. The masked Star Warrior was far too lost in his thoughts to listen 
to his knaves’ whispering. 


Meta Knight could see images pass through his mind. Images of 
himself in the GSA during the times of war. He could no longer focus 
on the path ahead at the moment, instead reminiscing on his life in 
the past. 


During the times of war, the GSA were at their prime. Warriors of 
every magnitude graced the halls of the Galaxy Soldier Army’s base. A 
large portion of these soldiers were the puffball race, though there 
were plenty of other species to join the ranks as well. 


(watch?v = xCWUHYS1a3g) 


“Sir Meta Knight, this is your first time in the headquarters, isn’t 
it?” Sir Arthur asked the blue knight. 


“Yes, sir.” 


“Quiet and aloof as always, aren’t you? It makes me wonder if you 
were born into the world with a frown on your face. Anyway, you’ve 
just completed your training, so now you're a part of the GSA!’ The 
golden armored knight clapped. 


“Tt is an honor, Sir Arthur.” 


“No, it’s an honor to fight alongside so many brave and skilled 
warriors everyday. Sir Meta Knight, you truly are one of a kind. Never 
have I seen such breathtaking battle styling.” 


“T am quite sure there are plenty more warriors far more deserving 
of your praise.” 


“You’re so modest, Sir Meta Knight. At least flaunt the fact that 
you’re one of the few warriors that managed to complete the training 
course far faster than others. Actually, you completed training faster 
than anyone on record! You must be proud of that.” 


“T am content with defending the galaxy. That is the reason I 
became part of the GSA.” Meta Knight answered. 


“Spoken like a true knight. Fame and glory aren’t what you desire. 
Keeping the galaxy safe from Nightmare is why the GSA was formed, 
and we must do our best to accomplish that.” 


The two arrived in the central room of the base, also known as the 
hub. It was the origin point of the entire building, and it was where all 
supplies passed through. In short, it was the heart of the structure. 


“Now as you know, the GSA’s soldiers are divided into certain 
groups called sectors. This makes it easier to sort out our soldiers, and 
keep everything in order. Sir Meta Knight, you will be apart of Sector 
H. You probably know the rest of your sector, as you went into 
training with them.” Sir Arthur motioned to Sector H’s section of the 
large base. 


The blue knight entered the H portion of the GSA’s headquarters. 
The three other puffballs that had joined him during the training 
portion were there, Dragato, Nonsurat, and Falspar. 


However, there were three unfamiliar to the masked puffball. 


The first soldier was a woman. She had a humanoid shape, her skin 
and hair were colored a light shade of lavender. Her hair was styled 
into a ponytail and wore a golden tiara with a blue gem embedded in 
the center. The lavender woman donned a light blue sleeveless dress, 
brown shoes, light green gloves, and a pink plate across her chest and 
shoulders. Her eyes were the rare color of magenta, yet held a loving 
quality to them. 


The second soldier was standing in the corner of the room with a 
sullen expression. This warrior didn’t look much like one. He seemed 
far more akin to a ninja. His body was shaped almost like an upside 
down egg, only a small portion of his very light brown skin was 
visible. His robes were black in color and wore a brown ponytail, a 
sheathed katana could be seen on his back. The ninja’s eyes were a 
cold navy blue and seemed to be in a state of unrest. 


The third soldier was probably the strangest. A purplish skinned 
humanoid with spiky blonde hair. His ears were pointed, giving him 
an elflike appearance. He had a gray mask over his face while wearing 
a grayish-blue short-sleeved jumpsuit with white linings and a star on 
the front. He was fairly muscular, being the most built one in the 
room. But something about him seemed so odd, and the blue Star 
Warrior couldn’t quite understand why. 


The group seemed to acknowledge him at last, his quiet entry going 
mostly unnoticed. 


(watch?v = vL892vJJOMw) 
“Yo Mety! You’re in Sector H too?” Falspar laughed. 


“Tt would seem so.” Meta Knight calmly replied, mostly used to the 


behavior of the mohawk possessing knight by now. 


“This is Sir Meta Knight. He broke the GSA’s record for the fastest 
completion of the training course.” Dragato introduced the blue knight 
to the three unfamiliar soldiers. 


The lavender woman looked intrigued. “Hmm. Then why is it that 
you’ve only started duty today if you finished early?” 


“Sir Meta Knight was chosen to take additional training... from Sir 
Arthur.” Nonsurat spoke in his soft voice. 


“Whoa whoa whoa! You’re the student of Sir Arthur?!” The blonde 
man gasped. “Are you his relative or something?” 


The pointed eared man was getting uncomfortably close to the blue 
knight. Meta Knight suddenly felt self conscious. Everyone was staring 
at him. 


“Now Jecra, that’s his business. Stop putting your nonexistent nose 
where it doesn’t belong.” The lavender skinned woman grabbed the 
man known as Jecra by one of his pointed ears. 


“Ow ow ow! You promised you would stop doing that!” 


“Meta, you’re so lucky to get Sir Arthur as your mentor. We were 
stuck with Kit Dakonyo Cosmos for training.” Falspar pouted. “That 
guy hates me for some reason.” 


“You asked him if he was a hobo.” Jecra clarified. 


“What? It was a reasonable question! Tell me he doesn’t look like a 
hobo!” The green puff defended. 


“Falspar, why is it that no matter how small of a task something 
may be, you manage to fail in the absolute worst way conceivable?” 
Dragato crossed his stubby arms. 


“Oh, I’m sorry princess.” Falspar fluttered his eyes. “All of us can’t 
be as pretty and flawless as you.” 


“At least you will never be.” The purple puff retorted. 


“Hmph! Youw’re just jealous that you'll never have hair as awesome 
as mine!” Falspar smirked, motioning to his red mohawk. 


Dragato rolled his eyes underneath his mask and scoffed. 


“So, I don’t think we’ve properly introduced ourselves.” The woman 
said. “I’m Garlude, the one sulking in the corner over there is 
Yamikage, and the blonde is Jecra.” 


Yamikage uttered a small grunt in acknowledgement. 


“So, what are we supposed to be doing now?” Jecra asked. “We’re 
here, but we don’t have any assignments.” 


“For the time being, we are guarding the base. As everyone knows, 
this base is mostly underground to avoid detection.” Garlude 
explained. “However, just because our base is camouflaged doesn’t 
mean it’s invulnerable.” 


“So we’re on guard duty? Boring.” Falspar sighed. 


“Be glad that we’re not on the battlefield today.” Jecra frowned. 
“Most of the soldiers are at Hotbeat right now fighting Nightmare’s 
forces.” 


A few in the room shuddered. Hotbeat was well known for it’s 
downright brutal environment, but adding a battle to it made the 
planet even more life-threatening. 


“Sir Arthur would never send new recruits to Hotbeat. Only if a 
crisis was at hand.” Dragato pointed out. 


“Still, it feels like we’re not real soldiers if we can’t help...” The 
green puff said. 


“We’re doing what’s best right now.” Garlude answered. “Our place 
is here for the time being. When Sir Arthur needs us on the battlefield, 
he will let us know. He just doesn’t want to put rookies in the line of 
fire, and I can understand that.” 


“Falspar, I’m sure that Sir Arthur will give us something important 
to do soon...” Nonsurat spoke quietly. 


“Yeah but...” The redhead’s suddenly frowned. “I just... I’m just so 
tired of this war. How many more people have to get hurt before this 
mess is over?” 


“I don’t know.” Garlude shook her head. “This war has been active 
even before we were born.” 


“But Garlude...” Jecra interjected. “Isn’t that why we’re here? To 
make a difference? To create a better future with our own hands?” 


“'..Yowre right. We’re here now so the innocent can have a safer 
future.” The lavender skinned warrior nodded with a small smile. 


Suddenly, the door to Sector H opened. Sir Arthur stepped in the 
room seeming at ease. 


“Hello everyone! Welcome to Sector H! I’m sorry that I failed to 


give you the tour earlier. Some... business came up. But now I believe 
that it’s important that you get to know the base’s layout.” 


The small group followed Sir Arthur to the main room that Meta 
Knight was in earlier. 


“This area is known as the hub. I’m sure I mentioned this before, 
but this is the heart of the structure. It’s where most of the supplies 
comes through, and where we make exports as well.” Sir Arthur 
explained. 


“Exports? But... what would we be shipping out?” Jecra asked. 


“Sometimes we have to sell things under an anonymous identity to 
obtain army funds. This place is mostly self-running, but we need 
money to help keep our resistance going.” 


The group stopped in another room with rows of seats in a circular 
pattern. Almost like an arena. 


“This is the council room. Whenever an important event rises, all of 
the GSA gathers in this room. Maybe it’s war plans or ideas, or to 
discuss recent happenings. Whatever the reason, we gather here.” 


Continuing onward, the next room seemed to be a grand 
combination of a garage, a bar, and a shop. A few weapons hung on 
the walls of the shop section, several pieces of machinery were 
scattered around in odd places. 


“This is the armory and mechanic workshop. This is where new 
weapons are developed and armor, so I believe that Sir Nonsurat will 
be working here for a large period of time.” 


Nonsurat blushed at his name being mentioned. 


“We also recently hired an inventor, as well as a shop keeper. He’s 
the one that will maintain most of the GSA’s exports, so he has a 
heavy job on his shoulders. Falspar, perhaps you know him?” 


The redheaded puff looked confused. Then he heard a voice from 
behind the counter. 
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“Did I hear my favorite idiot’s name?” The voice was good natured, 
no trace of malice at all. 


A puffball stepped from behind the counter. His skin was black, a 
rare color for puffballs and his eyes were white. His yellow feet 
seemed so odd with the rest of his color scheme, but the true oddity 
was his face. His face was covered by an odd mask, shaped somewhat 


like a feline with a wide grin. 
“No way...” The darker green puff grinned. “Beta...?” 


“Buenos dias, amigo! So Falspar, looks like they let ya in.” The 
puffball known as Beta chuckled. 


“Haha! Same to you!” 
“Do you both... know each other?” Dragato questioned. 


“Of course! Me and Beta were friends since we were pufflets!” 
Falspar laughed. “Ah, we were both so cute! Getting into trouble, 
harassing the neighbors, making things explode...” 


“Weren’t those things mostly your fault?” The black puffball 
smirked. 


“Shhh...” The green puff shushed. 


Sir Arthur chuckled. “Both of you even signed up at the same time. 
I was impressed by Beta’s knowledge of machinery, and I couldn’t 
have chosen a better mechanic.” 


“Well... Pll try my best. Just know that everything probably won’t 
be perfect the first time around. Expect a few haywire electronics.” 
Beta warned. 


“Of course. Nothing can be perfection one hundred percent of the 
time. But I do know that you are capable of great things. Everyone 
here is. In fact... after looking over the new recruits from each 
sector... I believe that we might actually have a large chance of 
succeeding....This war might be coming to a close because of these 
newcomers.” 


Hearing those words made the new soldiers minds feel at ease. To 
hear such praise from Sir Arthur was certainly a grand reward. High 
hopes were placed on them, but the group of Sector H felt as though 
they could contribute to the GSA. 


Sector H soon returned to their section of the base, along with Sir 
Arthur. 


“Now, I'll announce your dorm partners.” Sir Arthur cleared his 
throat. 


“Lady Garlude gets her own dorm room. Sir Nonsurat and 
Yamikage are partners. Sir Falspar and Sir Dragato—” 


“NOOOOO!” Falspar yelled to the sky, falling to the ground in 
melodramatic fashion. 


“and Sir Meta Knight will share a room with Sir Jecra. Are there 
any questions or comments?” 


“Yes!” The redheaded puff shouted. “My doctor told me that if I’m 
too close to Dragato, I’ll die.” 


“Very well then. Since there are no complaints, I’ll leave you to it!” 
Sir Arthur cheerily responded. “You’ll start duty tomorrow, so 
everyone make sure to get a full night’s rest!” 


Falspar whimpered pathetically as Sir Dragato scoffed at the green 
puff. 
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The soldiers separated to their respectable dorm rooms, the blue 
knight felt somewhat adamant over the ordeal. Sir Arthur had high 
expectations for him, and he wanted to become something that his 
mentor could be proud of. 


He certainly didn’t join the GSA to make friends, and his roommate 
wasn’t making that easy. Jecra was far too upbeat and easygoing, two 
traits that didn’t set well with the blue Star Warrior. He acted too 
much like Falspar. 


Meta Knight didn’t want anything to do with these soldiers besides 
doing what must be done for the GSA. The blonde seemed so intent on 
making some sort of connection with the blue puffball, much to the 
masked puffball’s chagrin. 


“’..You don’t talk much, do you?” Jecra said after a short moment 
of silence. 


“Tomorrow is an important day. Sir Arthur expects us to be at our 
best condition, so I would advise you to rest.” The blue puffball 
replied, despite his inner annoyance. 


“Heh, you’re one of those loner types.” Jecra smiled. “You’re like 
Yamikage, you seem to want everyone to leave you alone.” 


The blue knight decided to just ignore this overly enthusiastic man, 
yet he continued to speak despite the fact that the Meta Knight didn’t 
want to interact with him at all. 


“But... I bet that you really want to be around people. You just 
don’t know how to do it.” 


Meta Knight silently covered himself with the bed sheets, not 
replying to the blonde. 


“Hehe, it’s alright. I won’t tell anyone. Goodnight!” Jecra laughed, 


falling asleep in his own bed. 


Then the man’s soft snores could be heard. Meta Knight turned over 
in his bed, feeling a slight bit of irritation. Yet, he didn’t know why 
Jecra’s words bothered him. He came to the conclusion that he was 
simply tired from the day, and so he closed his eyes. 


“ ,.Knight.” 
“Sir Meta...” 
“Sir Meta Knight!” 


“Hmm?” Meta Knight’s eyes snapped open, then turned towards his 
knaves. “Yes? Is there something wrong?” 


“We’re here. At King Dedede’s castle.” Sword explained, concern 
evident in his voice. 


“,.Ah, so we are.” He observed. 

“Sir Meta Knight, are you alright?” Blade asked worriedly. 

“T am. I was in deep thought.” 

“What were you thinking about?” The darker green knight asked. 


“Oh, just something from the past.” The blue knight answered 
vaguely before entering Dedede’s new castle. 


Sitting in the middle of the castle was the tubby penguin munching 
on a drumstick. Bandana Dee sat beside his throne eating a peanut 
butter and jelly sandwich. The two took notice of the three knaves as 
they approached the throne. 
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“Well, look who’s finally up and about sleeping beauty.” King 
Dedede took a bite. “So, why’d ya come out here anyway? Don’t you 
be thinking that I stole any of this. Bandana Dee made me this 
chicken, and I made him that sandwich.” 


“No, we actually came here to discuss our probation.” Blade 
corrected. 


“Go on.” Dedede yawned. 


“Sir Arthur has instructed that I take a personal leave. However, 
this also interferes with our probation time.” Meta Knight explained. 


“That it does.” The king of Dreamland agreed. 


“So...” Sword paused. 


The penguin laughed. “Tell ya what. ’ll make you guys a deal. If 
Meta Knight can win in a fight against me, I'l give ya your title back 
and free you of probation.” 


“That sounds a bit easy.” Blade remarked. 


“But I'll be using my new hammer. A test hammer I’ve been 
working on. If I win, you three will be on probation for an additional 
year... and you have to wear whatever I want you to.” 


“Sir Meta Knight... please win. I have a feeling he’ll be going for 
the maid outfit!” Sword frantically whispered. 


“Not to worry. This will be over soon.” Meta Knight responded. 


“Bandana Dee... prepare the areeeenaaaa!” The king did a dramatic 
pose, pointing his finger in the air with a wide grin. 


“Preparing the arena, Great King!” 


The door behind the knights suddenly closed with iron bars over 
the entrance, as well as the windows. 


The Waddle Dee scuttled towards a switch on the wall, then pulled 
the lever. The room began to rumble, then the floor parted to reveal 
what looked like a wrestling ring. Waddle Dees swarmed from every 
direction to fill up the stands around the arena. 


The penguin king stepped into the ring, then a few Waddle Dees 
presented him with a hammer. The hammer looked similar to his old 
one, but it had a few small metal pieces on it. He picked up the 
weapon as Meta Knight and his knaves took their positions. 


A group of Waddle Dees began to take out several instruments, then 
turned towards their king. King Dedede chuckled, then struck a 
dramatic pose once again. 


“It’s Hammer Time!” 
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King Dedede lifted his new hammer into the air, then slammed it 
into the ground. The impact was so powerful, it created blue energy 
waves. The knights barely dodged the attack, the ground shaking 
somewhat around them. 


Meta Knight jumped into the air, slashing at the base of the 
hammer. The penguin performed a rather impressive jump for 
someone of his stature, then lifted his weapon. A small hatch opened 


on the king’s weapon revealing a few small missiles. 
“M-Missiles?!” Blade said in shock. 


“B-But... how does that work?! How do they fit inside the 
hammer?” Sword was dumbfounded. 


“You’re about to find out!” Dedede announced with a chuckle. 


Several missiles shot into the air, then targeted the three knights. 
They soon pieced together that they were homing missiles. Try as they 
might, the knights couldn’t evade them. The moment they slashed at 
their targets, they exploded. 


“His Majesty certainly put much thought into his strategy.” Meta 
Knight acknowledged. 


“Haha! I just got started! Get a load of this!” King Dedede gave a 
mighty laugh, then began to spin around. 


Meta Knight rushed forward, then guarded with Galaxia. Dedede 
jumped backwards, he slammed his new hammer into the ground once 
again. Meta Knight and his knaves jumped and slashed the handle. It 
had no effect. 


“Whoo! Go King! Go King! Whoo!” The Waddle Dees cheered, 
Bandana Dee danced I with joy. 


The penguin grinned and waved at his Waddle Dee audience and 
proceeded to jump around the arena. No matter what method of 
attack Meta Knight and his knaves used, it did nothing to damage the 
king’s improved weapon. 


“Sir Meta Knight, nothing’s working.” Blade pointed out. “He must 
have planned this. We walked into it.” 


Sword groaned. “I don’t want another year of probation! We need 
to think of something!” 


King Dedede snickered. “Time to end it!” 


The hammer’s hatch opened up, revealing an enormous amount of 
missiles, an amount that seemed far too many for a hammer of that 
size to contain. The missiles shot out of the hammer I with such force 
that it almost made the tubby penguin fall on his back. 


Meta Knight and his knaves were cornered. Sword and Blade braced 
for impact. 


The blue knight stood still, his eyes glowing green for a brief 
moment. He suddenly broke into a sprint, then ran behind King 


Dedede and his hammer. 


The missiles changed direction, now heading towards the sender. 
Meta Knight, Sword, and Blade quickly jumped out of the ring. 


King Dedede gaped. “Now hold on just a diddly-darn minute!” 


The penguin ran around the arena in a panic. The missiles chased 
him relentlessly while the Waddle Dees only stared on in confusion. 


“What’s going on? Is this part of the act?” One of them whispered. 


“T dunno! I just came here for the explosions!” Another chirped 
gleefully. 


“Wait a minute! I'll just disable em’!” The King of Dreamland 
smirked, pushing a small button on the hammer. 


The missiles showed no sign of slowing down. 


“What the-? Jammed?!” King Dedede continuously pushed the 
button while continuing to flee from his own weapons. 


The missiles suddenly stopped in mid air. 
“Whew!” He breathed a sigh of relief. 


Then they grew in size, spikes suddenly appearing on the missiles. 
They zoomed towards the king even faster than before. Somehow... 


The king froze, mouth agape. “...Mother?” 
“BOOOM!” 


“'..Great King?” Bandana Dee squeaked, pulling his bandana over 
his eyes. 


“Ooooh... I think we’re gonna need a new king.” A Waddle Dee 
winced. 


“T think he’s dead.” 
“Yeah, I’m pretty sure he’s dead.” Another nodded. 


King Dedede raised his hand into the air from where he was on the 
floor of the ring. Hisbody and clothes stained black from the 
explosions. “I’m still alive!” 


“No, he’s fine, see?” A Waddle Dee said. 


Meanwhile Bandana Dee was hyperventilating, using his bandana 
in place of a paper bag. 


Suddenly, the arena began to rumble. The roof of the arena caved 


in, landing on the poor king below. 
“Okay, now he’s dead.” The Waddle Dee confirmed. 


Bandana Dee swooned, then fainted. 


“Okay... easy... easy...” 


The Waddle Dees were assisting the king with getting him out of 
the rubble. The King of Dreamland was alive and conscious, and 
surprisingly had not sustained serious injury. Bandana Dee was still 
passed out, the various Waddle Dees trying to awake him by pouring 
water on his face. 
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“Well... we’ve caused quite an uproar...” Blade sighed, playing 
with his gloved hands slightly. 


“And property damage. Don’t forget the property damage.” Sword 
added, nodding sagely. 


“Yes, all of those things are true.” King Dedede nodded, sitting on 
his throne. 


“ ,.What is your decree, Your Majesty?” Meta Knight asked the 
question everyone in the room wanted to know. 


“Well...” The king put his yellow gloved hand to his chin. “You 
three did send my own missiles towards me... missiles that somehow 
grew spikes. Still trying to wrap my head around how that 
happened...” 


A few Waddle Dees snickered quietly. 


“’,.and my arena did collapse. On me I might add. Thanks for that 
by the way... and my hammer is completely totaled.” 


King Dedede held up the few bits of metal and wood that was once 
his beloved weapon. 


“Legally, this is quite illegal. In fact, I’d go as far to say it’s 
downright unlawful.” The penguin nodded. 


Sword and Blade felt their hearts sink. After all the trouble they had 
been immersed in through the past few weeks, it was about to get 
much worse. 


“However... at the risk of being blown up again... I have decided to 
disregard what’s happened and let you go.” 
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...” Everyone was quiet, in silent shock. 


“Well, the truth was...” Dedede scratched the back of his head. “I 
was actually gonna let you go even if you did lose. Ya see... ever since 
I put you three to work, some of the Waddle Dees suddenly got the 
thought in their head that they could skip work and go frolic or 
something...” 


Blade was gaping underneath the mask, Sword felt like crying 
either from irritation or relief, while Meta Knight was simply grateful 
they were no longer bound by their probation. 


“Besides, I think this probation thing was punishing me more than 
you. I mean, I had to get up early to wake you guys up, and a face as 
unparalleled as mine needs beauty sleep.” 


Sword rolled his eyes, along with a few other Waddle Dees. 


“But ya see... you three really aren’t that good at housework. I 
mean, Sir Meta Knight and ponytail aren’t that bad... but green guy, I 
don’t think that even Chris the Janitor can help you.” 


The green knight silently huffed, holding back a snappy response. 


“There was the chili plant thing... the smelly garbage from the 
storage room that the smell leaked into the castle after the door was 
opened for so long... and then there was the time I asked you to cook 
something from scratch... I can still feel the burns on my tongue and 
that was weeks ago...” 


“Is he..just going to rant about how bad we are at his chores? And 
besides, that meal was mostly Sir Meta Knight...” Sword thought, 
frowning. 


“And on top of that, I had to stop what I was doing most of the time 
to check on you three. So really, I was the one taking the loss here. So, 
I’m letting you go because you three have become a liability.” The 
king said, grinning. 


“Your Majesty...” Meta Knight said somewhat slowly. “...Why did 
you go to such lengths so you could challenge us? What was the 
purpose of this?” 


“Well, first of all I was bored out of my mind. Second, I wanted to 
test out that new hammer some of the Waddle Dees were working 
on... but mostly... it’s because I’ve been thinking...” 


The King of Dreamland sighed. “How many times have I been 
forced to watch as my kingdom gets run into the ground? Dark Matter 
tried to take over three times... and now there’s the recent Marx 


incident that’s all over Pop Star now, but that was so unexpected so it 
doesn’t really count. But it really took it’s toll on the little pink guy...” 


King Dedede suddenly looked very serious. “C’mere. I wanna tell 
you something. Just Meta Knight.” 


Sword and Blade looked at the penguin, then their lord in 
confusion. He nodded to his knaves, then to the king. 


The king stood up from his throne, then walked to the only open 
door in the castle with the blue knight following. The door in the back 
of the throne room. None of the Waddle Dees or the knaves moved, 
they knew that they weren’t supposed to hear what was going to be 
said. Still, they strained to listen but couldn’t. 
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“Sir Meta Knight... that whole invasion thing... it made me do 
some thinking...” King Dedede frowned. 


“Your Majesty, Iam sincerely remorseful for—” 


The king held up his yellow gloved hand for silence. “...The truth 
was, it kind of hurt me when that happened. Ya see, I kinda thought 
of you as someone reliable. Silent, but watchful. And... they always 
say it’s the quiet ones ya gotta watch out for... but... I sorta thought 
of you as a friend.” 


The masked kinght was genuinely confused. This couldn’t be the 
real King Dedede standing before him, could it? 


“Some time ago... I heard a little of what that Knuckle Joe kid was 
saying... he said you would have made a better king than I ever 
would... and well...” 


Meta Knight opened his mouth to speak, but King Dedede somehow 
knew. He held up his hand again to silence the knight. 


“The horrible disgusting reality is... he was right...” 


The blue puff’s eyes widened. He looked up at the king, the penguin 
looked genuinely upset. 


“Sir Meta Knight... you invading made me realize... I’m not as good 
of a king as I could be. The town thinks I’m the King of Evil, and in a 
way I can understand that. I’ve done some bad things in the past...” 


The King turned away from the blue puff, the penguin’s arms 
crossed. 


“That’s why I wanted to fight you. You’re the very image of 


strength. I thought that maybe by fighting you, I could get a better 
understanding of that. See you in action. But really...” 


King Dedede turned around, a lone tear fell from the king’s eye. “I 
just... wanna be a better, stronger king...” 


“Your Majesty...” Meta Knight spoke with a firm tone. “I believe 
that you already are...” 


“ ..Heh, I... I guess I am if you think so...” King Dedede chuckled 
lightly. 


The king stared down at Meta Knight, a somewhat stern look 
occupied the penguin’s face. “Sir Meta Knight... something’ is goin’ 
on... those GSA guys... they’re here for a reason.” 


cc 


...” The knight remained silent as ever. 

“...Sir Meta Knight, I don’t really know what’s goin’ on... but I do 
know that this has gotta be a part of it. ’ve noticed how you’ve been 
actin’ lately... you’ve gotten absentminded, wandering around the 
halls aimlessly at night like a lost cat...” 
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“Tt’s alright. You don’t have to tell me anything... but... I can’t help 
but feel that something ill is rising somewhere... don’t know if it has 
to do with you... but take care of yourself, alright? It’s bad enough 
that the pink puff has been such a sad sack. He’s doing better... but...” 


The king shook his head to prevent the continuation of his 
sentence. 


“What I’m trying to say is... whatever it is that you’re looking for... 
try your hardest to find it. Don’t hurt yourself out there, alright? I 
mean, you were in the army... but ya still don’t know what’s out 
there... do ya know what I’m saying?” 


“Yes Your Majesty, I believe that I do.” Meta Knight replied. 
“Good... and this conversation...” 


“Is sealed between us. I understand your wishes.” The blue knight 
bowed as a sign of respect. 


The king opened the door, the blue knight exited the castle along 
with his knaves. Some of the Waddle Dees whispered amongst 
themselves, murmuring about what sort of conversation occurred 
behind that door. 


“Heh... good luck Sir Meta Knight... I believe in ya...” 


The king chuckled to himself, then felt a soft tap on his back. 


“AAAGH!” King Dedede turned around, hand over his heart in 
alarm. “Bandana Dee!” 


“Hello, Great King.” Bandana Dee replied cheerfully. 


“But you... I was...! How much did you... weren’t you passed out 
or something?!” 


Bandana Dee just giggled. 


“Sir Meta Knight...” Sword said as they walked away from the 
castle. “What were you and King Dedede talking about?” 


“By royal commandment, I am forbidden to speak of the 
conversation’s details.” The blue knight answered calmly. 


“But can’t you just give us a little hint? Any clue at all?” The green 
knight begged. 


“Sword, if Sir Meta Knight said that it is forbidded, then we leave it 
at that.” Blade scolded his more impatient companion. 


“Even though I am curious as well...” The pony tailed knight thought. 
“Fine...” Sword groaned. “So, where are we going to next?” 


The blue knight didn’t hear his knave, he was lost in his thoughts 
again. His Majesty had referred to him as ‘the very image of 
strength’...it was rare for anyone to receive such genuine praise from 
the king... 


And yet, from deep within his heart... Meta Knight felt as if he 
didn’t deserve any praise. 


“Surely if anyone were to know the truth...” The blue knight shivered 
inwardly. “That praise would give way to loathing...” 


Author’s Note: Uuuuugh... it’s been over two weeks since I 
updated. But I have a small list of excuses ready. 


1. Steven Universe (Amazing show. Go watch it now.) 


2. Majora’s Mask 3D (Can’t. Stop. Playing. Must save everyone 
from the moon that for some reason has a face...) 


But anyway, lots going on in this arc. First of all, I know 
nothing really exciting happened in the flashback sequence, but 
we have to get the introductions out of the way before we can get 
to the interesting stuff. Beta will be playing an important role in 


the future, so keep your eyes peeled. Also, yes a few more sectors 
as well as other soldiers with different roles will be introduced. 


Writing the King Dedede section was fun. It makes me a little 
upset when people still type cast him as a villain. He isn’t a 
villain, but he does make bad decisions sometimes. And he has a 
hard time expressing his real feelings, so he’s a bit tsundere at 
times. But I think that deep down, some of those comments and 
insults from the town and others kind of hurt him inside. 


So, next chapter our blue knight’s quest will continue. More of 
the GSA will be revealed... 


See you next time, and hopefully it won’t take half a month to 
update. 


42. The Iron Fortress 


Meta Knight and his knaves had set up camp after walking for most 
of the day. They needed time to think about their next task, and the 
sun was close to setting. The small group set up camp in a grassy field 
seemingly void of population. 


“Well, this sure brings back memories.” Sword breathed. “This is 
like the times when we camped on all those other planets before we 
came here.” 


”? 


“Yes, it certainly does.” Blade agreed. “But those were darker 


times.” 


“Tt is quite rare to find a place similar to Pop Star.” Meta Knight 
said. “I believe there is no place more peaceful that Pop Star in the 
Gamble Galaxy.” 


“Except maybe Ripple Star.” Sword interjected. “Ripple Star was 
left untouched by the war, amazingly enough.” 


“That was because Ripple Star was well known to be incredibly 
difficult to find.” The blue knight explained. “Many refugees were 
taken there to hide from the war’s influence.” 


“That was before we began following you, wasn’t it?” Blade asked. 


The blue puffball nodded. “There were many planets and stars I 
traveled before you became my knaves. The GSA soldiers were sent to 
fight Nightmare’s forces, or to aid those that were caught in the 
crossfire.” 


“ ..Why don’t you ever talk about the GSA?” Sword asked. “You 
must have done some incredible things to receive such a high rank... 
but we know so little about you even after all of these years.” 


“There are some things that are better left buried... Goodnight.” 
Meta Knight replied with a stone-like tone. 


He wrapped himself in his blankets for the night, leaving his knaves 
somewhat confused and hurt by the action. 


“.,.Let’s leave him alone for a while.” Blade suggested. Sword 
nodded, following his companion. 
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The two sat by a small pond together, the night bringing out the 
yellow fireflies’ glows. They were deeply worried for their superior. 
He had done so much for them... but they felt so useless at the 
moment. Sword and Blade wanted to help, but they didn’t know how. 


“There are some days that it seems so long ago... and other times it 
seems like it’s only been a short amount of time.” Blade sighed, 
looking at his reflection in his water. 


“What would our lives be like if we never became Sir Meta Knight’s 
knaves?” Sword thought aloud. “Would we... even be alive?” 


“No one could know what might have been. But I believe that it 
was the best choice of our lives.” Blade replied. “We were petty 
thieves before... all we had was each other.” 


“All we had was each other from the very beginning. Just Sword 
and Blade.” The darker green knight sighed. “Surviving was a struggle. 
War and death were around us... we were always hungry and poor.” 


“Nobody knew or cared whether we lived or died. We just existed.” 
Blade held his hand over his heart. “Nobody knew if we were brothers 
or cousins, or just two lost boys. We still don’t know.” 


“But... I’ve always thought of you as my brother.” Sword 
responded. “And it doesn’t matter if we are related or not, a family 
doesn’t have to be bonded by blood to be family, right?” 


“Right...” The red haired knight smiled underneath the mask. 
“But... I wonder... Sir Meta Knight was alone too... he was all alone 
when we met him...” 


Sword frowned. “He’s always been that way. Sir Meta Knight has 
been reserved and in his own company. I think we’re the only ones he 
interacts with regularly... except Kirby maybe.” 


“’..sword, I just had a thought.” Blade spoke with a serious tone. 
“What if... what if Sir Meta Knight can’t sleep because something is 
bothering him... something that he doesn’t want us to know.” 


“T thought that it might be the case, but why wouldn’t he tell us?” 


“He’s a proud man. He doesn’t go to others if there’s a problem, he 
tries to solve it himself.” Blade answered. 


“Well, obviously that method isn’t working. How long has this been 
going on that we know of?” 


“About two weeks. Maybe more.” The red haired swordsman shook 
his head. “He’s going to run himself into the ground... I don’t know 


what to do.” 
“Neither do I...” Sword said sadly. 
“,.Lets’s go back. We need to get some rest.” Blade suggested. 


They returned to their temporary campsite, feeling unsure. They 
gazed upon their lord, still within the realm of unconsciousness. Only 
something was wrong. He mumbled a bit and turned around. The blue 
knight gripped the sheets that covered him roughly in his sleep. 


“Is he waking up?” Sword whispered. 
“Shhh...” Blade shushed. 


Meta Knight began to fidget uncomfortably, much to his knaves’ 
bafflement. He tossed and turned, he breathed harder. The blue knight 
thrashed around, still not awakening despite his distress. It almost 
seemed like he was in pain. 


Sword and Blade now knew why their lord had been behaving so 
strangely. 


“Sir, wake up! Please wake up!” The knaves said as they tried to 
rouse him from his nightmare. They knew better than to touch him in 
this state. 


The blue puffball awoke with a start, his breath shallow. He didn’t 
even seem to acknowledge their presence, instead Meta Knight looked 
at his own hands as if there was something on them that Sword and 
Blade couldn’t see. 


“Sir Meta Knight, you were having a nightmare...” Sword informed 
after giving the knight a moment to catch his breath. 


No one spoke. Meta Knight looked at his own feet, refusing to look 
at his knaves. 


“'..Is this why you’ve been acting so strangely? Because of these 
nightmares?” Blade asked. 


“Sir, why didn’t you tell us?” Sword asked. 
“.. There was no reason.” The blue knight replied. 


“No reason?! We’ve been worried about you!” Sword yelled. 
“You’ve been suffering like this almost every night and we could have 
done something!” 


“Sword, there is nothing that can prevent a nightmare. It is out of 


my control, as well as yours.” Meta Knight replied before lying back 
down. 


“Sir Meta Knight, this is why you didn’t want us to accompany 
you.” Blade said, stating it more like a fact than a question. 


“There is no reason for your concern. The nightmares do not occur 
that often, I simply do not feel like sleeping at night.” 


Meta Knight really disliked lying, especially to his knaves. But he 
simply couldn’t have them prying. They would start asking questions 
and demanding answers. Answers he didn’t want to give. 


“Now, I believe that it is quite a late hour. You should sleep as well. 
We must continue our journey tomorrow. We will be going to Candy 
Mountain’s peak, where Dyna Blade resides. Goodnight.” 


The Star Warrior turned away from the two knaves, covering his 
masked face with the sheets. Meta Knight was stubborn, but they 
knew he was definitely hiding something. Reluctantly, Sword and 
Blade returned to their own makeshift beds. The two drifted off to 
sleep, despite their suspicion towards their lord. 


The soldiers of Sector H were awaiting their first official day as 
members of the GSA. Sir Arthur was supposed to give them their 
assignments... only he didn’t show up. So instead, most of the small 
group spent their time waiting in Beta’s shop. 


“Okay, you guys know the rules.” Beta began. “No touching the 
machinery, no playing with the equipment. If something says it’s 
explosive, then do not touch it. Are there any questions? No? Good.” 


“Where’s Sir Arthur? He told us to meet him here, but he’s late.” 
Jecra said, lying on the small couch in the room upside down. 


”? 


“He will arrive at any moment in the future, Jecra. 
answered, somewhat irritably. “And stop that.” 


Dragato 


Jecra groaned and shifted to lying on his back. Nonsurat was 
busying himself by admiring the armor in the room, while Dragato 
and Yamikage seemed far more interested in discussing what their 
assignments might be. 


Meta Knight simply sat on one of the stools near Beta’s counter in 
silence. He felt a bit impatient, yet excited at the same time. But they 
couldn’t get their first assignment until Sir Arthur arrived. Even so, if 
he wasn’t there then that must have meant that the green knight was 
doing something important. 


“Hey, has anyone seen Falspar?” Beta asked. 


“There are a number of possibilities concerning where he could be.” 
Dragato answered. “Although past examples show that it probably will 
lead to trouble.” 


“AAAAGH!” A familiar voice screamed. 
(watch?v = NIUA6HKRsLU) 


Falspar ran down the halls and into the shop at a breakneck speed. 
It was the fastest they had ever seen the green puff run. His expression 
was one of pure terror, he waved his arms in panic. The puff with the 
mohawk slammed the door and locked it, then placed a heavy crate in 
front. 


“They’re going to kill me! They’re going to kill me!” He screamed 
before diving headfirst behind Beta’s counter. 


“Who’s going to kill you?” Jecra asked, brimming with curiosity. 
“Garlude?” 


“Worse!” He answered, before trying to wedge himself in one of 
the cabinets of the counter, with unsuccessful results. 


“Worse than Garlude?” Jecra said incredulously. 
“Falspar, what have you done this time?” Dragato asked, hands on 
his hips. 


“Dragato, no matter what I’ve said, I’ve always sort of liked you... 
and sometimes I use your shampoo when I run out. And I was the one 
that accidentally broke the oven. Thought I would get that off my 
chest since I’m about to die anyway.” Falspar confessed, as the purple 
puff clenched his fists in anger. 


“Now hold on, buddy.” Beta grabbed Falspar by the arm before 
Dragato could lay a hand on the red haired puff. “Who’s trying to kill 
you?” 


“The Iron Fortress...” The green puff replied in a grave tone. 


“The Iron Fortress!” Jecra spat in alarm. “Oh Falspar, you’re dead! 
You're already dead!” 


“Falspar, of all the soldiers in the building to set off...” Dragato 
shook his head, voice containing a hint of worry. “It had to be The 
Iron Fortress.” 


“Who is this...‘Iron Fortress’?” Meta Knight asked. 


“You mean you don’t know?” Nonsurat asked quietly. 


“He doesn’t know because he took the training portion with Sir 
Arthur!” Falspar explained. “The Iron Fortress was with us during 
training with Kit! Oh, Meta! ’'m going to die! There are so many 
things in life I haven’t gotten to do!” 


“Falspar, it’s gonna be alright... maybe...” Beta stammered. “Now 
where can we stuff you that you won’t be found? What did you do 


anyway?” 


“So I was walking in the hall. And then I said, ‘How’s the weather 
up there?’ That’s it!...0h, dear mercy!” 


Suddenly, the door was flung open. The crate flying across the floor 
as if it was a plastic bottle. Standing was a round shadowy silhouette 
with glowing red oval shaped eyes without pupils. The figure stepped 
into the room, revealing themselves to be a puffball. 


(watch?v = JIk10C4Isoc) 


This puffball had black colored skin like Beta, and red feet to match 
their eyes. This soldier was covered almost head to foot in sharp 
pointy armor, even the white gloves had small little spikes on the 
knuckles. The shoulder guards red with silver spikes on the sides and a 
red cape with small holes in the fabric. 


The mask resembled a skull almost, with two openings at the top 
for the soldiers horns. Candy corn colored horns with two points on 
each one. Most interestingly, this puffball had hair. Black hair tied 
back into a messy ponytail. This puffball clearly was bigger than any 
of the other puffballs in the room, and seemed far stronger in terms of 
muscle. 


And despite the soldier’s formidable size, strength, and gruff 
exterior... 


This soldier was female. 


She growled in a frightening manner, her eyes locked on Falspar. 
The green puff squeaked, visibly shaking. The formidable woman 
stepped closer and closer to him, with each step her armor clanged 
loudly. 


Meta Knight rose from his spot, then stood in front of her path to 
Falspar. The black haired puffball narrowed her eyes in slight 
confusion, then a chuckle of amusement escaped her throat. 


“So, you're the guy Sir Arthur chose, huh? I was expecting someone 
a little more impressive. Now move aside, I got business to take care 
of.” 


The blue Star Warrior still didn’t budge. Even though he wasn’t 
very fond of the red haired puff, Meta Knight had a strong sense of 
justice. He absolutely would not turn a blind eye in this situation, in 
the case there actually was a chance that this puffball would harm the 
green puff. 


The black Star Warrior smirked. “You got something to say to me, 
little man?” 


Before Meta Knight could react, the woman held her hand above 
her head. A large spear, far larger than anyone in the room had seen 
before, materialized in her gloved hand. The spear was well polished 
and sharpened, and small red glowing lines ran along the spearhead. 
Her weapon seemed unnatural, almost as if it wasn’t made by a 
regular being. 


Falspar shook violently in fear, he looked like he would faint at any 
second. 


Still, Meta Knight showed no signs of fear or hesitation, despite the 
heavy weapon in his sights. The tension was so thick in the air, it 
could be sliced in half with a knife. 


“Gisela, quit playing around with the new boys! We have more 
important things to do!” Another female voice had entered the room. 


(watch?v = 2bd4NId7 GiA) 


Now standing in the doorway were three other puffs, all apparently 
in the same sector as this ‘Gisela’. 


The puff that had spoken was colored orange, with fiery red hair 
styled like twin drills. Her red feet covered by what looked like metal 
high heels tapped impatiently. Her green eyes held a feeling of 
superiority, high maintenance in a way. 


Her mask was certainly a strange one. The shape seemed most akin 
to a large pair of sunglasses, like a masquerade mask, instead of 
wearing armor that should be suitable for war. The puff’s light purple 
cape flowed around her, while she held a chain whip in a gloved left 
hand. 


The second puff looked a bit older than the others, her lemony 
yellow skin stood out in the room as well as a pair of purple eyes. 
There wasn’t a strand of hair on her head, and on her orange feet were 
what looked like gladiator sandals. 


The yellow puff held a staff in her hand, the cape she donned was a 
calming deep green. On the woman’s mask was a kanji symbol carved 


onto the forehead, which translated to ‘peace’. 


The third and final puff in the group was colored a light pink, with 
curly light blonde hair that stopped at her back. She wore no armor, 
and her eyes were a pretty blue. Red feet shifted from side to side 
nervously, the pink puffs eyes drifting from Gisela to Meta Knight 
anxiously. 


“Gisela, I said, come on!” The orange puff barked, rattling her 
chain whip for emphasis. “We were finally given a high class mission 
to Halfmoon, and you weren’t even there when Sir Arthur gave us the 
announcement! And when I found you, what do I see? You playing 
with a couple of new boys!” 


949? 


“Wasn’t playing with em’!” Gisela shouted. “You got lucky this 
time, you needle-noggined idiot!” 


Falspar hid behind Beta and Meta Knight, the green puff 
whimpering. 


“Well, if you’re finished, it would be lovely if you would cooperate 
with your team! We’re going to Halfmoon, in case if you weren’t 
listening!” The red haired girl huffed. 


“Yeah, yeah... I heard ya, Candy.” Gisela brushed off her ranting 
with a bored tone. 


“Candeloro! My name is Candeloro!” The orange puff fumed. 


“Easy.” The yellow puff spoke in a gentle calm voice. “There is no 
sense in getting so angry. Halfmoon has been dangerous during this 
time. We can’t accomplish anything if our team is constantly fighting 
amongst each other. We need to save our energy for the enemy.” 


“Yeah...” Candeloro sighed. “I know Shenandoah... but sometimes 
Gisela is just... just... ugh!” 


“Hey, I’m still here... ’'d watch it if I were you.” The black puff 
narrowed her eyes. 


“You have no power over me!” 
“Neither do you, princess!” 


The two began to bicker, only for the pink puff to quietly interject. 
“Girls... the ship is leaving in three minutes.” 


“Oh my gosh! Letty, why didn’t you say something?!” Candeloro 
grabbed the blonde puff by the arm followed by a yelp from her as she 
dragged Letty towards the ship station area. Gisela and Shenandoah 
sprinted closely behind them. 


Falspar breathed a sigh of relief. “I’m... I’m alive! I’m alive!” 


“Whoo boy... that was a close one.” Beta whistled. “If Meta Knight 
hadn’t stalled her off long enough, you would surely be dead.” 


“Thank you, Meta! Oh, I'll repay you one day... maybe!” The green 
puff hugged the blue knight, much to his immediate discomfort. 


“Oh, I’m just so happy to be alive! Dragato, I take back one fifth of 
all the rotten things I’ve ever said about you!” 


“My, how generous...” Dragato mumbled in sarcasm, Falspar didn’t 
seem to catch on. 


“Your welcome Draggy!” 
The purple puff lightly scoffed at the red haired man’s idiocy. 


“Perhaps I have missed something vital... who were those women?” 
Meta Knight asked. 


“Those four are members of Sector S. They’ve been in the GSA a bit 
longer than we have... and they’re exceptional.” Jecra explained. 


“Gisela, The Iron Fortress, is the strength of the group.” Beta 
shuddered. “That spear of hers you got a face full of? That’s Gungnir, 
an ancient magical spear. It’s unbreakable, never tarnishes, and never 
loses it’s edge. It’s truly legendary.” 


“Meta Knight, that was crazy! Standing in front of her like that!” 
The puff with the mohawk said with wide eyes. 


“T do not see the reason for an uproar. If Sir Arthur got word of any 
soldier harming others, he would certainly put a stop to it.” The blue 
Star Warrior replied. 


As if on cue, Sir Arthur entered the room with Garlude. 
(watch?v = Ty VOipdXVWO) 


“['m sorry everyone! I was giving out assignments, then I was 
helping Garlude send a message to her family. I’m very late! And...” 


The leader of the GSA glanced around the room. He looked at the 
door, noticing the broken lock a well as the nearly smashed crate on 
the floor. 


“’..What... what happened?” Sir Arthur asked in a bewildered tone 
of voice. 


“Sir Arthur, you'll never believe it! I almost died!” Falspar yelled 
before anyone else could speak. 


“Sir Falspar... Beta told you explicitly not to touch anything labeled 
dangerous in here.” Sir Arthur sighed. 


“No Sir, it was Gisela.” Jecra spoke. 
“Gisela? What about Gisela?” 


“She was angry with Falspar after he made a truly harmless joke, he 
meant no disrespect.” Beta answered. “She chased him in here, and 
Meta Knight stood up. She took out Gungnir and—” 


Sir Arthur gasped. “Sir Meta Knight, Sir Falspar! Are either of you 
hurt?” 


“No, we have not been harmed in the slightest.” Meta Knight 
answered, somewhat overwhelmed by Arthur’s immediate 
attentiveness towards them. 


“Gisela... I-’m sorry everyone... if I had arrived sooner...” Arthur 
shook his head shamefully. “And she’s at Halfmoon now. I'll have to 
talk to her when she returns! She always had a slight temper... but she 
never drew a weapon on someone before! I wonder if there’s 
something troubling her...” 


“Sir Arthur, this is my fault.” Garlude interjected. “If I hadn’t 
distracted you—” 


“No Lady Garlude, contacting your family was important. Do not be 
ashamed for that. It’s my duty to oversee everyone in this army is 
safe... but... this is so odd for her. Gisela has had a few rages, but this 
seems so different... Nevertheless, I will see to it that something is 
done.” 


Sir Arthur smiled. “Now, for your first mission as Sector H...” 


Author’s Note: What’s this? Two updates in one week? Has 
Leer got her edge back? Even though this chapter is a bit shorter 
than the last... but anyway... 


Sector S does play an important part to the storyline. They’re 
also the first female puffs that have appeared so far, and soldiers 
too. It took a while to come up with designs, names, and 
personalities for them. 


Gisela was inspired quite a bit by Kyouko Sakura and Sugilite. 
She’s incredibly strong, and has a hair trigger temper. When 
designing her, if human I had pictured her as Roman or Greek, 
having warrior’s blood in her. 


Candeloro was quite inspired by Mami Tomoe, at least hair 


wise. I would say she’s Dragato’s counterpart, also being a 
tactician and loves to be acknowledged as intelligent and in 
charge. I’m not sure why, but for some reason I really picture her 
as being Italian. 


Shenandoah was based around monks, generally being the 
peace maker of the group and keeps Candeloro and Gisela in 
their places. She’s sort of the Sir Arthur of Sector S, wise and 
understanding. She hardly ever gets angry, and if she does it’s 
certainly a justifiable reason for anger. 


Letty... is a bit hard to describe. She was intended to be a bit of 
a parody on those ’beautiful and pretty princess OCs...’ only she’s 
in the wrong story. Now, she isn’t obnoxiously perfect or self 
centered, and she’s not royalty or anything. If she was in a 
typical cliche shoujo story, she would be right at home. But 
instead, she’s in a story where there’s a war going on and she had 
to get involved. She really is quite average compared to her 
teammates, and because of that, she’s really mostly seen as a 
pretty face. Not a warrior amazon like the others, but Gisela 
wants to make her into one. 


Well, that should be enough for now on the ladies of Sector S. 
We'll see more of them later, but for now enjoy the chapter. I’ll 
try to update soon. 


43. First Mission 


Author’s Note: Okay, I know I usually do this at the end of the 
chapter, but please bear with me a moment. A guest reviewer 
who called themselves ‘Wiskjdueusjdj’ pointed out how Sword 
and Blade have been referred to as knaves and how they looked 
up the definition of the word and was upset. However, 
Wiskjdueusjdj, you only read one definition of the word. ‘Knave’ 
has multiple meanings. It can mean a scoundrel or an 
untrustworthy man, but it also has many other meanings. 


Knave can mean a servant, a henchman, a soldier on a card, or 
even a squire. Knave can also be a term of endearment, or the 
term for a younger boy, henceforth the meaning of ‘my gentle 
knaves’. I asked my English teacher about this, and he teaches 
England literature and Middle English. He did confirm that this 
was true. 


I really am sorry if there was any misunderstanding, and I am 
glad that you were defending Sword and Blade’s honor 
Wiskjdueusjdj. But whenever they were referred to as knaves, I 
meant it in the context of calling them ‘his boys’. They aren’t full 
knights since they never were properly knighted by the GSA, so 
that’s why they are never referred to as ‘sir’ or ‘knight’. Meta 
Knight, though he did become high in command, still did not 
have the power to knight them. So that’s why they are still 
referred to as knaves. 


So Wiskjdueusjdj, I hope this clears up the misunderstanding. 
I’m sorry if that upset you. Meta Knight does hold high respect 
and faith in Sword and Blade. Him calling them his knaves, his 
boys, is his own small way of showing that he does indeed care 
about them much much more than he lets on. I’m really sorry I 
wasn’t too clear on that. 


Another thing before I get onto the story. I have received 
numerous amounts of reviews or messages asking about a Smash 
Bros. arc and whether or not I’ll be doing it. Okay, first of all, I 
wasn’t really planning to at first because though I do own Smash 
Bros. and have played it and several other Nintendo games (I am 
a nerd/geek after all), Iam not completely familiar with some of 
the characters like Fire Emblem, Xenoblade, and Metal Gear Solid 
(I do like Marth though. Something about him is very interesting 


to me. Maybe because he looks so soft faced?) 


Two, I have thought of making a spin off, but this would be 
after a certain character is introduced in The After Story to be a 
part of it. I have put some thought into it, so maybe it’s a 
possibility. I don’t know. I will have to think deeply on it. But 
there’s something that really really needs to happen first in The 
After Story until I can. But I’ve been getting so so many messages 
and questions about it, so instead of answering them 
individually, [ll just post it here for convenience. 


Okay, I’m finished. Leer Justice has stepped off her cleaning 
substance box. You may read my mediocre story that for some 
reason has over 23,000 views now. Leer Justice out. 


“Tm sooo hungry!” Sword complained to his brother. 
“Sword, not now. I’m trying to focus on the map.” 


“Look and see if there’s a diner nearby.” The green knight prodded 
him. 

Blade sighed, deciding it would be best to ignore his companion. 
Ah, the joys of being the mature sibling. 


After a few moments of much needed silence, the green knight 
gasped loudly. 


“Oh... my...” Sword said in awe, pointing in some direction. 


“Sword, what is it no—” Blade dropped the map in shock. “I-It can’t 
bes.” 


Meta Knight turned to the direction the green knight was pointing, 
he too was at a loss for words. 


In that direction stood a small shack, a local restaurant on the edge 
of Dreamland’s border. However, that wasn’t what interested the small 
group of three knights. No, it was who was in front of the restaurant. 


A small man stood at the door, sweeping the porch. He wore a pair 
of sunglasses and looked quite human. Only his feet and height gave 
away the fact that this man wasn’t human. 


“,.Is that... Customer Service?” Sword uttered, gob smacked. 


It couldn’t be anyone else but the once employee of Holy 
Nightmare Enterprises. However, instead of his snappy suit, he wore a 
plain uniform for an employee. 


(watch?v = ofmwgjzilec) 


The three knights wordlessly approached the disdainfully sweeping 
short man. He looked up from his task and grimaced. 


“Ugh, just when I thought it couldn’t get any worse...” He 
muttered. 


“Well, look who it is. Say, didn’t you die or something?” Sword 
asked. 


“T only wish...” Customer Service grumbled. “What do you want?” 
“ ..How are you still alive?” Blade asked. 


“There was an escape pod on the ship. I crashed on a foreign 
planet, and I spent time as a space hobo for a while in disguise. I 
hopped from space ship to space ship. I ended up here, working a 
dead end job for mediocre pay.” 


“How the mighty have fallen.” Sword chuckled. 


“So... I suppose you’ve come to gloat.” The man grimaced. “You 
won. Nightmare is dead and gone. And I’m... nothing. Nothing but 
some Fryboy...” 


“If you are expecting sympathy from us, prepare yourself for a long 
wait.” Meta Knight remarked. 


“Not even a little, hmm? Just as well, you have no reason to. I 
suppose I didn’t feel any sympathy for my actions before... until 
karma came in the form of a grease trap and a spatula...” He replied 
with a wistful expression. 


“You know, I suppose that many would be interested in the fact 
that you are alive...” The red-haired knave said. 


cc 


...l’ll give you a free breakfast if that fact stays between us.” 


Chris the Janitor felt his eyes open, but he still couldn’t see 
anything. Everything was black. 


“I’ve become blind!” The janitor panicked. “Or I’ve become trapped in 
a realm of eternal darkness!...Or maybe I’m just in a really dark closet.” 


The orange Waddle Dee tried to move, however his body wouldn’t 
cooperate with his wishes. 


“Apparently I have also become crippled... how will I mop the floors?... 
How will I dance with my mop? No wait... I can move my feet. And... I’m 
sitting on something...” 


The janitor soon realized that he wasn’t blind or in a realm of 
eternal darkness... he was blindfolded. Chris had been restrained to a 
chair with thick ropes. He struggled with little success. 


“Come out you coward!...Or cowards! When His Majesty finds that 
the windows were not washed, he will be most upset!” Chris yelled. 


The Waddle Dee’s blindfold was removed. He soon found his 
location... he was in a closet inside the castle... 


Chris the Janitor was thoroughly confused. 


“Welcome... Chris the Janitor... we know that you know something 
we want to know...” A voice said from behind him. 


“’,.Pardon? Wait a minute... are you a mob boss? No... you sound 
too stupid...” Chris pondered. 


“T am not stupid! I’m a genius! And I have awesome hair too!” 


A green puff with a red mohawk stood in front of the restrained 
janitor. Chris sweat dropped. 


(Leer Justice: For added hilarity, please play the song ‘Crime 
Time 2’ from this point on. You will not be able to keep a straight 
face. I tried.) 

(watch?v = WsaGwFwPjko) 


“Oh... it’s you... guy...” The Waddle Dee’s voice faltered. “Sooo... 
how about you let me go, and I won’t report you. I have windows to 
wash.” 


“Forget your windows!” Falspar boomed dramatically. “We can do 
this the easy way or the hard way, Chris the Janitor. You tell me what 
I want to know, and everything will go smoothly.” 


“What do you want with this handsome janitor?!” Chris cried out. 
“T wanna know about The Broken Village.” Falspar grinned. 
“ ..That information is confidential.” 


“Aha! So you admit it!” The green puff pointed at the bewildered 
janitor. 


“_,.Admit what? I’ve admitted nothing.” 
“Exactly!” The red haired soldier nodded with a smirk. 


“'..Is this going to make sense anytime soon?” Chris asked, utterly 
confused for the hundredth time in the past ten minutes. 


“Ah... but you see... you aren’t admitting anything because...” 
Falspar pounded the table in the small closet with his fists. “You’re a 


spy! 0 


ce 


...” Chris was done trying to figure out this green puff. The 
Waddle Dee concluded that the red haired knight was simply an idiot. 


“No response? No denial?! Surely it must be true!” 
“..How did you survive the war again?” Chris asked. 


“Because I was too awesome...” Falspar smirked. “You can gaze at 
my incredibleness later. Now, I want answers.” 


“You'll never make me talk! NEVEEER!” The Waddle Dee cried in 
protest. 


“Oh, but I can...” A grin that was meant to be frightening formed 
on Falspar’s face, only it came off as more cheesy that threatening. 


The green puff pulled out a lamp and placed it over the orange 
Waddle Dee. The restrained janitor winced at the bright light. 


“Where’s The Broken Village?” 


“T can’t tell you. That’s classified— OW!” Chris yelped when his 
cheek was pinched by a gloved hand. 


“Tell me where The Broken Village is.” 
“T really need to wash the windows! OW!” 


“After you tell me what I need to know you can wash your precious 
windows!” 


“T can’t tell you! There are things there that weren’t meant for 
mortal eyes! OW!” 


“We can do this all night if you want.” Falspar smirked. “Where’s 
The Broken Village?!” 


“T can’t tell you! I won’t tell you! NEVERRR!” Chris cried out in 
protest. 


“This is one stubborn robot...” Falspar sighed. 
“ .. WHAAAT?! You think ’'m a ROBOT?!” 


“T don’t think, I know.” The green puff tried to pull off a serious 
expression... but failed. 


“That’s the most ridiculous thing ’ve ever heard!” The janitor was 
flabbergasted. 


“Chris the Janitor, you like techno music, do you not?” 
“Of course, yeah! Has a great electronic beat and—” 


“AHA!” Falspar pointed dramatically. “That is undeniable proof 
that you are indeed... a robot!” 


“...Who wrote this junk?” The janitor would have been frowning if 
he had a mouth. 


“Look...” Chris sighed. “It’s been a real... special... experience, but 
I need to go do my job. I can’t tell you anything, so-OW! Would you 
stop doing that?!” 


“Not until I get answers, Chris!” Falspar pinched his cheek again. 


“T told you that I ca-OW! Leer Justice, please save me!” 


(watch?v = nSR30XdxxIU) 


“Ah, that was the most satisfying breakfast I’ve ever had.” Sword 
sighed in bliss. 


“The fact that it was courtesy of our past enemy made it even more 
justified.” Blade agreed. 


“Tt seems karma has come to make him pay for his past dues.” Meta 
Knight said. “He seemed miserable.” 


“And justly so!” Sword cheered. “It’s cosmic payback for being 
Nightmare’s right hand.” 


“But... shouldn’t we tell someone that Customer Service survived? 
He was presumed dead, after all.” Blade asked. 


“No, it isn’t necessary.” The blue knight answered. “He is no longer 
a threat by himself. Under Nightmare’s hand, he was a powerful foe. 
Now he has no one to serve... except for the restaurant’s manager of 
course.” 


Meta Knight couldn’t lie. The fact that Customer Service, their 
longtime enemy, had become the slave of fast food made the Star 
Warrior feel a bit warm and fuzzy inside. It was truly a grand 
sensation. 


“T suppose that’s true...” Blade mused. 


“And maybe we can keep blackmailing him for free food...” Sword 
rubbed his hands together. 


“Tempting, but we have other matters to attend to at the moment.” 


Meta Knight interjected. “We are traveling to Dyna Blade’s nest on 
Candy Mountain. There, I will ask her to battle with me.” 


“But... why so?” Sword asked nervously. 


“...Sir Arthur once told me that sometimes the best way for an 
instructor to learn is to observe the student. I will retrace Kirby’s 
steps, and only then will I have a better understanding of how to find 
myself.” 


“So... we’re learning from Kirby...” The red haired knight thought 
aloud. “Although I am confused, I suppose it will make more sense in 
time.” 


“Where to now, milord?” Sword asked. 


“We laid down to rest in Peanut Plains, so our next destination is 
Mallow Castle.” The blue puff answered. 


“Mallow Castle? I’ve heard of it... but we’ve never been there 
before.” Blade said with interest. “Isn’t the castle abandoned for some 
reason?” 


“Yeah, it’s true.” Sword nodded. “It’s been abandoned for years. 
Now I’ve heard that criminals go there often for whatever reason. The 
Mallow Castle’s turned into a shady place for seedy characters.” 


“But... what could have caused a flourishing castle to become 
abandoned? Especially one so close to other villages? Certainly 
something must have happened.” Blade theorized. 


“Tt certainly is curious.” His brother agreed. “Sir Meta Knight, 
perhaps you might know something about-Sir Meta Knight?” 


The blue knight had returned to his realm of thought once more, 
his knaves’ voices being drowned out. Though his feet were moving, 
he paid no attention to where he was being taken. Memories were 
resurfacing, and Meta Knight had no way of holding them back. 


A voyage to Floria, that was their mission. 


Sir Arthur had divided the members of Sector H into smaller groups 
to cover more ground. Nonsurat and Yamikage, Falspar and Dragato 
(much to the former’s dismay). 


And Meta Knight had been paired with Garlude and Jecra. 


Meta Knight had nothing against Garlude, but Jecra was far too 
upbeat for his tastes. The man seemed determined to get the blue 


knight to be ‘buddies’ with him. Only the blonde really had no sense 
of personal space or respect of privacy. 


(watch?v = LSItsIDToSY) 


“So, how do you know Sir Arthur? Where did you live before 
joining the GSA? Do you have any siblings? A girlfriend? What’s your 
favorite food? Do you like freeform jazz?” 


The blonde was asking a string of questions that were completely 
unrelated to the task at hand. They were assigned to aid the people of 
Floria, not to suddenly host talk shows with each other. Jecra was 
very persistent, and didn’t seem to take the hint when Meta Knight 
remained silent after each question. 


They were setting up camp at the moment near the village they 
were supposed to aid. This gave the blonde plenty of time to harass 
the blue Star Warrior. 


“Come on! Give me something to work with!” The fighter leaned 
closer to the much shorter puff. “Aaah!” 


Garlude had grabbed the man’s pointy ear and jerked him back. 
“Jecra, leave him alone. I can understand if you’re trying to make Sir 
Meta Knight feel welcome, but goodness man, give him some space!” 


“Ow ow ow! You said you were going to stop doing that!” Jecra 
complained childishly. 


“T said nothing.” Garlude chuckled. “Sir Meta Knight, speak 
whenever you feel comfortable enough.” 


Meta Knight simply nodded in her direction, then turned away from 
the two. 


“Ow... my ear still hurts...” The blonde rubbed his ear. “They were 
just simple questions...” 


“You know how you don’t like it when I pull your ear?” 


“Yeah, how could I not know?!” The fighter still rubbed his ear 
with a visible frown on his lips. 


“Well, that’s probably what he feels like.” The purple skinned 
woman explained. “Sometimes it’s okay to be quiet. It’s actually quite 
refreshing.” 


“But... he just seems so lonely...” The blonde sighed. “I think he 
wants to say something, but he doesn’t want to at the same time... 
you get what I’m trying to say, right?” 


“Jecra, have some patience.” Garlude said, but in an understanding 
tone. 


“Mmm...” The blonde pouted. 


Their camp was set after much work, and night had soon fell on the 
village. Neither of the three felt tired, but they knew rest would be 
needed. Two would sleep while one stood guard for a while, then they 
would switch. That was the plan for their watch. Only fate had 
different intentions. 


The three warriors were returning to their camp after getting more 
familiar with the surrounding area, when suddenly a cold wind swept 
through. The leaves on the trees around them had turned shades or 
red, brown, and orange. The leaves fell to the ground gently, dancing 
downward in the evening air. 


“What the...?” Jecra said, utterly baffled. “Wasn’t it just summer 
moments ago?” 


Then as quickly as fall came, it suddenly transitioned into summer 
once again, the leaves on the ground suddenly floated back into the 
air as if someone had reversed the process. The trees were now a deep 
shade of green, and the air returned to it’s warm temperature. 


“Oh my... how is this even possible?” Garlude said with awe. 


Meta Knight was inwardly just as shocked. A planet that could 
apparently rapidly change seasons was unheard of until now. Did Sir 
Arthur know about the planet’s constantly fluctuating season changes? 
Perhaps not, certainly their leader would have told them something so 
important. 


“There’s nothing we can do about it. We’ll just have to endure the 
weather changes.” Garlude said after the shock faded away. 


“You mean ignore it?” Jecra bit the side of his glove in his anxiety. 
“But what if a huge tornado comes through because of the crazy 
weather?...Or a hurricane?! Or a huge thunderstorm?! Volcanoes 
erupting... earthquakes... sinkholes... a giant hailstorm?!” 


The man suddenly paused from his rambling, his eyes grew wide. 
“Or... all of them happening at the same time?!” 


“Jecra, I highly doubt it.” Garlude smirked. “But if it makes you 
feel any better, ’ll keep watch first so you can rest. It sounds like you 
need it.” 


“But it could happen!” The man argued. 


Garlude chuckled at the blonde, but her laughter died down quickly 
when she turned to their tent. 


Their campsite was in ruins. 
(watch?v = JgKqfDRoiSA) 


The tent was torn to shreds, their food was strode about the ground 
half eaten, and their crate of supplies was crushed into bits. 


The perpetrator was lying in the remains of their tent gnawing on a 
bone from the meat in their supplies. It was a large quadruped 
creature that resembled a large fiendish armadillo. It’s claws were 
long and yellow with sharp points, and it’s hide was thick. It’s long 
tail flicked back and forth in an almost taunting manner. 


It was a Demon Beast. 


It’s red eyes turned towards the three soldiers, licking it’s lips with 
it’s long tongue. As it stood up the three drew their weapons and 
prepared to battle the beast. With a terrifying screech, it jumped 
towards them with it’s claws raised. 


Jecra charged towards the beast, his golden sword in hand swung 
across it’s side. The attack had little effect, as it’s thick hide protected 
it from damage. The armadillo-like creature flicked it’s large tail at the 
blonde, sending him crashing into the trunk of a nearby tree. 


Meta Knight blocked the Demon Beast’s clawed attacks with his 
sword. With the beast distracted by the blue knight, it gave Garlude 
an opening. She jumped into the air, then stabbed it’s tail with her 
blade. 


The armadillo creature let out a wail, standing on it’s hind feet. It 
suddenly rolled into a ball, then with incredible speed rolled away 
from the trio opposite of the village. It was too fast for them to follow 
the beast. 


“It’s getting away! We need to follow it!” Jecra stood up, feeling 
pain from the impact moments earlier in his back. 


“Jecra, we can’t chase after that thing! It’s too fast. We’ll have to 
wait for it to come back or lure it in later and finish it off.” Garlude 
crossed her arms. 


(watch?v = mk1rIwGR6q0) 


“At the very least, we have wounded it somewhat significantly.” 
Meta Knight spoke. “Lady Garlude, you were excellent to have 
pinpointed the Demon Beast’s vulnerable spot with such ease.” 


The woman looked taken aback, then smiled. “Thank you, Sir Meta 
Knight. You were able to hold it off long enough so I could get to it’s 
tail. You deserve some credit too.” 


“But the Demon Beast is still roaming somewhere freely. We must 
stay on high alert until it’s no longer a threat.” 


Garlude sighed. “Our camp is a mess though. We have nothing to 
eat, nowhere to sleep, and there’s a dangerous creature nearby that’s 
already angered. Our first mission is turning more eventful than I 
thought.” 


“Well look at it this way, Garlude.” Jecra grinned. “At least it’s not 
raini—” 

A clap of thunder interrupted the man’s sentence. The trio began to 
feel water droplets on their skin. 


Garlude narrowed her eyes. “Excuse me, what were you going to 
say?” 
“Nothing! Absolutely nothing!” Jecra replied quickly. 


Suddenly, a female Chilly appeared before them. “Excuse me... are 
you three GSA soldiers?” 


“Yes ma’am, we are.” Garlude answered. 
“Goodness, is this your campsite? What happened?” 
“Demon Beast, ma’am.” Jecra replied. 


The Chilly immediately tensed. “There’s... one... here? Come with 
me. It’s raining, and I heard thunder. I run the inn in the village. You 
can tell me about the beast on the way there.” 


The trio began to give more details on the Demon Beast they 
encountered as they reached the inn. The Chilly gave a small gasp. 


“It would certainly be hard to miss something so monstrous here. 
We haven’t ever dealt with a Demon Beast before. No one on Floria 
has... but, you are here to help us, yes?” 


“That’s correct ma’am!” The blonde smiled. “Say, you wouldn’t 
happen to know what this crazy weather is about, right?” 


The Chilly shook her head. “No... this has only happened in the 
past year. There’s no explanation for it that I can provide... because of 
it, we have enough difficulties even without a monster shambling 
around.” 


“T promise you, we’ll do everything we can to defeat the Demon 


Beast.” Garlude reassured. 


“Thank you... thank you so much.” The Chilly breathed a sigh of 
relief. “Until that time arrives, please rest here for the night. There’s 
no telling how long this storm will last, especially with the 
unpredictable weather changes lately.” 


“Let us know if anyone sees it again. We'll get up and take care of 
it.” Jecra said before entering his room. 


Garlude entered her own room while Jecra and Meta Knight took 
the other spare room. The blue knight knew that he needed rest, but 
his body wouldn’t comply with his wishes. Knowing that he would 
soon fight that beast... 


“Hey...” Jecra whispered from the bed on the opposite side of the 
room. “You can’t sleep either?” 


“No.” 


“JT just can’t rest until I know that thing can’t hurt anyone... it’s still 
out there somewhere, and we were lucky we came out unscathed...” 


“Jecra, you do realize that we will be fighting several more Demon 
Beasts in the future. Hordes in fact.” Meta Knight pointed out. 


“Yeah... I know... but it’s not me I’m worried about.” Jecra’s frown 
was still visible to the blue knight even in the dark from across the 
room. “I’m worried about the people here... they can’t defend 
themselves against that... thing.” 


“That is why we are here. To protect the people who cannot protect 
themselves. That is our purpose as soldiers of the Galaxy Soldier 
Army.” The blue Star Warrior answered. 


“Right... but... I hope we can defeat it in time. Before anyone is 
seriously hurt....Goodnight.” The blonde turned over towards the 
wall, the anxiety gnawing at his mind. 


Meta Knight could understand the feeling. Every few minutes, he 
would look out the room’s window in search of red eyes in the night. 
It was bound to come for the village. Demon Beasts were mostly wired 
to target places with civilians, after all. Waiting for the beast’s 
inevitable arrival was nervewracking. 


But they couldn’t fail this mission. Sir Arthur was counting on 
them. These people were depending on them. Perhaps Arthur knew 
about the Demon Beast here and sent them to prepare themselves for 
future attacks? 


“No. Sir Arthur would have informed us. Something else must have 
known we would arrive on Floria at this time.” Meta Knight confirmed. 


Not that the knowledge of this made it any better. What sort of 
situation were the others in? Were Falspar and Dragato dealing with 
their own Demon Beast, as well as Nonsurat and Yamikage? This kept 
his mind up as well. They were still his sector members, after all. 


The blue Star Warrior wouldn’t be getting any sleep that night, 
Jecra and Garlude wouldn’t be either. They wouldn’t have too long of 
a wait for the Demon Beast to arrive. 


Because the growl of the beast was heard outside of the building. 


Author’s Note: So, quite a bit this chapter. Customer Service is 
alive but has become a slave of the fast food industry. Yes, he 
will be significant later. Especially after this arc. Also, Chris the 
Janitor wasn’t in real danger... maybe. Depends on how safe one 
would feel about being the hostage of an idiot. When Sir Arthur 
said to get information, I don’t think this was what he had in 
mind. Falspar baby, no... 


Also, Sector H’s first mission. They start off a little small, but 
all legends begin somewhere. Besides, I think anyone that could 
fight a giant armadillo monster deserves some praise. And this is 
their first Demon Beast. Imagine the ones I might cook up later 
»mhmm. 


So, Leer Justice has spoken enough. The next chapter should 
be written soon, since I think I know which direction I’m going 
in, maybe. 


Leer Justice, out. 


44. The Heart of a Star Warrior 


Mallow Castle was exactly as described. The old castle looked like it 
had been left untouched for ages, and it was in a state of disrepair. 
The walls were crumbled somewhat and some parts of the floor had 
plant life growing between the cracks. Even though it was in daylight, 
the castle still had an unsettling atmosphere. 


(watch?v = 60eMm8Awp38) 
“So... this is Mallow Castle.” Blade surveyed the building. 


“The name is really misleading. It sounds like a colorful cheerful 
place, not a place that looks like it hasn’t seen civilization in decades.” 
Sword commented, swatting a spider web away. 


“Tt once was. Mallow Castle once had a king and royalty.” Meta 
Knight informed. “But that was long ago. Something in history 
changed that.” 


“But what? As far as I know, there weren’t many wars that ever 
happened on Pop Star.” Sword wondered aloud. “But of course there 
are other reasons that a king’s rule could end.” 


“The answer was lost in the flow of time. There are theories, yes, 
but only a small trace of information can be found. It certainly is 
puzzling for a thriving castle to suddenly become so dilapidated.” 


“You don’t know either, Sir Meta Knight?” Blade asked, somewhat 
surprised. 


“T do not have the answer to everything. I simply read in my spare 
time and hear rumors often.” Meta Knight chuckled softly. “You both 
hold such high respect for me.” 


“Well... you always seem to know what to do...” Blade responded. 
“You're wise, courageous, strong...” 


“And you're always so calm too.” Sword added. “You don’t panic or 
get scared during times of crisis. You’re the strongest warrior in the 
galaxy.” 


“Now, I wouldn’t go that far.” Meta Knight responded sternly. 
“There are certainly others that are far superior than I.” 


“Like who? Who could possibly be better?” They asked with 


interest. 


Meta Knight frowned. “Sir Arthur, of course. I thought you would 
have known that.” 


“Sir Arthur? I mean, yes he does have interesting armor... but what 
has he done that was so spectacular?” Sword inquired. 


“He created the GSA. He stood up against Nightmare in a time 
where fear reigned. There were others before him that formed small 
armies, but failed. No one came so close to victory than Sir Arthur 
against Nightmare. He is the ideal warrior.” 


“That is quite spectacular...” Sword agreed. 


“What was he like as a leader?” The red haired knight wanted to 
know more. 


“He truly was and still is a father to his men. Sir Arthur is patient 
and understanding, if there was ever any conflict among the GSA, he 
would listen to both sides before coming to any conclusion. He was 
incredible in battle, and he’s fought hordes of Demon Beasts single- 
handedly. He does have a few... odd quirks, but he is still an 
exceptional warrior.” 


Meta Knight’s eyes were glowing blue the entirety of his 
explanation, much to the amusement of his knaves. The blue Star 
Warrior’s fondness for his leader was actually how they felt towards 
him. But seeing their lord like this... was certainly something new. 


“Sir Meta Knight... there’s been something on my mind... but I 
haven’t been sure how to ask.” Sword began somewhat nervously. 


“What would that be?” Meta Knight could sense his knave’s 
hesitation. 


“Well... actually never mind. I’ll ask when I can word it better.” 
Sword waved his hands. “I don’t really know how to ask it at the 
moment...” 


“...Very well then. When you are ready, I will listen.” The blue 
knight nodded, but inwardly felt quite curious as to what Sword 
wanted to know. 


Meta Knight began to walk ahead through the damaged castle with 
his knaves trudging behind. 


“What were you going to ask him?” Blade whispered. 


“’..1’ll tell you later.” 


As they continued through Mallow Castle, the scenery became less 
and less lighted. They were going to explore the castle thoroughly 
before they left for Candy Mountain. Perhaps it was nostalgia, but 
Meta Knight wanted to investigate the old castle. Exploring places and 
discovering things unknown was one of the tasks given to solders in 
the GSA in the past. It made the blue knight remember those times. 


“Sir Meta Knight, criminals do come here sometimes, right?” Blade 
asked. 


“So I’ve heard. Are you worried?” 
“N-No! Well, a little.” Blade admitted. 


“Any criminal that resides here will not be a challenge for us.” Meta 
Knight’s hand rested on Galaxia’s hilt. 


“Well, I meant more for you. You have been acting a little off 
lately... so you might actually get hurt...” Blade fidgeted. 


“T assure you,I am fine.” The blue puff said sternly before 
continuing his search of Mallow Castle. 


The two knaves exchanged worried glances, but nevertheless 
remained silent. 


“Help! Please! Someone help me!” A female voice cried out. 


“Did you hear that? It sounded like someone yelling.” Sword looked 
around the room. 


“It’s coming from upstairs!” Blade said, running towards the stairs. 
(watch?v =_xHW4wBKOYY) 


The three arrived upstairs to find a Waddle Dee tied to a pillar of 
the castle. Tears were running down her eyes as she struggled against 
the ropes. Her entire body shook with fear, but she didn’t seem to be 
harmed. 


“Please! I heard someone, is anyone here?! Help me before they get 
back! Please! I just want to go home! They’re going to hurt me! Don’t 
leave me here!” The Waddle Dee cried. 


“Miss, are you alright? Don’t worry, we’re here to help!” Sword 
called out. 


The Waddle Dee seemed to relax, then turned towards the knights. 
Her gaze fell on Meta Knight and her brown eyes widened. Her eyes 
were filled with fear. 


“No... Y-You’re the man that tried to take over Dreamland! Oh no, 


please don’t hurt me! I’ll give you whatever you want, just don’t hurt 
me! I have a husband and child! Please have mercy!” She was nearly 
in hysterics. 


Meta Knight’s eyes turned grey for a split moment, guilt clawing at 
his insides. This woman was terrified of him, perhaps more so than 
the horrible scoundrels who kidnapped her. The fact that he was 
feared more than the criminals by this innocent Waddle Dee was 
almost enough to make him choke up. 


“Miss... I am not here to harm you. I will not lay a hand on you.” 
The Star Warrior spoke in a gentle voice. 


The Waddle Dee’s body still shivered, but she seemed to have 
calmed down. Meta Knight withdrew Galaxia, causing her to squeak in 
fright. She closed her eyes, tears flowing down her cheeks. 


She waited... was he wanting her to open her eyes before he struck 
her? She opened one eye halfway, the knight’s sword was at his side 
and the ropes were in bits around her. The knight had cut her ropes, 
freeing her. 


Meta Knight held out his gloved hand towards her. She almost 
touched his hand, only to draw her own back quickly and stood up . 
Perhaps it was the Waddle Dee’s imagination, but the blue knight’s 
eyes almost looked hurt. 


“Miss... who was it that took you hostage?” Blade asked. 


“...They wear black uniforms, armor. They steal from others, and 
demand large sums of money. If you don’t give them what they 
want... those men will make you regret it. They revel in violence...” 


“ ..Have they hurt you, miss?” Meta Knight asked in the same soft 
tone of voice. 


“No... but, they would have... Oh, they would have... I was on my 
way to work when they surrounded me... they wanted my wedding 
bracelet. I told them no... and they took me here.” 


Meta Knight eyed the Waddle Dee’s bare left arm. She wasn’t 
wearing a wedding bracelet. She noticed his gaze and squeaked in 
fear. 


“They took my bracelet... and then they demanded money that I 
didn’t have because I refused to give my bracelet to them. I couldn’t 
pay that much money... I don’t know anyone who could have that 
much money on them...” 


The woman began to sob. “I-I can’t believe I lost something so 


precious though... my husband gave me that bracelet, he worked so 
hard to afford it... and... I lost it...” 


“Miss, it’s all right.” Sword tried to comfort the crying Waddle Dee. 
“The important thing is that you’re safe and unharmed.” 


“But... they’ll just come find me again! I know it! I can’t go home 
or I’ll endanger my husband and son, I’ll have to hide! Those men said 
that when they got back they were going to throw me off the top of 
the castle as many times as they pleased! And if they catch me again, 
they'll either do that or something worse!” 


The Waddle Dee’s body shook all over as she cried into her small 
paws. This woman truly did nothing to deserve this, and yet she was 
being subject to something so cruel and heartless... did her husband 
and child even know where she was? 


“No.” Meta Knight responded, withdrawing Galaxia. 


The woman trembled with fear and gave a small gasp at seeing the 
weapon. Meta Knight faced her and his knaves with his grip tight on 
the hilt of the sword. 


“No, that will not happen. Because we will fight them if needed, 
anything to keep you safe from them, and we will find your wedding 
bracelet.” 


“Y-You will...2?” The Waddle Dee asked in shock. “You must be 
insane.” 


“T would rather be deemed insane than to stand by and allow these 
unsavory men the freedom of committing heinous acts on the 
innocent.” Meta Knight remained firm with his decision. “Now, do you 
have any sort of idea where they could have taken your wedding 
bracelet?” 


“'..It’s most likely on them... they might have sold it off to the 
black market...” The Waddle Dee explained. 


“Well then, guess we'll just have to wait for them to come back.” 
Sword groaned. 


“No.” Meta Knight turned to the Waddle Dee. “Your husband and 
child must certainly be worried. We will escort you to your home, 
then we will find the criminals. After we have obtained your bracelet, 
we will return it.” 


“T’m afraid you won’t be doing anything now...” A low voice said. 


(watch?v = LzhRn1mQf0l) 


The four turned around to see five humanoid armored men 
standing at the doorway. Their armor was colored black, and a large 
red X created by two swords tainted with red was on their shoulders 
as a symbol. 


The leader sneered. “So, you think you’re gonna get away? Say, 
Waddle Dee... know what I said would happen when we got back? 
Now I guess Ill think of something worse. Heard what you said about 
your husband and kid...” 


“No...” She whispered, hiding behind Sword and Blade. 


“Mhmm...” The leader grinned, showing gross yellow teeth. 
“Would be a shame is something happened to em’...or you... maybe 
we'll have a family reunion here. They can watch every moment of it, 
hear every screa—” 


“T have heard enough.” Meta Knight held Galaxia with a firm grip. 

‘You... are not in the position to make such threats. It takes a low 
person to hurt the innocent... but you, you go beyond low. There are 
no words to accurately describe your worth.’ 
“Oh, and you think you’re gonna stop us? Do you know who we are? 
We’re the Blood Knights. We can do what we want, and nobody’s 
gonna stop us. ’Specially not a hero wannabe like you. So, what’s it 
gonna be? You be quiet and maybe we won’t hurt ya as bad as the 
lady there...” 


The woman gave a soft sob, eliciting chuckles from the Blood 
Knights. Sword and Blade stood in front of the Waddle Dee 
protectively, anger welling within them. 


“Sword, Blade. Keep her safe from harm. I will deal with these 
fools.” The Star Warrior instructed. 


“Sir Meta Knight...” Sword said quietly. 
“Yes, Sword?” 
“Slaughter them.” 


“You want this?” The criminal twirled the bracelet around his 
finger. “Come an’ get it!” 


Meta Knight ran towards them, the five opponents drew out their 
own swords and tried to stab the knight. With one wave of Galaxia, 
the blades were sliced off of their hilts. All five. The leader chuckled 
and pulled out a bulky axe. 


He swung at the blue puff, but missed each time. Meta Knight 
looked at him in the eyes with such a cold glare it could have frozen 


fire. 


“You dare refer to yourselves as knights?!” He growled, almost 
beast-like. “A knight protects those that are weak, not exploit the 
innocent for your own selfish gain! You... have made a mockery of 
such a title.” 


Meta Knight swung Galaxia, slicing the handle of the axe in half. 
The axe clattered uselessly on the floor. The five scoundrels quivered 
at the masked knight, now fully aware of what he was capable of. 


The blue knight yanked the leader down to his height by the collar 
of his shirt. He threw him to the ground and held Galaxia to his 
throat. The criminal trembled, eyes wide with terror as he looked into 
Meta Knight’s own eyes. They were a solid red. 


“The fear that runs through your body... remember it. Remember it 
well. For it’s the same fear that you made this innocent Waddle Dee 
endure.” 


He lifted Galaxia from his throat. “I will spare your life. Remember 
that fear, and you will never commit another heinous deed. Should 
you forget, should you stray to the life of miscreants once again... I 
will find you. I will find you, reignite that fear, and bury you.” 


Meta Knight held out his hand. “Now, I believe you have something 
that doesn’t belong to you.” 


The criminal practically threw the bracelet at the blue knight 
before scrambling out of the castle, his four henchmen following suit. 


The blue knight carefully picked up the jewelry, then placed it in 
the Waddle Dee’s arms. She stared at him speechless, a few tears 
welling in her eyes. However, these weren’t anguished tears, they 
were out of happiness and relief. 


“Thank you... Thank you so much!” She sniffled, though the 
Waddle Dee didn’t have a mouth, anyone could tell she was smiling. 


“Now, it’s time for you to return home. Lead the way.” 
(watch?v = eUPjGu_z45c) 


The Waddle Dee nodded happily, the three knights behind her. The 
rest of the walk went smoothly and soon they arrived at a small round 
house. Another Waddle Dee ran outside of the building when he saw 
them approach. 


“Dear... where have you been? What happened? Are you alright?!” 
He ran to her, embracing his wife. 


“Tm alright... but if they weren’t there, I certainly wouldn’t be 
standing here...” 


The other Waddle Dee eyed them, whispering. “Isn’t that... the blue 
knight that led the invasion?” 


“He’s not violent. He saved me. He’s not like The Blood Knights.” 
She reassured. 


“Did they... The Blood Knights?! They took you?!” He nearly cried, 
then turned towards Meta Knight. “You... you defeated them? There 
isn’t a scratch on you....What are you?” 


“Tam simply a knight that follows a code of honor.” 


“No, there’s something else.” The husband mused. “I just... can’t 
thank you three enough. Nobody could do anything about them. Then 
suddenly... you showed up... you’re something supernatural. That’s 
the only explanation I can think up.” The Waddle Dee chuckled. 


“Mama, is mama back?” A small Waddle Dee peered from behind 
the house’s door. “Mama!” 


The child ran towards his mother. “Mama! Where were you? We 
missed you!” 


“It’s alright... I’m fine.” She whispered, smiling. “We’re together 
now, and that’s really all that matters.” 


Sword sniffled. “I’m gonna cry...” 


Meta Knight gazed at the reunited family with glowing blue eyes. 
He turned to his knaves. “Come, we need to continue. Candy 
Mountain is our next destination.” 


(watch?v = OsmPNpVHOHS8) 
Jecra sprang up from his bed. “Meta Knight, did you hear that?” 
“The beast is outside.” 


Jecra struggled to put on his armor while Garlude threw open the 
door. 


“Tt’s here! Hurry up, Jecra!” 


Meta Knight was one step ahead of them. He jumped out the 
window, landing directly behind the armadillo-like creature. Unaware 
of his presence, it’s weak spot was unguarded. The blue knight 
stabbed it’s tail. 


It shrieked and hissed, then kicked Meta Knight with one of it’s 
hind legs. He skidded across the ground, creating a large dust cloud. 
Villagers ran away from the scene, desperate to get away from the 
violent creature. 


“Sir Meta Knight!” Garlude arrived by his side, along with Jecra. 
“Are you alright?” 


“Nothing seems to be broken...” The knight managed to get back 
on his feet. 


“We need to get to it’s tail...” Jecra said. “But we need to keep it 
from doing that rolling thing.” 


“Here’s the plan.” Garlude whispered. “Jecra, it can’t reach it’s 
back. You need to leap on it’s back and cut off it’s tail. Sir Meta Knight 
and I will keep it distracted in the front.” 


“Gotcha!” Jecra gave a thumbs up. “Oh no! It’s doing the rolly 
thing!” 


The Demon Beast curled up and charged towards them, the three 
dodged the attack. The beast turned around and uncurled, shrieking at 
the soldiers. With it’s claws, it slashed at it’s prey. Meta Knight 
blocked the blow, giving Jecra an opportunity. 


“Now, Jecra!” Garlude shouted. 


Jecra jumped into the air, the beast stopped and swatted the blonde 
away with it’s claws. Jecra landed to the ground with a thud. The 
beast turned away from the soldiers with disinterest, instead showing 
interest in the villagers. 


The civilians ran from the Demon Beast, knowing full well what 
would happen if it caught them. A little Noddy tripped in the crossfire, 
her eyes widened as the armadillo beast lunged towards her. Too 
petrified to move, and no arms to aid her, she awaited her end. 


The blonde swordsman quickly stood up and dashed in front of the 
Noddy, his sword raised in defense. The beast’s claws went through 
his mask, tearing off a piece of the metal. A large cut was on the 
soldiers cheek, but still he stood in front of the little girl, unflinching. 


Meta Knight and Garlude jumped behind the Demon Beast. Meta 
Knight stabbed the creature’s hind legs, stunning it. Jecra disabled it’s 
front legs, leaving Garlude to cut off it’s tail. With one last wail, the 
Demon Beast slumped against the ground. It’s red eyes dimmed as it 
stopped moving. 


“Should we bring it back to the headquarters?” Garlude asked. 


“We would have to haul it to the ship once it gets here.” Jecra 
answered. “And that thing must weigh a ton... and it stinks.” 


“We will report this to Sir Arthur, regardless of whether we take it’s 
corpse or not.” Meta Knight added. 


“True...” Jecra said. “But to be on the safe side, maybe we should 
burn it. Just in case it can regenerate limbs or something.” 


That’s... actually something reasonable, Jecra. “Garlude said, 
impressed.” Yes, we should tell the villagers to burn it. We never 
know if any of these things can repair themselves...” 


Meta Knight noticed that Jecra’s cheek was still bleeding. Yet the 
blonde showed no sign of concern over his injury. 


“T just wish that we killed it before you got hurt, Jecra.” Garlude 
sighed. “That looks like a really deep scratch. It might leave a 
permanent scar.” 


“It’s alright, Garlude.” Jecra grinned. “I wouldn’t mind. Because 
whenever I, or anyone else saw it, it would be a permanent reminder 
that I saved a girl’s life. So... I feel no shame in having this scar.” 


The purple skinned woman smiled. “You always are looking on the 
bright side, aren’t you?” 


“I misjudged you.” Meta Knight turned to Jecra. “There is more to 
you than meets the eye....Perhaps you were meant to be a Star 
Warrior. For your actions tonight, I give you my respect.” 


Jecra beamed like an excited child, getting far too close for 
comfort. “So this means we’re friends, right?!” 


“No.” 


Author’s Note: ’m amazed, I’m really producing chapters 
faster than usual. 


Anyway, writing the part with the kidnapped Waddle Dee was 
really uncomfortable at some parts. I know, this is coming from 
the same writer who offed Marx in one of the most tearjerking, 
gutwrenching ways possible. But it was a bit different. It was an 
accident on Kirby’s half, while the Waddle Dee’s torment was on 
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45. Restless 


“So, all present have encountered the same type of Demon Beast?” 
Dragato asked the rest of his Sector once they entered the GSA’s base. 


They soon found that each group on Floria had been in a similar 
situation. Multiple armadillo-like creatures were spotted around the 
planet, but Meta Knight’s group was the only one that actually 
managed to fell one of the Demon Beasts. 


Sir Arthur sighed. “I really had no intention of anyone here to fight 
a Demon Beast, especially not on a first mission. I... I’m just so 
relieved that no one was fatally wounded... Jecra, how is that scratch? 
Is it still bleeding?” 


“It’s alright, Sir Arthur. It’s just a scratch. Besides, we saved the 
people at the village and that’s what’s important.” The blonde brushed 
off his injury. 


“On another note, Meta Knight, Jecra, Garlude...” Sir Arthur 
beamed. “You have done something that no one in the Galaxy Soldier 
Army never has accomplished. Your group defeated a Demon Beast on 
your first mission.” 


The trio felt a bit of pride welling within them. It truly was a 
marvelous feeling. They were on the road to being exceptional 
soldiers, and one step closer to trumping Nightmare. 


“Sir Arthur, what’s our next mission?” Falspar asked, wanting to be 
praised for thinking ahead. 


“You just got back!” Sir Arthur laughed. “For now, you should rest 
until I find a suitable mission for your Sector. I must go check in with 
the other sectors. Continue to work hard and do your very best!” 


Before the green puff left, he turned to Jecra. “Oh Jecra, your mask 
is being repaired in Beta’s workshop. It should be done soon.” 


“Well, ’'m gonna go see how Beta’s doing! I’m sure he’ll be glad to 
see me alive!” Falspar grinned. 


The red haired puff raced down the hall with the rest of the sector 
following behind, mainly so Falspar wouldn’t cause something to 
explode in a room full of fragile equipment. They arrived at the door 
to the workshop, only to see that he had stopped dead in his tracks. 
The green soldier looked at unease, his posture tense. 


“Falspar, what is it?” Dragato asked, somewhat annoyed by his 
companion’s odd behavior. 


“Shh!” Falspar shushed, something that he probably had done only 
once in his life. “Over there...” 


Dragato looked at where the green puff was motioning, finally 
seeing what Falspar was so nervous about. And it was quite justified. 


“The Iron Fortress...” Jecra gave a small gasp. 
(watch?v = UEcKrthOv4yY) 


“Oh, when I get that idiot with the mohawk for getting me in 
trouble...” Gisela growled, causing Falspar to accidentally squeak. 


Gisela turned around in a split second, noticing the sector behind 
her. 


“You!” She pointed to Falspar, who screamed and hid behind Meta 
Knight. 


“Take it easy, Gisela.” Candeloro said, twirling her hair. “Don’t get 
so worked up over a noob. You’re stronger than that. Besides, Sir 
Arthur said that he was keeping an eye on your behavior.” 


The black puff gritted her teeth in anger. “Stupid noobs...” 


Candeloro turned towards Sector H. She sat on one of the stools, 
twirling her hair like before with a small smirk on her lips. 


“Ignore her. So, what brings you here~?” Candeloro asked, winking 
in Dragato’s direction. 


“We arrived to speak with B-Beta.” Dragato said with a slight 
stutter, earning a chuckle from Falspar. 


“Oh, he’s busy in the shop. That’s why we’re here. One of the spikes 
on Gisela’s shoulder guards chipped off and there’s a hole in the other 
guard. So we’re just waiting around~.” The orange puff answered 
smoothly. 


“Hah, I got that armor damage from fighting a Demon Beast.” 
Gisela laughed. “It put up a good fight too, but it’s obvious who won. 
Got a nice meal out of it too.” 


Falspar gagged. “Wait a minute... are you saying... you ate Demon 
Beast?” 


“Don’t be ridiculous. Of course she meant that she was rewarded 
with a free meal.” Dragato rolled his eyes at the green puff’s 
absurdity. 


“No, the one with the stupid hair is right.” Candeloro corrected. 


Falspar was too shocked to even respond to the insult. Everyone 
stared at Gisela, who didn’t seem to be at all bothered by their 
disgusted or baffled expressions. 


“It was good too. There was plenty of meat, and I cooked it just 
right until it turned a golden brown. Added a little hot sauce, 
perfection. I even brought enough to have leftovers for the rest of the 
week.” She grinned in delight at seeing their disturbed reactions. 


“Gisela... that... is disgusting.” Jecra gagged. 


“It’s actually not that uncommon.” Yamikage interjected. “The 
ninjas of my clan lived off Demon Beast meat for a time. It really is 
not much different than eating regular meat.” 


“It’s still gross! Bleck!” Falspar stuck his tongue out. 
“Uh, Candeloro... do you eat Demon Beast too?” Garlude asked. 


“Of course not.” The twin drilled puff rolled her eyes. “Gisela is the 
only one. Shenandoah is a vegetarian, and Letty... well, she’s Letty.” 


As if on cue, Shenandoah and Letty entered the room. 
“Have you dropped off your shoulder guards?” Shenandoah asked. 


“No, Beta’s fixing the noob’s mask.” Gisela said, jerking a thumb 
towards Jecra. 


“Tll have you know that this ‘noob’, was in a group that defeated a 
Demon Beast.” The blonde said proudly. 


“Wait... you mean... that your squadron of losers actually killed a 
Demon Beast... on your first mission?” Gisela squinted in disbelief. 


“Hey, Pll have you know that we almost defeated a Demon Beast 
too!” Falspar winked, flexing in front of Candeloro. “I’m single by the 
way~ ”? 


Dragato angrily yanked the green puff by his red hair and away 
from the orange puff. 


“You mean you didn’t hear? Meta Knight, Jecra, and Garlude’s 
group did it in one night.” Candeloro smirked at the red eyed puff. 
“Even so, the others of Sector H did pretty well, handling a Demon 
Beast attack on the first day without getting sent to the hospital in 
critical condition.” 


The red haired woman eyed the members of Sector H, her eyes 
finally resting on Dragato. “Looks like we have competition, Gisela.” 


“Pff, you just got lucky.” The black puff chuckled. “We’re gonna be 
the best sector and you know it. We’ve fought Demon Beasts of every 
kind with no trouble. You kids are just starting out. We’ve been in this 
business longer than you.” 


“Gisela, the GSA is not a tournament.” Shenandoah interrupted. 
“We are an army, not teams competing against each other for a prize. 
This army was formed to repel Nightmare’s forces, and to save 
innocents. We may be divided into sectors, but we are as one force.” 


“Always the peacemaker, Shany...” Gisela smirked. “Lucky for you 
morons, I’m not really in the mood to hunt down the green guy with 
the dumb hairstyle. My stomach’s full and I just don’t feel up to 
wasting my energy on an idiot with a mohawk.” 


“Hey! I may be an idiot, but I’m not stupid! And my hair. Is. 
Fabulous!” Falspar ran a hand through his hair, then threw his head 
back. The few that were paying any attention to him sweat dropped in 
traditional anime style. 


“Oh, you don’t feel like it, huh?” Candeloro scoffed. “Of course it 
has nothing to do with Sir Arthur warning you—” 


“Stuff your pie hole, Candy!” The red eyed puff barked. “Ugh... 
what’s taking that mechanic so long?!” 


“T-There’s no rush, Gisela.” Letty said, smiling a little. “It’s nice to 
get a break once in a while, right?” 


“T guess... but sitting around here isn’t going to do anything about 
the rampant Demon Beast population, is it?” 


“Sir Arthur already stated that he was sending out other sectors to 
take care of it, especially the ones on Floria.” Shenandoah explained. 


“But why couldn’t we have gone? We’re just as good!” The black 
puff frowned. 


“T agree.” Dragato said. “We could have been sent as well.” 


“Yeah, I’m with you on this.” Jecra said with enthusiasm. “We can 
help fight the beasts! We already defeated one!” 


“Sir Arthur will call for us when ready. For now, we follow his 
orders and remain here.” Meta Knight spoke out. 


“Besides, no offense to you rookies, but you really aren’t ready for 
some of those Demon Beasts out there.” The orange puff advised. 
“First of all, like Shenandoah said, this isn’t a game. Lives are on the 
line. Those things will not think twice about murdering you in cold 


blood.” 


“You don’t think we know that?” Garlude nodded. “We were well 
aware of the risk when we signed up. We’re not backing out now. The 
Gamble Galaxy and all it’s people are depending on us.” 


The rest of Sector H nodded in agreement. This was their vow and 
they were going to stand by it. 


“Hah... you guys are pretty okay for rookies.” Candeloro laughed. 
“T hope that we can work together sometime on a future mission. You 
aren’t a squadron of losers like we thought after all. You might 
actually be up to par with the rest of us.” 


“Now now Candy. They may talk, but we all know actions speak 
louder than words.” Gisela leaned on the counter, unimpressed. “I'll 
see if my opinion of you noobs changes after I see you guys in the 
chaos of the battlefield. That’s where the true challenge awaits.” 


“Gisela, hopefully they won’t have to go on the battlefield soon...” 
Letty sighed, suddenly glancing at Meta Knight. “Didn’t you hear what 
happened on Hotbeat?” 


“Yes.” Meta Knight nodded. “Sixty lives were lost, fifty major 
injuries, and ten missing in action. Sir Arthur was mourning for them 
earlier.” 


The twin drilled puff put her arm on the counter. “There have been 
a big number of soldiers missing in action lately. Especially puffballs. I 
wonder... are they really missing, or did they run away during the 
battle?” 


“Anyone who abandons their army on the battlefield doesn’t 
deserve any sympathy!” Gisela slammed her fist on the table. “If I’m 
gonna go down, then I’m going down fighting! Gonna fight until my 
body drops dead.” 


“On the other hand, they could have been taken as hostages by 
Nightmare...” Shenandoah interjected. 


Everyone shuddered. To be a captive of Nightmare was known as a 
fate worse than death. Anyone that had been caught by HNE rarely 
ever escaped. The small handful that managed to escape certainly 
were never the same after such an experience. Before they could dwell 
to long on the grim subject, Beta had returned from the back door of 
his workshop. 


“Jecra, your mask is fixed!” A voice said from behind the counter. 
“Tt took a while, but I finally managed to-AHH! Uh... hello Gisela.” 


“T need my shoulder guards fixed.” The large puff said, throwing 
them on the counter. “And don’t forget to shine em’ too. You forgot 
last time.” 


“Y-Y-Yes, ma’am! I mean sir! I mean poobah!” Beta stuttered. 


“Just fix it!” Gisela snapped. 


”? 


“Well, good luck rookies~.” Candeloro winked then waved, 
directing it more towards a certain purple knight. 


“We will see you soon, perhaps. I would feel honored to fight 
alongside you.” Shenandoah nodded. 


“T hope that we can work on a mission together...” Letty blushed, 
trying not to glance at Meta Knight for too long when saying those 
words. 


“Outta the way, noobs!” Gisela laughed, nearly knocking Falspar 
and Nonsurat aside on her way. “Sector S has gots important stuff to 
do!” 


“They’re certainly an odd bunch, aren’t they?” Garlude said after a 
beat. 


“Hey Draggy~” Falspar nudged against the purple puff, then rested 
a hand on his shoulder. “I think one of em’ has a thing for you~!” 


Dragato’s face flushed. “You have exactly three seconds to remove 
your hand before I chop it off with Nonsurat’s axe.” 


The three knights scaled Candy Mountain with apparent ease. Had 
the day been windy, or some other sort of weather, they would have 
had more difficulty getting to the peak. Meta Knight and his knaves 
had finally reached their destination. 


At the top of the peak stood a lone giant nest, housing the titan bird 
known as Dyna Blade. Her chicks had become far more independent, 
so the mother bird didn’t have to keep such a keen eye on them. 


The giant bird was perched on the cliff, as if she expected their 
arrival. Perhaps she did, as she was quite the mysterious creature. 
Dyna Blade stretched her metallic colorful wings, the blades glistening 
in the sun’s rays. 


“Dyna Blade...” Meta Knight spoke. “I have come here to duel you. 
Should you accept, know that this duel does not have fatal 
circumstances. Should you knock Galaxia out of my hand, you are the 
victor. Should your energy run dry, then I an the victor. Do you 
accept?” 


The bird’s large eyes stared into the knight’s yellow ones. She 
unfurled her wings once again and let out a screech. She had accepted 
the invitation to battle. 


“Sword, Blade, prepare yourselves.” The masked knight warned. 


The titan bird spread her wings, then lunged towards the knights. 
The knights dodged each attack, blocked each blow, and showed no 
signs of relenting. The sun was beginning to set by the time the battle 
had finally ended. Dyna Blade had run out of resolve to fight her 
opponents. 


The colossal bird lied down in her nest to sleep, her chicks nuzzling 
against their tired mother. And with that, Meta Knight had won. 


Yet he still felt like nothing was accomplished. 


The sun fell below the horizon, dyeing the valleys around Candy 
Mountain in hues of orange, yellow, and red. Meta Knight and his 
knaves decided to settle for the night, making a campfire and setting 
up a shelter. 


They found a few logs lying around to use as makeshift seats, 
setting them around the fire but not too close. 


“Hey Blade.” Sword said. “Do you remember that time years back 
when we were out in the wild? We were looking for firewood, and I 
found a huge log. I threw it in the fire, and then—” 


“And there was a giant wasp nest in it.” Blade winced. “Sometimes 
I still think I can feel the stings...” 


(watch?v = -ZEsOcNs7_k) 


The fire crackled a bit, small embers floated into the night air. The 
stars above twinkled brightly, the moon a crescent in the dark blue 
sky. It was moments like these that reminded the masked knight of the 
times his sector would set camp during missions. 


Falspar and Dragato would argue over something, and Garlude 
would calm them down. Nonsurat would be as timid as ever during 
their talk around the camp, Yamikage would be watchful and on 
guard like always. And Jecra would be telling some sort of story or try 
to lighten the mood. 


Jecra... 


Meta Knight forced himself to take his mind out of his thoughts. He 
didn’t need to think about those times, especially in front of his 
knaves. 


“4 


“They are already convinced that my sanity is swiftly evaporating...’ 
Meta Knight thought with a frown. “and I absolutely do not need to give 
them any more evidence that it may be true.” 


“Um, Sir Meta Knight?” Sword said quietly, snapping the knight out 
of his internal conflict. 


“Yes, Sword?” 


“About that question I was going to ask earlier...” He twiddled with 
his thumbs. “I’m going to take a shot at it... but please don’t get 
upset.” 


“Is this about my behavior lately?” Meta Knight asked in a flat tone. 
“No, it isn’t about that.” The green knight quickly answered. 


“Then what is it, Sword?” Blade was puzzled, wanting to know the 
question. 


“Well... it’s sort of about you. More specifically your species. You 
look like Kirby... You’re the same species as Kirby, right?” He 
questioned. 


“Yes. Kirby and I are of the same species.” The blue knight 
answered, somewhat uncomfortable with being reminded of them 
seeing his unmasked face. 


“T was thinking... Sir Arthur and the other GSA members at the 
castle. They are as well?” Sword outwardly pondered. 


“Yes, that is also correct.” 


“Sword, where are you going with this?” His brother asked quietly 
and with a bit of suspicion. 


“Okay, I might as well get on with it...” Sword took a deep intake 
of air. “Sir Meta Knight... have you ever had a girlfriend?” 


(Author’s Note: Sword asks the age old question on every 
Dreamlander’s mind.) 


The knight seemed completely taken aback at the question. If he 
had visible eyebrows, they would certainly be raised behind the mask. 
Blade was just as confused by his brother’s question, if not 
embarrassed. Though he had thought about that at times... but he 
would never ask that aloud! 


The blue knight’s eyes then turned a very unfamiliar color to the 
knaves. His eyes were a very pale pink. Not the pink whenever he was 
amused, it was a much lighter shade. They had seen his eyes glow a 


variety of colors before, but this was definitely new. Sword suddenly 
felt a bit fearful for his life. 


What they didn’t know was that Meta Knight’s eyes were pale pink 
because he was flustered. 


“Sword...” The blue knight said with a low tone. “Has Falspar said 
something to you?” 


“Let me rephrase that!” Sword said quickly. “Well, Kirby’s a boy... 
and well, you’re a man... all of the GSA at the castle are men... in 
fact, all of the puffs we’ve seen are male...” 


“Sir...” Blade said slowly. “Is the puffball species male secluded?” 
“No, there were females.” Meta Knight replied. 
(watch?v = Pmgb5yVroBc) 


....Were’?” They said in unison. 


“Yes, ‘were’. My species is nearly extinct... and the ones you have 
seen are the only ones confirmed alive...” The blue knight replied, his 
insides twisted slightly. 


“But... that’s such a small number...” Sword said, shocked. “That 
means there are only six left...” 


“Yes, Kirby is most likely the last child of our kind...” The blue puff 
gave a soft sigh. “And also the last that shall ever be born.” 


“'..Sir Meta Knight, what happened to them?” Blade asked with 
wide eyes. 


“Do I truly have to tell you? It should be obvious.” 
“Nightmare...” The two knaves inwardly shuddered. 


“There were once thousands of us. Many employed in the Galaxy 
Soldier Army. Uncountable numbers across the galaxies... Then, he 
saw it as priority to eliminate us first and foremost. And... he mostly 
succeeded. He achieved his wish. Our race can no longer exist outside 
the six of us.” 


The blue knight’s eyes turned grey for a split second, his hand over 
his heart. “I am honest when I say this... I am blessed to be alive.” 


“But... Sir Arthur and the others... you never mentioned them 
before.” Sword said. 


“T only recently learned they survived. It was shortly before Kirby 
faced against Nightmare....Before Kirby arrived, I had assumed I was 


the last of my kind. The moment I met eyes with him... there was a 
small hope. A small hope there were survivors. That Nightmare’s reign 
would end after so long.” 


That was when Meta Knight’s knaves had a realization. They were 
the masked knight’s loyal followers far before Kirby had ever 
appeared on Pop Star. Their lord was alone when the brothers first 
encountered him. 


It was a grim realization. Meta Knight had been forced to watch 
everything he had ever known, his race, culture, his very comrades 
crumble and disappear in the war. Nightmare had taken the blue 
puff’s entire life from him. He had continued to fight against the cruel 
entity, even after the GSA’s fall. How long had their lord been in 
solitude before they chose to become his knaves? 


“Is there something wrong?” The blue puff asked, snapping them 
out of their thoughts. “You’ve fallen silent.” 


“No... but...” Blade fidgeted. “Sir Meta Knight, isn’t it possible that 
others might have survived?” 


“Sir Arthur searched across the galaxy in the slight chance that a 
number could have escaped with their lives and went into hiding. He 
only found Dragato, Nonsurat, and Falspar. I suppose that is why they 
decided to stay together. They don’t want to lose each other after 
being apart in uncertainty for so long. I too am grateful for their lives, 
all of them were my companions in the past. We are the only ones that 
will remember the past...” 


The knight’s eyes briefly turned grey, but it didn’t escape Sword 
and Blade’s notice. 


“IT am turning in for the night. We will return to the castle 
tomorrow for briefing with Sir Arthur.” Meta Knight replied somewhat 
hastily. 


After they were sure their superior was asleep, the two began to 
whisper amongst each other. 


“Blade... I think I know what’s going on now with Sir Meta Knight. 
I think he might have Post-traumatic stress disorder.” 


“IT suppose you’re right... that explains the nightmares, his 
avoidance of the topic, and his sudden episodes of spacing out.” Blade 
agreed. “But he’s never done this before. In all the years we’ve known 
him, this is the only time something like this has ever happened! 
Something must have triggered it.” 


The knaves lied down, trying to sleep despite the worry and anxiety 
they felt. Meta Knight wouldn’t be getting any rest either, his dreams 
were once again plagued with nightmares. The knight wanted the 
visions to leave, he had tried every method of ridding them from his 
conscience. Yet no matter how horrific, graphic, or morbid they 
were... 


Deep within his heart, Meta Knight believed he deserved them. 


Author’s Note: Alright everyone, this is the last introductory 
chapter. After this, the real story begins in this arc. Sorry if it was 
boring the past few chapters, but now we get to the actual plot 
and missions, along with a mystery! And Chris the Janitor 
returns next chapter, and he’s still Falspar’s captive. 


A few things I should mention. In this story, the puffball 
species is pretty much almost non-existant. That may differ with 
other people’s canon, but in this they’re an almost extinct 
species. Gisela’s main diet is meat and she’s very similar to a 
valkyrie, she hunts her own food and prepares it. 


So, next chapter is where things start to pick up. Character 
development! Mystery! Hilarity! Horror! That’s what ’'m aiming 
for. Thanks for being patient with me for this long during these 
introductory chapters. I promise great things will come in this 
arc! Especially the ending, oh the ending of the arc! It'll blow 
your minds, re-inflate them, then blow em’ up again! 


Leer Justice, out. 


46. Holding Onto The Past 


Chris the Janitor was known for being a nice reasonable guy, hard 
working and friendly. He was patient and understanding, somewhat 
odd if not a bit quirky. And most of all, he was known for being quite 
calm and relaxed. 


That Chris was quickly disappearing. 
(watch?v = WsaGwFwPjko) 


The Waddle Dee was still tied to his chair with that light over his 
head. He was exhausted, his cheek hurt, and he had been forced to 
deal with an idiot for what seemed like ages. And on top of it all, 
Chris really needed to take a visit to the restroom. 


Falspar wasn’t even attentive anymore. The green puff sat on a 
stool next to the captive janitor, reading a comic book he had 
somehow acquired. He occasionally asked a question relating to The 
Broken Village. Chris wouldn’t tell him anything, and he would get his 
cheek pinched without the red haired puff even looking up as he did 
so. This had been going on for a while. 


Only now the janitor was close to cracking. He felt like he was 
about to burst in two different ways. 


“We-We’ve been here for hours!” Chris yelled. “Are you going to 
keep this up until one of us dies?!” 


“Huh...?” Falspar looked up from his comic book. “Oh, yeah. About 
that. See, I was gonna let you go about three hours ago... but I lost the 
key. So we’re locked in. Might as well continue what I was doing.” 


Chris’s eye twitched manically. That was it. Perhaps it was the 
constant exposure to this moron, or the fact that he was quickly losing 
his sanity. But something in him was igniting. It was a roaring 
rampage, something was telling him to give in. A little voice was 
telling him that if he confessed everything now, he would make it out 
of this alive, and not have an embarrassing accident. 


“I CAN’T TAKE IT ANYMORE!” Chris screamed so loud, it knocked 
Falspar off of his seat. “I CONFESS! THE BROKEN VILLAGE IS—” 


Suddenly, the Waddle Dee was cut off short when another voice 
was heard outside of the door. 


“But Your Majesty! I don’t want to use my head!” It sounded like... 
Escargon? 


Before anyone could react, the door was torn off the hinges and 
flew across the room. There in the doorway stood King Dedede, who 
had brandished Escargon as a batting ram. 


“What have you done to my janitor?!” Dedede bellowed, tossing the 
poor snail aside to point an accusatory finger at Falspar. 


“I knew somethin’ was fishy when those windows didn’t get 
washed! Chris has never abandoned his work post! And I find you in 
here harassing my janitor! Just look at what you done to him!” 


The penguin rushed to Chris, then quickly untied him. He picked up 
the Waddle Dee, Chris’s eyes wide either from the king’s sudden 
entrance, or from being traumatized by being the green puff’s captive. 


“Chris, speak to me!...How do ya feel?” 
“Like I seriously have to use the bathroom!” He squeaked. 


King Dedede quickly placed the Waddle Dee down. The moment 
Chris was released, he bolted down the halls so fast you could almost 
see speed lines. 


The king of Dreamland wordlessly turned towards Falspar with 
arms crossed and a deep frown. 


Falspar grinned sheepishly. “Uh... there’s an explanation for all of 
this-Oh! Wait, what are you doing?” 

King Dedede had picked up Falspar, hoisting him above his head. 

“Oh, um where are you taking me?...Why are you going towards 
that window? Wait, no! NO! Not the fountain! Anything but the 
fountain! My awesome hairstyle will be ruined! Ruined! NOOOOO!” 

*sploosh* 

“My haaaiiir!” The green puff whined. 

“Falspar, you kidnapped the janitor?!” Dragato had appeared, much 


to Falspar’s irritation. 
“This is an entirely new level of ignorance, even for you!” 


“Hey! I was doing my job!” The green puff argued. “I’m supposed to 
get as much information on The Broken Village as possible, and I 
almost had it! Uhh... my... my hair...” 


The green puff sobbed loudly, attracting attention from a few 
passing Waddle Dees. It was times like this that Dragato was 


embarrassed to even know who the red haired man was, and that 
would be about ninety-five percent of the time. 


Dragato heard a soft clinking noise. He looked up from his shamed 
posture to see Meta Knight, Sword, and Blade approaching. The first 
thing he noticed was how exhausted the blue knight appeared to be. 
Even with the mask on, the puffball was obviously sleep deprived. 


And Dragato remembered the last time Meta Knight had lost sleep 
over a period of several days... 


Meta Knight glanced towards the still sobbing Falspar, then to the 
light purple puff. 


“Do I dare ask?” 


Dragato gave him a quick run down of the events that conspired 
while he was absent. 


“Gracious, Falspar!” The blue knight exclaimed. “You abducted 
Chris? Of all the things...” 


“On the list of things that are not okay to do, that was really not 
okay to do!” Sword gaped, while Blade nodded in agreement. 


Falspar groaned. “And I got thrown out the window by a giant 
penguin! And the water ruined my hairstyle! Do you know how much 
effort it takes to look this gorgeous?!” 


“Oh, if only you would extend that effort into a desire for 
knowledge.” Dragato remarked. 


“Well, I guess that means [ll just have to use your hair care 
products as compensation for my loss...” 


“T should think not! I’m surprised that you even know what the 
word ‘compensation’ means!” The ginger haired puff declared. 


“Falspar, just what were you hoping to accomplish by holding Chris 
against his will?” Meta Knight inquired, feeling quite irked at the 
green puff. 


“Look, that place, The Broken Village, obviously has something to 
do with Nightmare.” Falspar explained in a surprisingly serious tone. 


The red haired puff sighed. “I just... maybe if I could know where it 
is... then maybe it could give me an answer on what happened to Beta 
and—” 


Dragato froze. “Falspar... we’ve talked about this. We know what 
happened to Beta. He was a traitor.” 


(watch?v = icZx6kHnkNw) 


“No! You don’t have any proof that he was!” The green puff yelled. 
“T won’t believe it unless I have solid proof!” 


The pony tailed puff gritted his teeth, something he rarely ever did. 
“Falspar... his inventions were used by Nightmare close to the end of 
the war... he betrayed us and went to the more favorable side in his 
interest. Nightmare used him for a while, then most likely disposed of 
him when he was no longer needed...” 


Falspar was uncharacteristically silent. His head was hung low, he 
clenched his fists. 


Dragato’s eyes softened. He spoke in a calmer, more sensitive voice. 
“Falspar... I know that it’s hard to accept the truth... but you need to 
stop living in denial. I don’t want to watch you get hurt when you find 
the truth out there yourself...” 


“Oh, I need to stop living in denial?” The green puff spat. “What 
about you? You're still holding onto the small hope that she is still out 
there somewhere waiting for you. And you know that isn’t true! So 
why is my case so different?!” 


Dragato flinched. “...Shut up. Just shut up...” 


The purple puff slowly trudged inside the castle, dragging his feet 
as he walked. Falspar shook all over in anger and grief. It wasn’t fair! 
Dragato always treated him like this. Dragato was always right, and 
he was always in the wrong. 


Beta couldn’t have been a traitor. He just couldn’t have! Falspar 
knew him since both of them were pufflets! Dragato didn’t know him 
like he did. He refused to believe that his best friend was a cold 
heartless traitor. 


Falspar turned towards Meta Knight, then asked in a small weak 
voice. “Meta Knight... you don’t think Beta was a traitor... do you?” 


Meta Knight couldn’t answer that. The truth was, he didn’t know 
what to believe. Like Dragato said, Beta’s inventions were used by 
Nightmare’s forces, and the black puff did disappear. But... Beta also 
had shown a clear and apparent dislike of Nightmare. Though it could 
have been a ruse on his part. 


Instead, the blue knight chose to say silent. 


The green puff frowned. “Fine... Pll get the proof myself! You'll 
see!” 


Falspar stood up, then bolted away from Meta Knight. Hurt was 
clear in his voice. 


“Sir Meta Knight... who is Beta?” Sword asked cautiously. 


The blue puff simply shook his head. “There is no need to explain. 
It was in the past.” 


Sword and Blade didn’t like that answer, but remained quiet as they 
entered the castle with their lord. 


Meta Knight and his knaves encountered Dragato on their way to 
Sir Arthur. The purple puff seemed a bit more composed, but he was 
still quite visibly tense. 


“Sir Meta Knight, I am terribly sorry that you had to witness that 
outburst.” 


“It’s alright. I suppose none of us have truly let go of the past...” 
Meta Knight responded. 


Dragato played with his hands nervously. “So... have you been 
sleeping well?” 

“..What would cause you to inquire about such a thing?” The 
masked knight asked. 


“Oh, nothing.” The purple puff replied quickly. “But you should get 
some rest sometime. It could... ah, start affecting your health...” 


Meta Knight frowned. “There is no reason for concern. I am well 
rested and quite healthy, certainly healthy enough to obtain a 
mission.” 


“Very well then.” Dragato said, even though he knew very well that 
what the blue puff said wasn’t true. 


“Now, if you will excuse me, I must speak with Arthur. Sword, 
Blade, please wait here.” 


Meta Knight disappeared behind the door to his room, leaving the 
two knaves with Dragato. 


“T know he has not been sleeping well at all.” The ginger haired 
puff spoke. “It’s obvious that he is close to his limit.” 


“We know.” Blade said. “But we don’t know what’s causing this in 
the first place.” 


Suddenly Nonsurat and a calmer Falspar approached the two 
knaves. 


“Hey, what’s going on here?” Falspar asked. 


“Falspar, certainly you noticed Sir Meta Knight’s odd behavior.” 
The purple puff said. 


“He hasn’t been acting weird to me. He seems like regular old Meta 
Knight.” 


“Well, Falspar. Do you remember what happened back in the GSA? 
When you-know-who lost sleep for several days? You remember the 
incident, correct?” 


Falspar’s unmasked face suddenly grew pale. He slowly turned 
towards the knaves. 


“.-How long has he been like this?” 


“We don’t know. It’s been severe the past few days.” Sword and 
Blade answered together. 


“Oh no...” Nonsurat muttered. “It’s happening again.” 
“What? What’s happening again?” Sword asked, bewildered. 
“...This has happened before?” Blade tilted his head. 
Dragato tensed. “Has he shown any signs of Schizophrenia?” 
“...No?” They both answered, somewhat with unease. 


“Okay, good. This is good.” Falspar nodded, hand resting under his 
mouth. “This means he hasn’t gone clock tower yet.” 


Sword and Blade were getting increasingly uncomfortable with 
each passing second. Those three obviously knew something, but 
weren't telling them. 


“Can you please tell us what’s going on?” Blade asked. 


“Sorry, but... we need to go! Right guys?!” Falspar yelled, suddenly 
grabbing Dragato and Nonsurat, then dragging them away. 


“Blade... I’m starting to get a really bad feeling about this.” The 
green knight said after a beat. 


(watch?v = RVBfeixxSj8) 


“So, Sir Meta Knight.” Sir Arthur smiled. “How has your journey 
been faring?” 


“To be honest, Sir Arthur, I feel no difference.” Meta Knight 
responded. 


“T was afraid of that. I was hoping a little travel would help.” The 
other puff sighed. “You need to take better care of yourself. That’s 
something about you that hasn’t changed.” 


“Sir Arthur, I am not ill. 1am in perfect condition.” 


“Both of us know that’s a lie, Meta Knight. I know you. You’re the 
kind that bottles everything up, then stuffs it somewhere where you 
hope it won’t be found.” The green puff looked at him in the eyes. 
“But that isn’t healthy at all. You'll drive yourself to the brink of 
insanity at this rate.” 


Sir Arthur frowned when he received no response from the blue 
knight. “At any rate, we received some news from an unlikely source.” 


“What sort of information?” The masked puff asked, perplexed. 


“T mentioned the rumors of The Broken Village. How it had 
maddening effects on those that wander too far into it’s barrier. We 
haven’t found it’s location, but we found something interesting. 
Perhaps it’s not even related, but a Waddle Dee named Armin spoke of 
an odd cave that can apparently affect others’ minds.” 


“Kirby mentioned a similar cave. Perhaps they are one and the 
same.” 


“I believe they are. I want to send someone to investigate, but with 
your condition—” 


“T am in acceptable condition to go. With all due respect, nothing 
you can say will persuade me otherwise.” Meta Knight declared, his 
gloved hand on the doorknob. 


“Sir Meta Knight... that’s the door to the closet.” 
“...1 was aware of that.” 


Sir Arthur put his palm to his forehead. “I suppose I can’t stop you. 
I know how you get. You’re stubborn, tenacious. And though there 
were times those traits were certainly admirable, this really isn’t one 
of those times. This could actually be dangerous.” 


“T am willing to face any risks.” Meta Knight bowed. “I will be 
taking my leave.” 


The blue knight exited the room, then faced his knaves. “Sword, 
Blade, come. We are departing.” 


Sir Arthur sadly watched as his pupil left, feeling helpless to stop 
him. Meta Knight was a stubborn man, that much was true. But it hurt 
him dearly to know that he couldn’t do anything for his student 


during his time of need. 


The masked puff was obviously suffering, and the golden-clad 
knight had a few theories on the source of his inner turmoil. Meta 
Knight was like family to him, all of the GSA was family to him. 
Because they were all he had left. Sir Arthur couldn’t bear to lose 
another close to him... 


“So... you let him go?” Dragato asked, approaching Sir Arthur. 


“You know that I can’t stop him. He’s determined, stubborn. He’s 
always been that way.” 


“Yeah, but you know as well as I do that he’s already boarded the 
train to Cuckoo Town.” Falspar interjected. 


“Just what is he trying to prove?” Nonsurat asked. 


“T don’t know. I just don’t know.” Sir Arthur shook his head. 


(watch?v = YhSLqN6hfAA) 
The nights at HQ were always too quiet. 
Or at least to Jecra. 


He probably had the most silent roommate in the entire GSA 
history. They would return from supper, Meta Knight would usually 
read a book, and Jecra would try to find ways to entertain himself. It 
was so monotonous to the blonde. 


The blue knight was evasive, a loner so to speak. Jecra was what 
one would call a social butterfly. He loved interacting with others and 
having connections, he enjoyed being around people. But his 
roommate was the direct opposite. 


He had tried making light conversation, but the knight would only 
give short replies. He tried taking Garlude’s advice on being patient, 
but it was proving to be more difficult than previously thought. Meta 
Knight showed no signs of opening up. 


The blue puff was currently sitting on his bed, reading a book from 
the nearby shelf. He paid no mind to the blonde man lying on the 
floor, not even glancing up from his novel. Only when Jecra neared 
closer to his personal space did the knight show a reaction. 


“And what, pray tell, are you doing?” The blue knight questioned. 


“Uh...” Jecra glanced at the book in his roommate’s hands. “Just 
looking at what you’re reading.” 


Meta Knight asked no further questions and returned to his novel. 
The blonde pouted and scooted a little closer, much to the blue 
puffball’s bafflement. 


“Can I help you?” He asked in a flat tone. 
“Do you ever... do anything?” The man asked. 
“I beg your pardon?” 


“You’ve been sitting here, reading that book for the past hour. In 
fact, ’'m starting to think you haven’t even breathed at all. A little 
creepy, but not as bad as all of this silence!” Jecra exclaimed. 


The blonde looked at Meta Knight to see that he had returned to his 
novel once again. 


“Stop ignoring meee!” He whined. “You never talk, and any time I 
try to talk to you, all I get is the silent treatment or a short answer! 
I’m really trying here, but you’re not giving me anything to work 
with!” 

Meta Knight stared at the blonde, showing no emotion in his yellow 
eyes. His face was still hidden by that mask, so Jecra couldn’t tell if 
there was an expression of annoyance on his blue face. The blue puff 


just seemed so distant, and that made the blonde sad despite his 
efforts. 


Jecra finally just lied down on his stomach on the floor. He looked 
up at the blue knight with big sad eyes. 


“Meta Knight... do you hate me?” 
“No, of course not.” 
(watch?v = ZV1t-Gsmdt4) 


Jecra’s eyes widened in shock. He had honestly expected silence or 
the confirmation that the knight disliked him. The bluntness was what 
awed him most, the puff hadn’t even paused to think or show any 
hesitance. 


The blonde dared to ask another question to the normally solemn 
knight. 


“Meta Knight... when we slew that Demon Beast, you said that you 
misjudged me... what did you mean by that?” 


To his surprise, Meta Knight set his novel to the side. 


“Many join the Galaxy Soldier Army for varying reasons. Some fight 
for those who cannot, and others fight for glory and fame. Those that 


choose to fight only to bring attention to themselves often find the 
reward is not worth the cost. By the time they hit this realization, it is 
too late for them.” 


“So... you thought that I was one of them?” 


The knight remained silent as ever, but it was a different kind of 
silence than before. 


Instead of being upset, Jecra smiled. “Do you remember when I 
asked you what made you want to fight? Well, this is my reason.” 


Jecra turned towards his own bed and reached under his pillow. He 
held a photograph in his hands which he presented to Meta Knight 
with a smile. 


The blue knight gazed at the photograph. The picture showed a 
humanoid woman quite similar in appearance to Jecra. Her hair was a 
fiery orange-red, and her eyes an amber color. In her arms was an 
infant, the spitting image of Jecra. 


“This is my wife and son. They’re the entire reason I went to the 
GSA. Because I want them to have a safer future. I miss them so 
much... but knowing that I can give them a better life by being here 
just makes it feel like all this madness is worth it.” 


Meta Knight turned towards Jecra. “Sir Arthur usually discourages 
those with families to become part of the GSA, but your reason is 
noble....You are kindhearted, but I ask of you to remember that such a 
trait is not to be taken advantage of.” 


“That was a promise I made when I became part of this army. I 
don’t plan to back out now.” Jecra smiled. “I’m doing this for the 
people I care for most, they’re my whole world. But what about you? 
Who did you leave behind to fight?” 


cc ”? 


Jecra decided to change the subject. “You don’t have to tell me if 
you don’t want to. Pll respect your privacy. But just so we’re clear... 
you don’t hate me, right?” 


“As previously stated, no.” The blue puff replied, Jecra could have 
almost swore that he heard a bit of amusement in his tone. 


“Just making sure.” Jecra grinned. 


Meta Knight was about to return to his book, glad to have had a 
change of subject. Suddenly, he felt Jecra sidle a bit closer to him, 
much to Meta Knight’s discomfort. 


“So...” The blonde whistled. “Whaddya think of that cute pink puff, 
Letty?” 


“Sir Meta Knight, are you really sure about this?” Sword asked, 
frowning. 


“For the twelfth time, yes. I am quite sure.” Meta Knight replied. 


In front of the three knights was a hole that lead to a vast 
underground cavern. The very same that Kirby had ventured into. All 
around the entrance were signs of warning, advising to step away 
from this dangerous place. 


However, the knight was determined. He wanted to prove himself 
worthy to Sir Arthur, and also that he wasn’t losing his mind. Though 
the latter was becoming more and more apparent, he at least wanted 
to keep the charade up. 


He didn’t tell Kirby what he was about to do, as he knew that the 
mere mention of the place would remind Kirby of the loss of his 
friend. Meta Knight didn’t want to put him through that again, 
especially since it seemed that the pink Star Warrior had been 
recovering as of late. 


Meta Knight silently wished that it was just him doing this mission, 
as his knaves had become more and more suspicious of his behavior in 
the past few days, and rightfully so. Even he was aware of his quickly 
depleting rationality. 


But he had to keep up the act. He wasn’t the type to have others 
worry about him and be coddled. Meta Knight didn’t want sympathy, 
he just wanted the issue to be buried and forgotten. Just like 
everything else he had left behind. 


Another reason he didn’t want Sword and Blade to tag along was 
because of the cavern’s dangers. If this place did indeed have some 
form of connection to The Broken Village, it was no doubt dangerous. 
The blue puff didn’t want to put his knaves at such a risk. But of 
course, they still wouldn’t take no for an answer. 


The Broken Village still intrigued Meta Knight, and he wanted to 
explore it’s land. It’s effects on the minds of others were frightening, 
and one would think the knight would want to avoid such a hate- 
filled, maddening place. 


But what did he have to lose? 


He was already partly insane. His guilty conscience made sure of 


that. 


Author’s Note: Well then, I said that things would be picking 
up, and we’ve already got our first unexpected reveal— Beta 
might have been a traitor. Falspar doesn’t believe it, but it 
obviously has damaged him emotionally. My readers, you will 
soon find that every survivor of the GSA has something from the 
past that they can’t let go of. 


And it seems that Meta Knight and Jecra are finally starting to 
bond. Meta Knight may not be the friendliest character, but 
there’s a little more emotion to him than most realize. I don’t 
know why, but that ‘No, of corse not.’ just seemed very powerful 
to me. It’s a short response, but it has a lot of meaning to it. 


Next chapter: My readers, you get to see the effects of what 
happens when a concious-riddled blue puffball goes without a 
good night’s sleep for a long period of time. It would seem that 
Meta Knight’s sanity is going to take a severe hit next chapter, 
but to what extent? You’ll have to wait and see. 


Leer Justice, out. 


47. Descent Into Insanity 


The landscape that lied before the three knights was too 
breathtaking for words. 


(watch?v = 3yqFuuIAWOE) 


Underneath Dreamland lied a large jungle-like area, that had 
somehow went undiscovered for perhaps centuries. It was an 
incredible sight for certain. 


The Waddle Dees that dwelled in the cavern were not that different 
from surface-world Waddle Dees. They played and frolicked around 
the trees, some were even playing small hand-made instruments such 
as drums or sitars. 


It was a village of Waddle Dees. 


They were quite timid of seeing strangers in their land, they 
murmured amongst themselves in perplexity. What would three 
knights be doing in their humble village? The small creatures 
wondered if they should be afraid or not. 


Their fear seemed to subside once the chief Waddle Dee appeared. 
Certainly he would know why outsiders had invaded their home. 


The chief Waddle Dee actually appeared no different from a regular 
Waddle Dee. The only visible difference was a small leaf crown on his 
head. 


“Pray tell, what are outsiders doing in our land? Have you come to 
hunt for our treasure?” The chief asked defensively. 


“No, we have come to investigate the possibility of your land 
connecting with another titled ‘The Broken Village’. Do you know of 
such a place?” Meta Knight asked. 


“Never heard of such, but I don’t like the sound of that place.” The 
chief shuddered. “Why would you want to find something like that? 
Are you three thrill-seekers? Or are you just nuts?” 


“The Broken Village is connected with many cases of temporary 
loss of sanity. It is a dangerous place, but that is exactly why we need 
to find it.” Blade answered. 


“Oh, so that’s why knights are here.” The older Waddle Dee 


mumbled. “You heard the rumors. About what this place does to 
people’s heads... well, it’s commonly known as ‘cave madness’, but... 
lately it’s been something more than that...” 


The chief sighed. “About a month ago, an outsider broke into our 
village. He wanted our treasure, and he was a violent criminal. 
However, before anyone could get hurt, he stumbled a bit too far into 
the cave. He came back a frazzled twitching wreck. Just what he 
could have seen back there is beyond me... nothing like that ever 
happens to us Waddle Dees here.” 


“So we need to go further into the cave.” Meta Knight said in 
confirmation. “Thank you for your time.” 


“Uh...” The chief leaned towards Sword and Blade. “Does he have a 
death wish? Or is he just nuts?” 


“Tt could be both. He hasn’t slept in days.” Sword whispered. 


“Oh boy...” The Waddle Dee muttered. “You two are gonna have a 
handful. I don’t need to be a shaman to see that in your future. I wish 
you luck with what lies ahead. You’re gonna need it.” 


“W-Wait! Sir Meta Knight!” Sword and Blade called, noticing their 
lord was departing. 


(watch?v = q4krnX-1-R8) 


“Sir Meta Knight, are you quite sure that you want to go through 
with this?” Blade asked, showing concern. 


“Certainly. This is a mission. Sir Arthur is relying on us.” 


“You hold him in such high regard, but I believe that Sir Arthur 
wouldn’t want you to push yourself this far.” Sword replied. 


“There is no reason to worry for my sake. However, if you feel that 
you are in danger, you may return to the castle.” The knight said with 
indifference. 


“No.” The brothers replied sternly. “We are not leaving you here. 
We made a promise, that no matter what dangers lied ahead, we 
would always be there by your side.” 


“...1 assumed you would say that.” Meta Knight’s eyes flashed 
green. “You do realize that The Broken Village might be ahead. A 
place where one’s nightmares are made reality?” 


“Which is exactly why we should turn back. At least until you’re in 
better condition.” Blade tried to reason with his lord. 


“T have heard enough of this nonsense.” The blue puff’s eyes flashed 
red for a split second. “If you have any doubt towards me, turn back. I 
will find The Broken Village, alone. Just as it was meant to be.” 


“...We have no doubts.” They both replied softly. 


The blue knight nodded, then turned away from his knaves to 
continue their quest. 


Meta Knight didn’t want to be so cold to his knaves, but he wanted 
them to leave him. They were becoming far too aware of his state of 
mind. And this cave would only make it more apparent as they went 
deeper into it’s depths, if the rumors were indeed true. 


He hated being so weak. 


Nothing but silence echoed between them, the air was tense. Sword 
and Blade were too nervous, afraid to upset Meta Knight further in his 
condition. He normally wasn’t this irritable, but the lack of sleep must 
be the cause. 


The brothers wished they could do something to take him away 
from his own nightmares, but it unfortunately was out of their hands. 
They could only plead for him not put himself into more danger, 
something he was paying no mind to. 


Suddenly, the blue knight spun on his heel and turned towards 
Sword and Blade. His posture showed that he was somewhat riddled 
with aggravation. 


“Sword, Blade, I do not know what could possibly be so amusing 
that it would warrant such uproarious giggling, but I ask of you to 
stop.” 


“...Giggling?” Sword said, baffled. 
“Sir Meta Knight, we haven’t made a sound.” Blade protested. 


The blue puff paused, he glanced around the forest-like cave’s area. 
The Star Warrior’s eyes glowed a vibrant orange, something the 
knaves had not seen before. Unknown to them, orange signified 
confusion. Something all parties were feeling at the moment. 


“Did you not hear it?” Meta Knight asked. 


“T didn’t hear anything.” Blade said. “I don’t hear anything now 
either except for the two of us.” 


“'..1 was certain I heard faint laughter.” Meta Knight pondered 
softly. “Very well then, I suppose it’s nothing of concern.” 


Sword and Blade turned to each other and exchanged frightful 
glances. 


“Blade... he’s hearing things now...” 


“Tt was just as Dragato said.” The red haired knave whispered in a 
low tone. “He’s showing signs of Schizophrenia.” 


“Hey Mety~” Falspar sang. “I think someone is looking your way!” 
(watch?v = namEfgbSyW8) 


Falspar jabbed a thumb across the room towards Letty. She was 
absentmindedly eating a cookie, only to look up in their direction, 
then quickly avert her gaze with slightly red cheeks. 


Meta Knight moved away from the green puff. “Well, it certainly 
couldn’t be because of your volume, could it?” 


“Yes, my hair does have a lot of volume to it! How could anyone 
resist?” Falspar grinned, running a hand through his red locks. 


“T don’t know him.” Dragato denied.. 


Sector H was currently awaiting their next mission from Sir Arthur. 
Until then, they were buying time in Beta’s shop. Thankfully, Falspar’s 
childhood friend didn’t mind them staying there as long as they didn’t 
touch the equipment. 


“Uh, Beta, what is that?” Jecra asked, pointing to what the black 
puff was currently working on, 


Whatever the white eyed puff was so focused on was made of 
metal. They almost appeared to be red metal butterfly wings, much to 
the onlookers’ amusement or bafflement. 


“Haha! Butterflies? That’s really manly Beta.” Falspar chuckled. 


“Says the guy who uses more hair products than any woman I’ve 
ever met.” Beta rolled his eyes. 


“Hey, it takes hard work to be this good looking!” The red haired 
puff pouted, sticking his lip out childishly. 


“So... back to the point.” Jecra interjected. “What are they?” 


“These, are artificial wings I’ve been inventing.” Beta stated 
proudly. “There are several Demon Beasts that can fly, so to even the 
playing field we’re gonna have these. This is a prototype.” 


“But... butterflies?” Falspar snorted. “I mean, why not something 


cool like a dragon?” 


“Do I have to say it again to get it through your hairspray infected 
skull?!” Beta shouted. “It. Is. A. Prototype! You'll see, these wings 
will be one of the most helpful machines on the battlefield!” 


“Okay, sure.” The green puff smirked. “We'll just need to get some 
tutus and ballerina slippers to match our new wings.” 


“Remind me, why am I your friend again?” Beta groaned. 


While the two puffs exchanged insults, Dragato stared at the wings 
with interest. 


“Sir Meta Knight, are these not similar to your wings?” 
(watch?v = Wx2FDyvt0g!I) 


Beta froze. He eyed the blue knight with interest, a grin underneath 
his odd mask. “You... have wings?” 


The black puff was leaning across the counter, far too close for 
Meta Knight’s tastes. The mechanic had a gleam in his white eyes, 
something that was a bit discomforting. 


Everyone in the room was staring at him. 


“ ..They are not organic. My cape can shift into wings that allow 
me flight.” Meta Knight explained. 


“Show me.” Beta leaned even closer. 


The blue Star Warrior hopped off of the stool he sat on, becoming 
increasingly uncomfortable with the situation. However, he 
summoned his wings in the hope that it would satisfy the mechanic. 


Beta stared at the blue puff’s wings in awe, almost frothing at the 
mouth. Jecra stared in shock, while Letty gazed at the knight with a 
small gasp. 


Meta Knight quickly lowered his wings, becoming cloth once more. 
Beta stood still, accessing his thoughts on the rare sight. 


Suddenly, the black puff held out a fistful of money. “Take my 
money. All of it. All of it for that cape.” 


“My cape is not for sale!” Meta Knight raised his voice, shocking 
everyone present, including himself. “Sir Arthur gave me this very 
cape after graduation from training! To sell a gift from him would 
make a mockery of his generosity!” 


Beta visibly drooped. “...Okay. I understand. If I were you, I 


wouldn’t sell something like that either. And I really do love money... 
so that’s saying something.” 


The black puff turned to his red butterfly wings, then began to 
work on them once more. 


“So Sir Arthur gave you that cape?” Jecra said with wide eyes. 
“You must really be special to him if he gave you something like 
that.” 


“Ah... Iam no different from any other soldier here.” Meta Knight 
replied modestly, his eyes shining a pale pink. 


“.,.Did your eyes just turn pink?” The blonde squinted. 
“No, it must have been a trick of the light.” He replied. 


“Meta Knight’s eyes change color with his moods!” Falspar tattled 
to Jecra, 


“Falspar...” Meta Knight frowned. 


“No way! So what do all the colors mean?” Jecra asked, much to 
the blue puff’s chagrin. 


“Well...” The red haired puff put his hand to his chin. “I know 
green is whenever he’s thinking really hard. And blue is whenever he’s 
happy, haven’t seen that color from him in a while.” 


“One can only wonder why.” Dragato frowned, sarcasm evident in 
his voice. “It couldn’t be because he has to deal with a moron who 
happens to be green , could it?” 


“How dare you talk about Sir Arthur like that!” Falspar pointed at 
the light purple puff. 


“Yeah, yeah, that’s nice.” Jecra waved. “So what does pink mean?” 


“Oh, well his eyes have turned that color of pink a lot lately. 
Especially whenever he’s around...” The puff with the mohawk 
mused. “Wait a minute...” 


Falspar grinned, nudging Meta Knight. “Are you embarrassed? Is 
that what pale pink means? Is Mety shy~?” 


“Falspar...”” Meta Knight hissed under his breath. 
“Aha!” He grinned. “You are! Oh look, you’re doing it again!” 


Meta Knight tried to turn away from the laughing green puff, 
hiding his eyes behind his navy cape. He was thankful that at least the 
mask was covering his flushed cheeks. 


“Aww, Mety just wants his sempai to notice him!” Falspar 
chuckled. 


Suddenly, the green puff was yanked back by the hair from a force 
behind. He turned around, prepared to tear into whoever dared touch 
his hair. 


“Dragato, get your frilly girly hands off my-AAAH! 
Ohpleasedon’thurtme...” 


(watch?v = jKAyUHSQsuE) 


The one that had grabbed him was none other than Gisela, the Iron 
Fortress. He paled, his eyes shrunk to microscopic dots. 


“Idiot.” Gisela grunted under her breath, her red eyes narrow and 
intimidating. 

The green puff gave a silent sigh of relief when the black puff 
released his hair. He quickly hid behind Meta Knight. The fully 
armored Gisela strode towards Letty, the pink puff looked up at her 
sector’s leader sheepishly. 


“Letty... why weren’t you at our training session?” Gisela’s hard 
gaze was on her. 


“Um... well...” She stuttered. “I was eating my lunch.” 


“Oh, is that so?” The black puff looked at her with a bemused 
expression. “If I didn’t know better... ’d say that you were here to 
gawk at a couple of boys!” 


Gisela’s fist made contact with the table, making the pink puff 
squeak in alarm. 


“Y-You know that isn’t true, Gisela!” Letty stuttered. “W-Why 
would I want to look at a couple of newbie boys?!” 


Gisela grinned a bit. “That’s what I thought. Keep that up, and 
you'll be strong in no time. Just like me.” 


“Ah... I don’t know if I’m cut out for that.” The blonde girl said 
softly. “I-I mean... I can’t even fight well at all...” 


“Letty, look at me.” Gisela demanded. “You’re not gonna 
accomplish anything with that attitude of yours. Straighten up and be 
something. It’s embarrassing with you acting so meek all the time.” 


“B-But... I...” Letty whispered in a faint voice. “I don’t know if I...” 


“Letty, be honest.” Gisela slammed her hand on the table. “Do you 
really wanna be one of those little weakling girls that only end up a 


housewife, or do you wanna be a strong warrior who only has one 
person to look out for: herself?” 


“I-I wanna be a warrior...” 


“Good. You’re making the right choice. Trust me on this one, 
smartest decision you'll probably ever make.” The black puff smirked 
in satisfaction. 


Some of the Sector H soldiers strained to hear their conversation 
from across the room with little success. They pitied the poor pink 
puff, she certainly didn’t look like the type that would join an army. 
Letty seemed more like a girl that would be content spending her days 
in a domestic life. 


“She’s too cute to be a soldier...” Falspar stated quietly. 
“The poor girl...” Jecra frowned. 


Meta Knight glanced at Letty, the pink puff was quite visibly upset 
by the conversation. Why such an innocent pure girl would choose to 
take part in a war puzzled him. The blue knight could only slightly 
hear her soft sweet voice at a distance, a large contrast from Gisela’s 
louder and rougher voice. 


“Y-Yes, I understand Gisela.” Letty replied. 


Meta Knight could have sworn that he saw the pink puff turn to 
glance at him briefly before her attention returned to the large black 
puff so close to her. 


“Gisela!” Candeloro’s voice was heard from the doorway of the 
room. “Gisela, why did you ditch us?” 


“Wasn’t ditching. Letty, here didn’t show up for training. So I 
looked around and found her here, and I think she was looking at the 
noob boys.” 


“Goodness, Gisela.” Shenandoah glanced at Letty. “Letty never 
agreed to train with you. We all train together.” 


“Yeah, but she needs a little more help.” The large puffball 
frowned. 


“Gisela, you know that she hasn’t been in the GSA as long as us!” 
Candeloro shouted. “Give her some time! And if I didn’t know better, 
I’d say you were the one who was ogling the noob boys! You like 
tormenting the one with the Mohawk a lot...” 


The orange puff gave a cat-like grin at Gisela’s frustration. The 
pony tailed puff gritted her teeth. 


“Drop dead.” 


“Oh, throw your little temper tantrum.” Candeloro waved her hand 
dismissively. “Letty, it’s alright. Nobody can be as perfect as Gisela. 
She can’t expect that much of you.” 


The black puffball snorted. “Dang right.” 
Candeloro rolled her eyes. 


“T believe everyone is forgetting why we are here.” Shenandoah 
interjected. “Sir Arthur should be here any moment to give us our 
mission.” 


“Please let it be a battlefield mission!” Gisela rubbed her hands 
together. “I’m sick of doing these little errands lately. I wanna let 
loose on a Demon Beast.” 


“G-Gisela, don’t say that!” Letty squeaked. “Think of what 
happened at Hotbeat!” 


“If I had been there, the outcome would have been different.” The 
spear wielding puffball retorted. 


“Flying too close to the sun, Gisela.” Shenandoah warned. 


“Good morning, everyone.” Sir Arthur greeted as he entered the 
room. “Oh, everyone’s here! Good, I won’t have to run around the 
base then.” 


“Sir Arthur, if I may ask... why do you want all of us here 
together?” Jecra asked. 


“Tm actually glad you asked that, Jecra.” Their leader responded. 
“In light of the recent Demon Beast attacks on the new sectors, I have 
developed a new method of how missions will go for those new 
sectors.” 


“No...” Gisela whispered. “No...” 


When Sir Arthur said the next sentence, Falspar would have rather 
died. 


“On this mission, Sector H and Sector S will unite as one team!” 


Sword and Blade were frightened for their lord. 


Ever since Meta Knight had claimed to have heard giggling, he was 
on edge. The blue knight would look left and right, as if something 
was escaping his line of sight each time. It was troubling the two 


knaves, and it only made the Star Warrior more tense. 
(watch?v = jslGSHzZJ_w) 


“Sir Meta Knight... shouldn’t we rest?” Sword suggested. “It’s been 
a few hours.” 


“Besides, this spot looks peaceful.” Blade pointed out the crystal 
area they were currently standing in. 


Meta Knight agreed, but his posture was still uptight. Sword and 
Blade needed him to stay in place for a while so he could relax. 
Unfortunately, that place happened to be an unfamiliar cave. Which 
may or may not lead to a place where his paranoia would only 
increase. 


“Tt’s taunting me...” Meta Knight thought bitterly. “It’s making me 
appear insane...” 


The sad truth was, the blue knight probably knew he was acting 
irrational. 


“Sir Meta Knight... you need to rest.” Blade said gently. “I know it 
may be hard to, but you really need to for your health.” 


“I cannot deny it any longer.” The puff admitted. “I am so very 
tired...” 


His gloved hands reached underneath his mask to rub at his eyes. 
Despite the fact that their superior was acting somewhat like a sleepy 
child, Sword and Blade had to admit that the action was undeniably 
cute. They never would have guessed that Meta Knight would have 
such a soft childlike face. 


The blue knight lied down on a small mattress he had somehow 
managed to fit into his cape (how that worked still boggled their 
minds). He curled up on his side, the armor clinking a bit as he did so. 


“Wouldn’t you feel more comfortable without the armor?” Sword 
suggested. 


“Would you feel comfortable without yours?” Was his somewhat 
sassy reply. 


Sword and Blade resisted the urge to chuckle at how their knight 
was acting like a cranky toddler. Still, they could hardly blame him. 
The man must have been awake for days with barely a good night’s 
sleep, and the effects had certainly shown. 


They could only hope that he would not be tormented by 
nightmares this time. His sanity was taking a harsh toll as an effect of 


them. Though they knew not what his nightmares contained, his 
knaves did know that he was suffering. They wished so badly that 
they could ease his pain somehow... 


“Sword, Blade... how long will you continue to stare?” Meta Knight 
asked, somewhat awkwardly. 


“Oh, uh... sorry Sir Meta Knight.” They both apologized as he 
turned over on his mattress away from them. 


The two knaves decided to settle down for the night as well, both 
tired from walking through the seemingly endless cave. They knew 
they had much further to go, according to what Kirby, Gooey, and 
Armin had told them. 


Meta Knight shifted around, still awake, until he finally seemed to 
find a comfortable position. He suddenly felt a wave of peace envelop 
him, and slowly his body began to relax. It was an odd sensation after 
being used to the discomfort of his own mind keeping him awake, and 
the relentless nightmares taking hold of his dreams. 


He gazed at the multi-colored crystals that surrounded him, their 
faint glow oddly comforting to the veteran puff. They reminded him of 
a child’s nightlight, something that provided security. It was an 
unfamiliar feeling, the need to be secure. But at the same time, it felt 
all too familiar. 


Meta Knight’s eyes began to close, his breathing becoming more 
even. The veteran had almost drifted off to sleep, his mind at ease for 
once in the past few weeks. 


And then, something made his blood run cold. 


Something had snapped him out of his calm state. Something had 
disrupted the quiet and gentle atmosphere of the area. His knaves still 
asleep, Meta Knight was the only one to witness it. 


It was a sound. 
It was the sound of a fleshy gurgle. 


Author’s Note: Yes, this is where things finally pickup. Th 
Sector H gets their first real mission as a team... with Sector S. Sir 
Arthur, I hope you know what you’re doing. Also, the insanity 
has finally reached it’s highpoint. Now tell me, where else was 
there a noise that was described as a fleshy gurgle? It’s not too 
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Leer Justice, out. 


48. Amorphous 


(watch?v =7 3jFyLYhoXs) 


Meta Knight sat up quickly, his yellow eyes scanning around the 
crystal room frantically. There was no doubt in his mind that he heard 
the strange cry of a creature. He gripped his mattress in his hands 
before standing up. His gaze dropped to the two sleeping bags across 
from him. 


They were empty. 


Sword and Blade were not there. Even in his current paranoia- 
riddled state, the knight knew his knaves would never abandon him in 
this place. Especially since they had begged him to return to the castle 
and rest until he was in good health. They wouldn’t... 


Part of him now wished that he had listened. 


But where could his knaves have gone? He decided to make the 
attempt of remaining calm for the time being and wait for their 
return. Minutes passed, and they were still no where in sight. An 
uncomfortable feeling rose in Meta Knight’s stomach. 


“Sword... Blade?” He called softly. 


There was no answer. The Star Warrior clutched his cape tightly 
around him, shivering at the sudden cold temperature in the cave. It 
must have dropped several degrees, it was so frigid Meta Knight could 
have thought that he was dying. 


Meta Knight was beginning to feel worry, Sword and Blade must 
have been in trouble. They wouldn’t abandon him because they had 
tired of dealing with his recent behavior... would they? The thought 
of that alone was enough to make him uneasy. 


He made a silent promise to himself that when he found them, the 
blue puff would take their advice and rest. Meta Knight hadn’t 
realized until then that his behavior had been affecting them too. He 
continued to tell himself that Sword and Blade wouldn’t leave him... 
but the doubt still lingered. 


Suddenly, he heard the sound of shuffling. He turned around, 
expecting to see his two knaves behind him. Nothing was there. The 
cave was once again quiet. The fact still remained, something had 
produced that noise. He was certain it was not his sleep-deprived 


mind. 


“Sword, Blade... where are you?” He asked as he walked down the 
path decorated with the glowing crystals. “We are returning to the 
castle.” 


Still, no one answered him. The Star Warrior only heard the sound 
of his own voice echo across the walls. He frowned, his eyes glowing 


grey. 
“If you can hear me, answer.” No reply. “Please...” 


He slumped against one of the many crystals protruding from the 
ground. Meta Knight shifted to a sitting position and buried his 
masked face in his gloved hands. He had never felt so alone in his 
life... not since the years he wandered around in space after the GSA 
fell against Nightmare. 


The air was still cold, and his armor was doing little to provide him 
warmth. He tightly wrapped his cape around his blue body, feeling 
slightly warmer. 


But he still felt cold inside. 


Meta Knight cursed his ability to frequently make the few that 
cared about him regret it in the long run. It was him though, he was 
the problem. If he had listened to Sword and Blade, he would still 
have them by his side. He wouldn’t be here in this frigid cave, and he 
wouldn’t be suffering with so much grief in his chest. 


Meta Knight closed his eyes, his heart heavy. 
Drrr... shlop... shlop... 


The Star Warrior’s eyes shot open, widening as they heard the faint 
noise. 


He looked to both sides, seeing nothing once again. 


The sound was unlike the ones he heard earlier. The giggles 
sounded fairly tame compared to the disturbing noises Meta Knight 
had just heard. 


schlop... shlop... 


It was a strange, moist scraping sound that seemed to slowly get 
closer. It was enough to make his skin crawl in his disoriented state. 
Meta Knight dared to glance across the crystal room to find the 
producer of the unearthly noise. 


And then... ITappeared. 


Meta Knight had fought countless Demon Beasts in the war. He had 
faced some of the most intimidating beings in existence without 
hesitance. The Star Warrior had been one out of six survivors of his 
species in said war. He had been on the battlefield, fighting against 
Nightmare’s creations, and was forced to end his best friend’s life. 


But the mere glimpse of IT was enough to make the veteran’s heart 
stop. 


What was IT? 
The knight didn’t know. 
(watch?v = MOqVoJ1JRnY) 


The thing that was caught in his sights was a nightmarish creature. 
It’s upper body had a somewhat round bulbous shape, appearing to be 
the head. The abomination’s skin, a pale sickly white with dark red 
blotches of varying sizes spread on it’s body. 


The lower body was a mass of tentacles and limbs, the number of 
appendages the abhorrent monstrosity owned could not be counted. 
It’s face consisted only of a single bulging eye larger than Meta 
Knight’s own body, red in color with a glowing green pupil. 


It’s tentacles created that maddening wet, scraping noise as it 
slowly dragged itself across the cave floor. Every move the unholy 
creature made left a viscous trail behind, the fluid that dripped from 
it’s limbs was a clear saliva-like substance. 


It made the knight’s stomach churn to look at it. The thing wrapped 
it’s tentacles around a crystal, slowly scaling the gem while it’s lone 
eye occasionally shifted in it’s socket. The cephalopod-like creature 
gurgled, despite no mouth being present on it’s horrendous body. 


Meta Knight never felt such a strong desire to distance himself from 
anything in his entire existence. Something about that thing made his 
insides tremble, his vision blurry. Perhaps it was his lack of sleep that 
made the veteran so avoidant of the creature, but something within 
his body was demanding him not to attract it’s attention. 


But he was a knight. Certainly he could slay this disgusting 
abomination. 


His hand went to the hilt of Galaxia as he slowly crept from behind 
his crystal. Stealthily, he neared the creature’s backside. He 
unsheathed his weapon. 


The sickly white being swiftly turned around with a small whine 
escaping it’s vocal. It’s large eye was staring directly into Meta 


Knight’s yellow ones. 
It stared... and stared... unblinking. 


It slinked from the crystal it was perched on, then dragged it’s 
fleshy body towards him. It’s eye never left the blue Star Warrior. 


Suddenly, the area below it’s optic began to tear. In it’s place was a 
mouth. A circular opened mouth with large teeth, some pointed and 
sharp, while others flat like a herbivore’s. Upon closer inspection from 
the knight, it had two rows of teeth. 


The veteran held Galaxia in his hand, yet he could not raise his arm 
to strike. He was frozen in place, helpless against the nightmarish 
advancing cephalopod. 


The thing’s mouth widened, saliva dripping from it’s gaping maw. 
It was then that Meta Knight understood it’s intentions for him. 


It was going to eat him. 


The Lovecraftian horror neared closer, the knight’s eyes glowed 
white in mortification. With another lurch in his stomach, a morbid 
thought had entered his mind. This abomination... could it have 
caused his knaves’ disappearance? 


It warbled, the drool leaking from it’s mouth. He couldn’t move, 
only stand there locked in it’s unending gaze. Meta Knight internally 
screamed for his body to move, to fight, to escape. Something to 
distance himself from this vile being. 


The only movement he could manage was to tremble. Violently 
shake in his armor as it grew tauntingly closer. A few of it’s tentacles 
coiled, almost in ecstasy, seeing that it’s meal was making no attempts 
to escape it’s clutches. 


Meta Knight squeezed his eyes shut, waiting. Waiting for it to 
attack. It was all that he could do. 


Moments passed. The sickening sounds of the abomination no 
longer rang through his head. Meta Knight dared to open an eye. 


It was gone. Gone without a trace. Not even the slime trails were 
visible. Confused, the blue puff opened his glowing orange eyes and 
searched the room. The cave was exactly as it had been. Everything 
left untouched. 


“I have become insane...” Meta Knight thought in horror. “Is this 
what I have been reduced to?” 


The knight’s thoughts were interrupted when he felt something 
dripping on his head. Baffled, he glanced up towards the ceiling. 


He didn’t even have time to scream. 
SCREEEEEEEEE! 


Sword and Blade were awoken by their lord. They quickly rose and 
went to his side. 


“Blade, it’s another nightmare!” Sword yelled. 
(watch?v = JB9X6WaioBE) 


Whatever was occurring in the knight’s dreams was far worse than 
the last time. He tossed and turned, struggled in his sleep and 
thrashed about. It looked as if Meta Knight was in actual pain from 
whatever he was experiencing. 


Before the two brothers could react, the veteran Star Warrior had 
done something they had never seen him do before. 


He screamed. Meta Knight tore off his mask mid-shout and tossed it 
to the side, as if it was sucking the breath out of him. He panted, 
breath uneven and his eyes white with fear. The man was trembling, 
eyes looking toward’s the cave ceiling. 


Sword and Blade were frozen in shock, looking towards each other 
at an absolute loss. They waited for their lord to catch his breath, his 
hands tightly holding onto the blankets. 


“Sir Meta Knight, are you feeling better since you awoke?” Blade 
asked cautiously. 


Meta Knight turned towards them as though he had just 
acknowledged they were there. His eyes widened, expression blank. 


He spoke in a quiet whisper. “Both of you... are alive...” 


“Sir Meta Knight, it was a nightmare.” Sword reassured, feeling 
quite unnerved. “You’re fine now.” 


“No... it... it couldn’t have...” Meta Knight’s hands held his own 
head. “It felt all too real...” 


He could recount every single moment of his vision, every 
gruesome graphic detail of the abomination that slithered into his 
nightmare. Meta Knight could almost feel the viscous slime the 
creature oozed on his skin. Just thinking about it almost made him 


§ag. 


“C’mon Blade, let’s get him some water.” Sword suggested. 


Meta Knight drank every drop, his throat dry and hoarse. Once 
finished, the knight remained ever silent. It was a different kind of 
silence though, one Sword and Blade hadn’t experienced. Meta Knight 
stared at his own hands, realization overcoming him. 


“T-I apologize... my behavior was unnecessary...” Meta Knight 
uttered, not daring to make eye contact. 


“No... it’s alright, really.” Blade interjected. “We just... it just 
surprised us, is all.” 


“No, I am ashamed.” He hung his head low. “My reaction was 
unacceptable. I will understand if any respect you held towards me is 
lost.” 


“Sir, don’t be so hard on yourself!” Sword protested. “It’s okay if 
you were scared... all of us get scared sometimes... but... just what 
happened in your nightmare?” 


Meta Knight held his hand to his mouth, feeling ill at the moment. 
He clenched his eyes shut, feeling a sharp pain through his system. 


“T... I would rather not discuss it at the moment.” He managed to 
choke out. 


“It’s alright, sir. You can tell us when you're ready.” Blade said 
softly, but then quickly asked. “Wait, you’re not going to be sick, are 
you?” 


“No, I should be fine. As long as I do not allow myself to think 
about it for the time being...” The Star Warrior answered. 


“Sir Meta Knight, I know that you’re going to disagree, but we need 
to go home. You need to rest. You’re running yourself into the 
ground!” Blade shouted, Sword nodding furiously in agreement. 


His answer surprised them. 


“Yes, I agree wholeheartedly. I cannot continue like this. If I am to 
investigate this cave further, then I need to be in the best condition.” 


They breathed a sigh of relief. “Thank goodness. Let’s get out of 
here.” 


Meta Knight slowly rose to his feet, his knaves about to help him 
with the task. 


“IT may not be well at the moment, but I am not a child to be 
coddled.” Meta Knight frowned, slightly pouting. 


His mask was still off, giving Sword and Blade full view of his face. 


They held back their chuckles at seeing his cheeks puff up. 
“Aww...” Sword whispered. 


“What did you say?” Meta Knight turned around, somewhat 
startled. 


“Uh, I said... awwwful?...Yeah, this situation is awful.” Sword 
quickly corrected. 


Meta Knight seemed satisfied with his answer, much to Sword’s 
inner relief. The blue knight picked up his discarded mask and placed 
it on his face, much to Sword and Blade’s inner disappointment. They 
felt a bit closer to him, being able to tell what he was feeling when 
nothing hid his face. 


They quickly packed up, about to leave the cave, when something 
caught their eye. 


“What?!” Sword yelled, pointing to one of the walls of the cave. 
“This wasn’t there before! It’s blocking the way we came!” 


“It wasn’t here before! We’re trapped... this cave can change it’s 
own dimensions.” Blade groaned. 


“Then there is only one option left...” Meta Knight sighed. “We 
have to continue.” 


(watch?v = ZeeCZADts1E) 


Once the three knights reached the mine cart area, Meta Knight 
seemed noticeably much more at ease. His shoulders relaxed, and eyes 
returned to their yellow color. It was an though his little minor 
outburst had not even occurred earlier. 


Instead of a dimly lit crystal cove, the knights were among a large 
flower garden lined with marble columns and ancient architecture. 
Such beauty lied underground, unseen from the eyes above. Perhaps it 
was a metaphor of sorts. 


The cave was certainly everything Kirby said it was. The rooms 
changed, some leading you exactly where you started, but Meta 
Knight had paid close attention to Kirby’s tale. He had led Sword and 
Blade in the right direction most of the way, something he felt relief 
for since he had been suffering from delusions lately. 


They had been very cautious since leaving the crystal cove, looking 
at every turn with suspicion. Thankfully, Meta Knight heard no more 
unusual noises or saw anything overly disturbing. He was so very 
tired... he was struggling with his body to obey his commands. 


It was undeniable now. He needed this to end. He needed the 
nightmares to leave him so he could rest in peace. The effects of the 
night terrors were already driving a rift between him and his knaves, 
not to mention Sir Arthur. 


He had been in denial previously, but last night was the final straw. 
Seeing that... that slithering, writhing, mass of tentacles, teeth, and 
flesh was enough to do him in. He didn’t want to think about it, that 
disgusting abomination... drooling on him. Staring at him like he was 
a sandwich. 


Meta Knight shivered. “My first action when I return is to take a very 
long bath.” 
Even though it had been a dream, it had felt so real to him. The blue 
knight didn’t want to think about what he had seen, and what seemed 
like he felt. But strangely enough, his mind continued to be drawn to 
the events of his most brutal and graphic night terror in the past few 
weeks— Nay, what seemed like his entire life. 


“Sir Meta Knight...” Blade said slowly. “Do you feel more relaxed 
here?” 


“If I am being honest, yes.” He replied. “Though my thoughts... 
they continue drifting to that... that thing...” 


He said the last two words so quietly, Sword and Blade had to 
strain themselves to hear. 


“Are you ready to talk about it, sir?” Sword offered. 


Meta Knight shook his head. “No. No, not now. I do not have the 
energy.” 


He was being quite honest when admitting this fact. Though it 
shamed him to admit. Though the pain of admitting that was quite 
minor compared to the sheer sickening aspect of recounting his 
nightmare... he felt his stomach hop again in disgust. 


The Star Warrior tried to turn his attention to the surrounding 
flowers. Pansies, daisies, roses, daffodils, Jacob’s ladder, bleeding 
hearts, rosemary, this garden was even more elaborate and diverse 
than the castle’s. 


“Nonsurat would enjoy this area...” Meta Knight found himself 
murmuring. 


(watch?v = lwSdwbf05Xg) 


“Nonsurat?” The knaves wondered aloud. “Is he the one with the 
hair that looks like red grass sticking up?” 


The blue knight gave a light chuckle, his shoulders shaking slightly. 
“No, Nonsurat is the puffball with the strangely shaped mask.” 


“Oh, he’s the quiet one.” Sword remembered. “I guess he really 
likes flowers?” 


Meta Knight nodded. “Yes, he is a gentle soul. One could not tell 
from a glance that he joined the army. Even in this time, Nonsurat still 
remained the gentle man he was then. I am grateful that he has not 
undergone a great deal of change.” 


The blue knight inwardly sighed. “I suppose that none of us have...” 


“He always looks so sullen...” Blade murmured. “Was he always 
like that in the war?” 


“No, Nonsurat has always remained a quiet man, but there was a 
time where he was simply shy....During those times, he would tell all 
who would listen how blessed he was to be alive. How he treasured 
every moment life had given him....But I can understand why he no 
longer feels joy.” 


“’..What could have happened to him? That’s so... awful.” Sword 
asked. 


“Nonsurat lost any happiness that resided in his heart when he 
realized that it had been broken.” Meta Knight vaguely explained, 
eyeing a red rose. 


Sword and Blade only felt confusion at the knight’s statement 
Perhaps they could ask Nonsurat sometime. 


As if the knight had read their thoughts, he continued. 


“I ask of you not to ask Nonsurat of what occurred in the past. His 
emotions are fragile. Far more fragile than most of the flowers that 
grow here. Asking such a question from him would only break his 
heart further, and I daresay that he may only be a step away from 
shutting down. So I ask of you, do not take that step.” 


Sword and Blade nodded in agreement. Though they were curious, 
they could tell that it was certainly something they didn’t need to pry 
in. It seemed like everyone in the GSA had something from the past 
that still haunted them. 


Falspar was trying to prove the innocence of someone named ‘Beta’, 
Dragato was apparently waiting for ‘her’ all these years, Nonsurat was 
depressed and his heart was broken, and Sir Arthur seemed to always 
be living in the past. 


But it made the knaves wonder, just what could their lord be 
hiding? What sort of trauma did he have stashed away deep within 
himself? His nightmares must have been reflecting his state of mind, 
and the blue puffball had shown all signs of post traumatic stress 
disorder, not to mention schizophrenia. 


They wished he would open up to them, tell them all of the secrets 
of his past. If he did, the knaves just knew they could be closer to him. 
It had only occurred to them so recently just how little they knew 
about him. 


Suddenly, Meta Knight had stopped in his tracks. The veteran’s eyes 
were frozen on something out of their sight. 


It was a lone pink rose. 


The blue knight continued to stare at the flower, completely 
hypnotized. Something stirred within him, he extended a hand to 
pluck the rose from it’s place. 


His hand stopped at the stem of the flower, a pang went through 
his chest. Meta Knight withdrew his gloved hand from the pink rose, 
resting it at his side. 


Somehow, seeing that rose all by itself had a strange effect on the 
knight. There were thousands of other flowers, yet this one was all 
alone. Isolated. 


Meta Knight had decided to leave it. It was not his to take. 
Just like so many other things in life were never meant to be his. 


After more wandering in the cave, they finally came upon a vast 
room with strange symbols carved on the walls, floor, and ceiling. 
Meta Knight could not make out the language, especially with the 
passage of time taking it’s toll on the legibility of the ancient writing. 


“Sir Meta Knight... doesn’t this room feel strange?” Sword asked. “I 
feel as though something is watching us.” 


“’..Sword, I may be partially delusional at the moment, but please 
do not inform me that you are experiencing hallucinations as well.” 


Blade shook his head. “No... I feel it too.” 


Meta Knight turned to look around the ancient room. Nothing was 
visible, and Kirby had informed him that all the enemies that stood 
guard here were long defeated. Yet... he was beginning to have the 
same experience. 


Suddenly, Meta Knight caught a gleam of something in the corner 


of his eye. He quickly turned around, then came face to face with the 
offender. 


(watch?v = AV2IU93B_J8) 


A shadowy face greeted him from the darkness, three red eyes 
visible. Tribal jewelry hung from it’s obelisk like body. It’s orange lips 
were thick, two boar like tusks visible from it’s mouth. Most eye 
catching was it’s large hands... made entirely of diamonds. This was 
Wham Bam Jewel. 


Meta Knight rapidly stepped backwards as one of it’s hands reached 
to roughly grab him. He withdrew Galaxia, his knaves took out their 
weapons as well. 


“Let’s go for the eyes!” Sword shouted. 


Wham Bam Jewel laughed a hog’s laugh, then flicked the two 
knaves aside. They crashed into the wall, but quickly found their 
footing. 


Wham Bam Jewel pointed at the blue knight, small beams firing 
from his finger like a pistol. With a grunt, he was knocked to the dusty 
ground. With another obnoxious laugh, the obelisk raised it’s hand. It 
hovered over the blue puffball’s body, about to flatten him. 


Sword and Blade tried to reach their lord in a desperate scramble, 
but were not fast enough. The hand slammed down, only to recoil 
when Galaxia’s blade had went directly through the diamond surface. 
Such a thing would be impossible for a common sword, but this was 
accomplished by the legendary sword Galaxia. 


Wham Bam Jewel wailed, it’s nostrils flared as it shook it’s hand in 
pain. It lifted it’s other hand, then successfully grabbed the knight. He 
struggled to free himself from his oppressor, but the obelisk merely 
grinned with malevolence. 


“Sir Meta Knight!” Sword and Blade called in shock. 


Wham Bam Jewel began to slowly tighten it’s grip on it’s captor, 
eliciting a gasp from the Star Warrior. He gasped for air, the diamond 
fingers restricting the air flow to his lungs. He couldn’t lift his arm to 
stab the hand that held him, he could only wait as his vision grew 
blurry. 


Wham bam Jewel was too occupied with taunting it’s prey to 
realize that Sword and Blade had climbed on it’s back. By the time the 
obelisk took notice, Sword and Blade had jumped into the air and 
stabbed two of it’s three eyes. 


Wham Bam Jewel groaned and wailed, shaking it’s head wildly in 
shock and pain. It threw Meta Knight in it’s uproar, the knight hitting 
the floor with a resounding thud. He breathed deeply, his chest sore 
from the near crushing he had received. 


“Sir, are you hurt?!” Blade yelled. 


“No, I can proceed to fight.” Meta Knight gradually stood up, 
Galaxia glowing in his hands. 


The legendary sword’s blade glowed brighter, as the veteran Star 
Warrior focused his mind. He closed his eyes, blocking out all 
surrounding sound. Galaxia raised into the air, he swung once. A 
beam of light left the weapon, flying directly into Wham Bam Jewel’s 
third eye. 


With one final cry, Wham Bam Jewel began to tremble. It’s hands 
crumbling away, and it’s skin melting into nothingness. All that was 
left of the obelisk was a very small handful of diamonds, the rest 
falling into the abyss below. 


“What... what just happened?” Sword breathed heavily, exhausted 
from climbing that colossus. 


“T don’t know... I thought that Kirby defeated all the enemies in 
this cave... there must have been one left as back up.” Blade replied, 
just as winded. 


However, Meta Knight had attended himself with scooping up the 
diamonds, then packing them away in the confines of his cape. 
Certainly, they would come to use later. If his predictions about 
Falspar causing massive property damage to the castle did indeed 
come true, he could use them to pay off King Dedede as 
compensation. 


He turned to his knaves. “I apologize. If I was not in this current 
state, there would have been no need for you to come to my aid.” 


“Sir Meta Knight, you fought excellently for someone who hasn’t 
slept for... well, weeks.” Sword replied. 


“But now we need to leave.” Blade said, warily looking around. 
“Before something else decides to make it’s presence known.” 


“Agreed, let us proceed.” Meta Knight nodded. 


They finally reached a small area with a distant light brimming 
from above. They were almost out of the cave, away from the origin 
of that horrific nightmare, away from those crystals... 


“Sword, Blade, hold onto me tightly. Do not let go.” Meta Knight 
instructed. 


The brothers were confused, but nevertheless complied with his 
request. His cape fluttered around before stretching into bat-like 
wings. The knight stretched and flapped them, then suddenly took off 
into the air. It was mere seconds of flight before they reached the 
surface. 


Even with their masks, the bright light of the sun stung a little, but 
it was a glorious stinging sensation. The three all breathed a silent 
sign of relief, seeing the peaceful country of Dreamland once more. 
Sword and Blade were filled with relief for their lord, he could finally 
rest and hopefully get well. 


Meta Knight however, was relieved because Sword and Blade had 
not decided to leave him. Despite all the insanity and embarrassment 
he had put himself and his knaves through, they were still loyal to 
him. 


He made a promise that he would not do anything remotely 
dangerous until he was at good health, and he intended to keep that 
promise. After all, he was a gentleman, and a gentleman always kept 
his word no matter how small it may be. 


As they walked away from the hole, Meta Knight began to feel 
himself relax. It had been a dream, a figment of his sleep-deprived 
mind all along. Although it did disturb him to an extent to know that 
his mind had created such a disgusting horrendous creature. 


Meta Knight abruptly stopped in his tracks, turning around towards 
the entrance of the cave. 


He heard a small noise. 
The sound of soft sobbing. 


Meta Knight shook his head, then turned around to catch up with 
Sword and Blade. 


“{t’s all in your mind... it’s all in your mind.” 


Author’s Note: Well, I suppose this was a... special chapter. 
And disturbing. Really I’m somewhat anticipating the comments 
for this chapter, because I know they’re probably gonna be wild! 
So readers, when was the last time we had a really disturbing 
moment in the fanfiction? Last arc? I hope I’ve really done a good 
job with the descriptiveness. 


Next will be an entire flashback chapter. There’s really too 


much that goes on next chapter that can’t be crammed into little 
sections. We might have several more like this that takes a whole 
chapter to get into a flashback of the GSA. So I hope that this is 
good news towards you readers. 


Until then, keep your eyes peeled in the chapters for small 
hints about the future of the characters. 


Leer Justice, out. 


49. Summer Sakura Drops 


“WHAT?!” 


Twin cries of protest echoed across the room. Gisela and Falspar 
nearly threw themselves at Sir Arthur’s feet, their voices colliding with 
each other yet both agreeing on the same thing— 


This was a bad idea. 
“Sir Arthur, you can’t do this! She’ll kill me! KILL ME!” 


“T can’t watch after a couple of noobs! We were supposed to go to 
Ripple Star on a high class priority mission!” 


“Sir Arthur, I’m too young and gorgeous to die!” 
“Tll die from exposure to stupidity!” 

“WAAAH!I wanna go home!” 

“Shut up, you needle-noggined idiot!” 


“Enough!” Sir Arthur yelled over their squabbling, both puffs went 
silent. “Both of you, please calm down! I did not make this decision on 
a impulse!” 


Sir Arthur took a moment to catch his breath, he was not 
accustomed to raising his voice often. 


“Please understand, I have the best of intentions for both sectors. 
Sector H will get experience from a veteran sector, and Sector S will 
get the opportunity to pass on their knowledge to the younger 
recruits. Both of you will benefit from this situation.” 


ce 


....” No one spoke for a beat. 


“Sir Arthur, I think we're missing something here in 
communication...” Falspar crawled towards him. “She. Is. Going to 
KILL me!” 


“Tm gonna kill ya if you don’t shut your da—” 


“Enough!” Sir Arthur frowned. “Falspar, no one is killing anybody. 
I promise, no harm will come to you on behalf of any soldiers present 
on the mission. If I hear of anyone causing any sort of harm to a sector 
member, I will see to it they are punished accordingly.” 


The green puff seemed to relax a hair, slumping to the ground face 
down with a relieved sigh. 


“As for you Gisela, I expect more from you. I do not know what has 
possessed you to act so hostile towards your own crew members, but I 
highly suggest that you banish whatever is influencing this behavior.” 
Sir Arthur scolded. 


Gisela flushed, then growled. “Whatever.” 


“Now that that’s out of the way...” Sir Arthur cleared his throat 
again. “Your mission. You will arrive on the planet Aquarius. It’s a 
tropical planet and a popular vacation spot. Well, it used to be only 
now Demon Beasts have started to appear there frequently.” 


“So, that’s where we come in? To get rid of the infestation?” Jecra 
asked. 


“Exactly, only the problem is the Demon Beasts there are very 
elusive. Rarely seen, and when they are found, they cause enough 
mayhem and damage to make up for their disappearances.” Sir Arthur 
explained. 


“T get to drive!” Gisela yelled, raising her large gloved hand up. 
“Nonononono!” Candeloro protested. “You drive like a maniac!” 
“No, I want to drive the ship!” Falspar shouted. 

“Why would we let a noob drive?!” Gisela barked. 


“Stop calling us noobs!” The puff with the mohawk interjected. 
“And I’m gonna drive!” 


Gisela scoffed at the blonde. “I’M, driving, and you’re gonna sit in 
the cargo hold, noooob!” 


“Stop! Stop! Stop!” Sir Arthur yelled, waving his arms. “Candeloro 
drives!” 


He quickly handed the keys to the red haired puff, then scuffled to 
his office. 


“No fair! I wanted to drive!” Falspar whined. 
“Falspar, this is a mission. Not a vacation.” Meta Knight reminded. 


“Well, it’s kinda like a vacation.” The green puff grinned. “We’re 
going to a tropical planet with some cute girls!...And an ogre.” He 
jerked a gloved thumb towards Gisela. 


The black puff snorted out of anger, but was held back from 


lunging at Falspar by Shenandoah and Letty. 


“Compliments will get you nowhere, sweetie.” Candeloro winked. 
“We want to see strength, intelligence, and grace on this mission.” 


“T assure you, we will do our best to prove ourselves worthy.” 
Dragato bowed respectively. 


“Kiss up...” Falspar muttered, only to get a cold glare from the light 
purple puff in response. 


(watch?v = UEcKrthOv4yY) 
The ride was a long and grueling one. 


Candeloro tried to focus on driving with a pouting Gisela in the 
back. The black puff would growl at Falspar whenever he did 
something that didn’t suit her. The green puff would stick out his 
tongue or make faces at her in response. He now felt he had no reason 
to be cautious around her, knowing she was just one step away from 
getting into trouble with Sir Arthur. 


“Falspar, you shouldn’t be tempting Gisela like that.” Garlude 
warned. “You know she has a temper, and I would hate for you to be 
on the receiving end of it.” 


“You don’t have to worry about me, babe. He smirked.” I’m a man, 
and a man has no reason to be afraid of a woman. Not even one like 
her.” 


“Tll keep that in mind when you're in the headquarters’ infirmary.” 
The lavender skinned woman rolled her eyes. 


Yamikage, Shenandoah, and Dragato were playing cards with each 
other, and Nonsurat somehow fell asleep during the long ride in the 
back seat. Unfortunately for him, he accidentally leaned against Gisela 
in his slumber. With a loud cry, the aggressive puff nearly threw him 
across the ship. 


“Waah!” Nonsurat yelled during his descent, thankfully not injured 
by his fall. 


And finally, Meta Knight and Jecra were observing the chaos 
unfold. 


“So, how long will it be until we’re at Aquarius?” Jecra asked, 
slightly worried. 


“About one more hour.” Candeloro answered, trying to focus on 


driving. 


“You think everyone will still be alive in an hour?” The blonde 
asked. 


Candeloro chuckled. “This is actually a pretty tame ride compared 
to trips with other sectors.” 


“This is tame?!” Jecra gaped. 


Meta Knight’s gaze fell to Letty sitting in the corner of the ship. The 
pink puff ball was seated next to Gisela, the black haired puff was 
ranting about something while Letty looked like she was trying to pay 
attention. However, every few moments, the blonde girl’s eyes would 
wander toward him. 


“Hey, how long are you gonna stare, little man?” Gisela barked. 
“Take a picture, it’ll last longer!” 


“G-Gisela, he wasn’t doing anything wrong.” Letty tried to interject. 


The aggressive puff narrowed her eyes. “Don’t tell me you ‘like’ this 
little newbie runt...” 


“O-Of course not! Why would I?” Letty stammered, quivering a 
little. 


Gisela’s gaze didn’t change. “See to it that your feelings stay that 
way. I'll have to fine you if that changes.” 


Letty shivered, then quietly nodded. 


Gisela’s tone of voice to her own teammate was far too rough for 
Meta Knight’s tastes. He briefly wondered if this sort of treatment was 
a normal occurrence between them. Yet, Letty would obediently listen 
to every word and do exactly as her sector leader instructed, no 
matter how rude the request. It troubled him somewhat. 


Everyone onboard felt a sense of relief when the ship finally landed. 
Gisela stood in front of the soldiers, she crossed her arms and began to 
pace in front of them inside the spacecraft. 


“Now listen up! Sector S should be at Ripple Star about now. 
Instead, we’re babysitting you noobs. So, everything is gonna go 
exactly as we say. None of you better step out of line, or else. We have 
more experience, talent, and strength than all of you guys. So don’t 
slow us down!” 


“T don’t trust her...” Garlude whispered to Jecra and Meta Knight. 


“Now, first thing ya need to do on any mission. Set up camp. 


Otherwise you'll be sleeping outside. The tents are in the cargo hold. 
Set em’ up and don’t screw anything up!” 


“So, Gisela. You are going to help, correct?” Candeloro asked, 
frowning. “Or are you going to dump all of the work on Letty, as per 
usual?” 


“She isn’t gonna toughen up if we don’t go all out on her. She won’t 
learn.” The black puff shook her head. 


After observing the tropical planet, it was easy to see why Aqualiss 
was a popular tourist spot. The weather was beautiful and sunny, a 
salty refreshing breeze was almost constant. The beach was clean, and 
the water sparkled from the light of the sun. 


Palm trees littered the land around them, some bore coconuts or 
bananas, and some pineapple plants were also ripe for harvesting. 
Falspar was right in a way, coming here would make one feel as 
though they were on a long vacation. 


“Falspar...” Dragato frowned under his mask. “I certainly hope that 
you do not intend to lounge the entire time this mission is taking 
place...” 


Falspar was lying on his back on the sandy beach, his arms 
stretched out. The puffs mask and armor was lying to the side, and 
now sported a pair of black sunglasses he had somehow acquired. 


“Chill, man. Might as well relax until the Demon Beast shows up.” 
The red haired man waved his hand in a dismissive manner. 


“You are only proving to Sector S that we are irresponsible.” 


“Aw, you're only worried ’cause you wanna have the red haired 
chick’s attention~” Falspar smirked. 


“T-That... that is not true by any means!” The ginger haired puff 
stuttered. 


“Oh, it is! That mask isn’t doing anything to hide it! Admit it, you 
want Candeloro all to yourself. But if you keep bullying me, maybe 
Candeloro here might learn that tru-OW!” 


Dragato had grabbed the puff by his Mohawk with one hand, and 
his discarded armor with the other. He dragged him inside their tent, 
then roughly tossed his armor to Falspar. 


(watch?v = xAkWuYOMh4g) 


“You are going to behave on this mission! Or so help me, I will 
inform everyone here the true reason why you were required to join 


the GSA!” 


Falspar’s face paled. “Y-You wouldn’t! How did you find out! You 
don’t even know!” 


“Oh, I know about the debt and the bottle rocket.” Dragato’s voice 
was dangerously low. “You know a secret about me, I know a secret 
about you. Shall both stay between us?” 


The truth Dragato spoke of was a secret Falspar would rather have 
never seeing the light of day. 


Falspar was raised in a house with three older brothers. Being the 
baby of the family was difficult, he was constantly ignored in favor of 
his siblings. He would act out in the hope of getting attention, even if 
that attention was negative. 


The incident happened one summer evening. Beta had made a 
bottle rocket unlike any other and had trusted it to Falspar until it was 
time to shoot it the next day. Only the bottle rocket had different 
plans. The rocket had careened out of control that evening and into 
the neighbor’s property. In a series of unfortunate events, it had 
caused property damage that was worse than all of Falspar’s other 
hijinks combined and doubled. 


Only Falspar didn’t shoot the rocket that fateful evening. It was one 
of his brothers. The green puff immediately was blamed and was 
given the large dept by his neighbor. His brother never told their 
parents or neighbor the truth. So here Falspar was, joining the GSA so 
he could pay off the dept with his pay from the army. 


Just how Dragato had come across that story baffled Falspar. The 
only other people who knew about it were Sir Arthur, and he didn’t 
have any reason to tell. And then there was.... 


“BETAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA-!” Falspar screamed, raising his 
fists to the sky. 


—Somewhere in the GSA HQ Cafeteria— 
“What’s wrong Beta?” Sir Arthur asked, looking up from his apple pie. 
“You froze for a moment.” 


Beta tilted his head in a confused manner. “I thought I heard 
someone call my name just now....In a really drawn out scream.” 


“_AAAAAAAAAAAAAA!” Falspar panted, before flopping on his 
back in exhaustion. 


“You win for now...” The green puff croaked. “We'll just keep this 
whole conversation between us. Nobody has to know about the bottle 


rocket... Nobody has to know you’re madly in love with Candeloro.” 


“T am not ‘madly in love’ with her!” Dragato protested. “I... my face 
just feels warm and my chest feels odd whenever she’s near...” 


“Well, whatever you call it, that doesn’t have to get out and neither 
does my secret. So, we got a deal?” The green puff held out his hand 
weakly, still drained from his outburst. 


Dragato took it. “We have a deal.” 


The preparation of camp was running quite smoothly, much more 
than some thought it would be. With the additional number of 
soldiers, it made dividing the work easier. However, some animosity 
still rung within some in the team. 


Though Falspar and Dragato had agreed to keep each other’s 
secrets, distrust still was evident between them. They wouldn’t let 
each other out of their sights, with Nonsurat as their peace maker. 
Falspar and Dragato were driving each other up the wall, but it really 
was nothing out of the ordinary. The epic battle of snob V.S. slob. 


Yamikage was given the duty of look-out from a high point of the 
little island they had arrived on. There were no dangers to be seen, 
one could believe that the island had never come in contact with 
anything remotely catastrophic in it’s entire existence. Yet, Yamikage 
remained ever watchful. 


Meta Knight, Jecra, and Garlude were busy setting up their own 
tents, getting along quite well. Jecra had apparently learned from his 
past actions, as he didn’t bombard the blue knight with a series of 
uncomfortable questions. 


The trio’s attention from their current task was diverted when they 
overheard a small commotion from the four members of Sector S. 
Normally it wouldn’t be too much of a surprise if one recalled their 
past encounters and conversations, but it felt different this time. 


(watch?v = bPR_te ODPQ) 


“Letty, c’mon. It’s not that heavy.” Gisela rolled her eyes at the pink 
puff. 


The blonde heaved, trying to unload a heavy crate from the back of 
the ship. She pulled and tugged on the box, only it refused to budge. 
She turned to Gisela, she was tapping her foot impatiently, her red 
eyes focused on Letty. 


“Gisela, I think it’s too heavy!” The blue eyed puff called. 


“No it’s not! I can lift that box with one hand!” The black puff 
argued. 


“Yes, you can, because you’ve got the strength of a Grizzo! But that 
crate is too heavy for her! Even I can’t lift that by myself. Or 
Shenandoah.” Candeloro frowned disapprovingly. 


“She’s got this.” Gisela grinned. 


Candeloro shook her head and looked at Shenandoah with a pitying 
look. 


Letty did not have this. The pink puff could feel her small arms 
throb with each attempt of moving the crate that nearly doubled her 
in size. She gave another tug, feeling the crate move slightly. Letty 
smiled like a child opening a birthday present, she was making 
progress. 


Her pink arms tried to establish a firm grip on the heavy and large 
box, then gave another hard tug. It shifted again, and her 
determination grew. With a grunt, Letty yanked the crate again. It was 
getting closer to the edge of the cargo hold’s door, and closer to 
Gisela’s praise. 


Letty giggled, happy that she was doing something right for once. 
Sweat beaded on her forehead, but she didn’t care at the moment. She 
was so close... with one more yank, the box was on the edge. Just a 
distance from the ground. 


The blue eyed puff pulled once more, but much to her horror the 
box wobbled. It’s balance was weakening, and if it fell, the box would 
certainly land on her. She desperately tried to shove it back, the crate 
resisted her weaker force. 


She closed her eyes, letting a small squeal escape her vocal. Letty 
thought that as she closed her eyes, something blue had went past her 
vision. 


The pink puff slowly opened one eye, the crate had not fallen as 
anticipated. Her blue ovals opened fully, to see that Meta Knight was 
by her side. He was holding up the crate with both arms, then gently 
set the box to the side. 


“Are you alright?” He asked, his voice surprisingly gentle. 


Letty managed to nod, breathless from the effort of trying to force 
the heavy crate back moments earlier. She felt a sudden pain in her 
right arm, noticing a small splinter protruding from her smooth pink 


skin. 


“You’re hurt...” Meta Knight responded, about to reach for her 
hand. 


“It’s alright! I-I’ve got it.” Letty replied quickly, carefully removing 
the splinter from her palm. 


“Whoa, whoa, whoa... WHOA!” Gisela stomped over to the couple 
of puffs. “Now what do you think you’re doing, little man? Trying to 
corrupt little Letty here?” 


“T haven’t the slightest clue to what you are implying.” The blue 
knight said. 


“Don’t play dumb with me, small fry.” The black puff stepped closer 
to him. “Now I’ma say this nice and clear. You stay away from us, we 
stay away from you. Nobody has to be the hero. Got it, little man?” 


“Gisela, stop calling him that...” Letty protested quietly. “He’s not 
that short.” 


“Whaddya mean?” Gisela snorted. “If he was any shorter, he would 
be nonexistent!” 


Meta Knight felt his eyes turn a pale pink, but he nonetheless tried 
to remain firm and unwavering against this ox of a woman. He had 
simply tried to be kind towards a fellow teammate when she was in 
need. It was as the saying goes, no good deed goes unpunished. 


Meta Knight could have thrown a slur against her in response, but 
he wasn’t about to do that. It would only show that he was allowing 
her to get under his skin, and resulting to mud slinging was petty and 
dishonorable in his eyes. 


“Got nothing to say, blueberry shortcake?” Gisela smirked. “C’mon 
Letty, we got better things to do.” 


The black puffball took Letty’s hand, then pulled her towards the 
other ladies of their sector. The blonde turned around, giving him an 
apologetic look. 


“Gisela, what was that?!” Candeloro gaped. “You almost got Letty 
squashed, and you yelled at the one who decided to help!” 


“He’s Sir Arthur’s pet. That automatically makes him trouble in my 
eyes.” She growled. 


“Ts this about your ‘probation’?” The red haired woman asked, eyes 
narrowing. 


“No, I don’t have that much against Sir Arthur. But something 
about that blueberry... really ticks me off!” The red eyed puff 
stomped. “I bet he thinks he’s a big shot ’cause Sir Arthur chose him 
as an apprentice. And he’s a man. So you gotta watch out, Letty.” 


Candeloro looked towards Shenandoah, certainly the peace maker 
of the group could calm their leader. 


“Gisela, you must let your anger go for the moment. We are 
together, on a mission. Teamwork is necessary, and though it may be 
unpleasant now, just know that it is not for an eternity. This is a high 
priority mission, because we have been entrusted with their lives.” 


Gisela shook her head at the yellow puff. “Still woulda rather been 
on Ripple Star...” 


Letty softly cleared her throat. “Umm... Gisela, could I go play in 
the ocean for a while?” 


“What are ya? A kid? This is a mission!” The black puff scoffed. 


But one look at Letty’s bright eyes made her reconsider for a 
moment. This pink puff reminded her far too much of what she was 
like before... 


“',.Fine.” She sighed. “Go splash around in the water like a toddler 
if ya want. You did almost get the crate out of the cargo hold, so I 
guess you were close. But only for a little while! I want you back here 
in two hours!” 


“Yay! Thank you Gisela-tan!” Letty smiled, beaming like a small 
child before racing towards the water. 


“Aww! So cute!” Candeloro held her hands to her face. “She’s never 
called me ‘Candeloro-tan’...” 


“Cute’ll get ya killed.” Gisela grunted. “I wish she would buck up 
and act like a natural warrior for once. Get that killer instinct... like 
me.” 


“Oh, she won’t ever be as much of a killer as you.” The red haired 
puff giggled. 


“Dang right.” 


(watch?v = 5ezHEWTSbKE) 


The sun soon dipped below the ocean, bringing with it a blanket of 
indigo and a flock of brightly glistening stars. The nights on this island 


were just as beautiful as the days, as every star seemed to reflect of off 
the ocean’s surface in pristine beauty. 


Letty had dried off in her tent with the other girls, sharing her 
experience with them. 


“T was swimming around, and the water was so clear I could see 
things at the bottom! But then I felt something touch my foot! It was 
so startling, what could it have been, Candeloro?!” 


“Maaaybe, it was a fish?” The red haired puff suggested with a 
small smirk. 


“Oh... um... heh heh... it could have been um, a fish... silly me...” 
Letty chuckled nervously, feeling her cheeks heat up in 
embarrassment. 


“You're just so cute, Letty!” The orange puff grabbed her. “Call me 
Candeloro-tan, too! It’s not fair to call Gisela that, but not me too!” 


“A-Alright, Candeloro-tan...” Letty stuttered, cheeks growing a 
vibrant red. 


Meanwhile, another conversation was taking place in Meta Knight’s 
tent. 


“She said what?!” Garlude questioned, outraged. “I’m tired of that 
woman thinking she has any power over us! And what does she mean, 
‘corrupting’?! If she wants that poor girl to turn into her, then I think 
that’s the true definition of corruption!” 


“Garlude, calm down...” Jecra said quietly, Garlude was frightening 
when she was angry. “She’s only with us for a little while... and Sir 
Arthur said that if Gisela caused any trouble, he would deal with it.” 


“You're right...” She sighed. “But Meta Knight, she had no right to 
treat you that way. Especially when you were doing something she 
should have done herself; taking care of her teammate.” 


“T do not mind.” Meta Knight replied. “Tolerance is part of being a 
soldier.” 


“You’ve got guts, Meta Knight. Lady or not, I wouldn’t mess with 
someone with a magic spear.” Jecra shook. “I heard that thing has 
been responsible for the death of over two hundred Demon Beasts. 
Imagine what it could do to a person!” 


“Jecra, don’t be so overdramatic.” The woman waved her hand. 
“So, Meta Knight... you and Letty seem to get along quite well.” 


Garlude giggled. Even with the mask on his blue face, she could 


sense his genuine confusion. Jecra hid his grin with his hand at seeing 
the knight tilt his head like a young Waddle Dee. 


“Hmm, what do you mean by that?” He asked, not quite 
understanding the teasing implication from Garlude. 


“Ah, never mind.” Garlude changed the subject. “Meta Knight, 
don’t you want to take off that armor? Isn’t it uncomfortable?” 


“No, I will be on guard duty when Yamikage returns from his shift.” 
The blue knight answered. 


“At least take off that mask. You would feel better, I’m sure.” The 
woman persuaded. 


“Absolutely not. This mask is not to leave my face.” The Star 
Warrior said in a stern voice. 


“So you mean you’re going to wear that mask, even when you’re 
asleep?” Garlude joked, chuckling. 


“Actually, he does sleep in full armor.” Jecra clarified, much to his 
companion’s shock. 


“Y-You can’t be serious. You never take off that mask?” The 
warioress gaped. “What sort of secret do you have under it?” 


“That is my business, and mine alone.” Came his somewhat hasty 
comeback. 


Garlude assumed that he must have had some sort of scar, or 
feature he thought was embarrassing. She wouldn’t pressure him to 
remove the piece of metal that covered his face, but curiosity was 
brimming from within. 


“Alright, I won’t pry.” The woman nodded, then smiled. 


Meta Knight offered no response, seeming to be lost in his own 
thoughts. A moment later, Yamikage arrived in the tent at the end of 
his shift, signifying it was the blue knight’s turn. 


“Did you see anything, Yamikage?” Jecra asked. 


“Nothing resembling a Demon Beast.” Yamikage answered. “I saw a 
few ripples in the waves, but it was a shark. It turned around and left. 
That was earlier. It must be elsewhere on Aquarius for the time 
being.” 


“Or it’s nocturnal.” The blonde man suggested. “Good luck out 
there Meta Knight, first sign of something suspicious, you wake the 
rest of us up.” 


The blue puff simply nodded in acknowledgement before leaving 
the tent. 


“He’s always so serious!” Jecra complained. “Can’t he loosen up a 
little?” 


“T believe it is a refreshing change.” Yamikage added. “One can 
only stand noise for so long before silence is desired.” 


“Falspar and Dragato?” Garlude asked. 
The ninja shook his head up and down once. 


“They’ve been at each other’s throats all day, like both of them 
have some sort of secret with each other they don’t want to get out.” 
The purple skinned woman sighed. “They’ve been more obnoxious 
than usual.” 


“As long as they don’t set anything on fire, ’'m fine with whatever.” 
Jecra said, lying back on his futon. “Falspar’s a fun guy, and Dragato 
is actually a pretty polite and smart guy. But put em’ together...” 


“And they’re insufferable.” Garlude finished. 


Meta Knight walked along the sandy beach, patrolling the island 
the team resided on. The blue knight felt relieved he had a moment to 
himself, as the hustle and bustle of the day had hardly given him any 
time to think. 


Not that he had any personal grudge against anyone here. He was 
finding himself opening up just a little, much to his own surprise. He 
found Jecra was far less annoying than from their first encounter, and 
even had grown some admiration for the blonde. 


Jecra was not dim, he had some brilliant suggestions every now 
and then. And he was doing something many wouldn’t dream of 
doing, and that was joining the army in the first place. Meta Knight 
had to admit, it was a bit impossible to hate Jecra when it seemed he 
didn’t have a mean bone in his body. 


Meta Knight stopped in his tracks when he heard small fotsteps 
ahead of him. He unsheathed his sword, and cautiously approached 
the noise. On edge, he pulled back a few tropical shrubs in the 
direction the footsteps had originated. 


The puff saw a silhouette in the distance standing in front of the 
beach’s waters. As he stepped closer, he could make out 
distinguishable features, pink skin and blonde hair. 


(watch?v = lwSdwbf05Xg) 


Meta Knight accidently stepped on a seashell beneath his feet, 
breaking it and creating a loud resounding crunch. Letty quickly 
turned around with a small squeal, then quickly covered her mouth 
with her small pink arms. 


He noticed that he still had his sword in his hand, he quickly 
sheathed it feeling somewhat guilty for startling the girl like that. 
Letty relaxed a little, but said nothing. She turned her back to him, 
looking out at the waves and the crescent moon in the sky surrounded 
by stars. 


The blue Star Warrior stepped closer to her. “What are you doing 
here? It’s late, should you not be asleep at this hour?” 


Letty shook her head. “I... I can’t sleep...” 


Her voice sounded small and weak, as though she had been crying. 
Her eyes were a bit puffy, and her blue eyes glistened slightly in the 
little light provided. She must have noticed his observant eye, because 
she wiped at her own eyes quickly and prepared a small smile. 


“Is something not allowing you rest? Perhaps troubling your 
mind?” Meta Knight asked. 


He was never excellent as comforting others. Interacting with 
others was probably his weakest point, but it would be low to just 
leave the girl here alone. Especially with a Demon Beast out and 
about. So despite how awkward it would be, the blue knight sat down 
about a foot’s distance next to her. 


“No, of course not. What would make you think that?” Letty gave a 
little unconvincing laugh. 


The pink puff stared into his yellow eyes, feeling a shiver go up her 
spine. His eyes were pupiless as well, something she had only truly 
payed attention to until now. Gisela had similar eyes. Only instead of 
a golden yellow, they were a fiery red. The color of rage and fury. 


Meta Knight stayed silent, not convinced by her lie. 


(t4 
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The blue eyed puff desperately tried to change the subject. 
Gisela doesn’t like you...” 


“Of all the things to say!” She internally smacked her own forehead. 
‘Stupid, stupid, stupid! You can’t do anything right, Letty!’ 
“T am well aware of that.” He responded, not seeming irritated by her 
statement. “I am not certain what I did to earn her disapproval.” 


“T-It's not really anything you’ve done...” Letty sighed. “But... 
please don’t hold a grudge against her. She really means well! She just 
wants me to be more like her...” 


“She... treats you very roughly.” The blue puff said quietly. “What 
occurred this morning seemed far too difficult and cruel for someone 
of your stature.” 


The blonde stared at him sadly. “So you think I’m a weakling too?” 


She gave him a hopeless heartbroken glance, her blue eyes 
beginning to look moist. But before Meta Knight could respond, the 
pink puff continued. 


“T know... I know that I’m not like the others in Sector S. They’re... 
they’re strong and graceful... and I’m... I’m so weak. I’m just dragging 
them down. And I know that Candeloro and Shenandoah try to make 
me feel better by being nice to me... but it just makes me feel worse! 
Like I don’t deserve it...” 


She sniffled, but no tears fell. “Gisela will take me to the armory. 
She’ll hand me a weapon and take me to the training room. And Ill 
try to practice, but I’m not any good! Then I can just feel the 
embarrassment... and Gisela just won’t give up! Most of the weapons 
are too heavy... and I make myself look like a complete idiot!” 


”? 


“There lies the problem.” Meta Knight stopped her. “Gisela is 
expecting you to immediately be proficient as a warrior, something 
that nearly no one is capable of. If you were to choose one weapon 
you admired, then practice, you might become a more capable warrior 
than you expect. Do not give up so quickly.” 


His words shocked her, her mouth slightly ajar. “D-Do you really 
think so? I-I guess I can’t argue. I can’t give up just yet... and I can’t 
really disagree with Sir Arthur’s apprentice, can I?” 


“T am no different than any other soldier here. Please do not treat 
me as though I am anything above the rest.” 


Letty giggled, her curls bouncing as she did so. “You really are too 
modest. You defeated a Demon Beast on your first mission. I... I 
haven’t even been that close to one. And Sir Arthur holds you in such 
high regard. He has to have a reason for that.” 


The blonde averted her eyes, a small blush dusting her cheeks. “I... 
um... I never properly thanked you for saving me from that crate, so... 
thank you.” 


Meta Knight was about to respond when the two suddenly heard a 


loud splash in the water. The blue knight assumed that it might have 
been Falspar on a night swim, but his theory was soon proven false 
when he saw a shark’s head poking from the water. 


Letty shivered with fright, scooting closer to the blue knight. 


“Tt’s just a shark. Probably the same one Yamikage spotted earlier. 
Even if it was hostile, it cannot climb onto land.” He assured the 
frightened puff. 


“B-But S-Sir M-Meta Knight... regular sharks don’t have six eyes... 
right?” 


The shark-like creature screeched and growled, slowly crawling 
onto land with it’s eel-like body. It glared at Letty, it’s rows and rows 
of teeth showing. 


The pink puff gasped, blue eyes wide with fear. “D-D-D-DEMON 
BEAST!” 


The warriors at camp were awoken from their slumber, hearing the 
blonde’s cry. Gisela swung up from her futon, quickly attaching her 
skull resembling mask and stepped outside of the tent in one quick 
movement. She raised her hand into the air, red light forming above 
her hand, then materializing into her legendary spear Gungnir. 


The red eyed puff licked her lips hungrily. “Oh, yes...” 


Author’s Note: So, I ended up being wrong. It turns out, this 
flashback will take two chapters. So that means The After Story’s 
50th chapter will be a flashback. I hope this next chapter is as 
epic as it seems from the cliffhanger here. 


Some things I wanted to point out. Falspar’s reason for being 
in the GSA is a headcanon of mine. I pictured him being in a 
family with a few older brothers, with him as the youngest. It 
also explains his behavior, wanting attention from others to lack 
what he didn’t get from his family. Maybe that’s why he got the 
mohawk? 


I’ve gotten quite a few comments and reviews noting how 
Letty looks similar to a certain pink puffball we know. And 
others have pointed out that Letty seems to be pretty fond of 
Meta Knight. So readers, what direction do you think this is 
going in? 


Next chapter, Sector S gets to show exactly why they’re a high 
rank team, and Sector H gets to shine for them. They’re going to 
have to work together to defeat that Demon Beast. 


Until then, Leer Justice out. 


50. Water Lily 


(watch?v = z4CjAjrBl6U) 


Gisela raised her spear, then charged towards the direction of 
Letty’s scream, the other soldiers following suit fully armed. 


Meta Knight immediately unsheathed his sword, the Demon Beast 
slithering out of the water with a long eel-like body. It was far larger 
than expected, at least over twenty feet long. At the end of it’s tail was 
an orb like appendage that glowed faintly in the night. 


The blue knight blocked the Demon Beast’s path to the pink 
puffball behind him. The creature hissed, rattling it’s long tail as it 
neared closer to them. 


A black puff jumped from the trees with a loud war cry, Gungnir 
raised in an offensive stance. With one throw, the spear landed in the 
creature’s side. The Demon Beast wailed in pai and agony, trying to 
make a retreat into the water. 


“Gisela, why would you do that?!” Garlude cried. “Now it’s going to 
escape with your spear!” 


Gisela didn’t seem very concerned. Silently, she lifted her hand. 
Gungnir disappeared from the creature’s side, then suddenly 
reappeared into Gisela’s hand with a burst of red light. 


“Heh...” She muttered. “You don’t think I would be that stupid, 
would you?” 


The black haired puff grinned underneath her mask. “I’ve never 
tried shark before... or eel for that matter. But tonight, ’m gonna get 
both! You’re mine!” 


Gisela stabbed Gungnir in the ground, then launched herself in the 
air with her weapon in hand. Candeloro pulled out her long chain 
whip, while Shenandoah retrieved a bow and quiver. 


“C’mon guys! We can’t let them get in all the action!” Falspar 
yelled, drawing his dagger. 


The soldiers quickly surrounded the monstrosity. The sword- 
wielders stabbed at the Demon Beast’s skin, but it’s thick hide proved 
to be a challenge. Candeloro wrapped her chain whip around it’s 
body, restraining it for the time being. 


It shook against it’s restraints, roaring as the swords tried to 
penetrate it’s scaly skin. With one swift movement, the beast smacked 
Candeloro to the side with it’s tail, Her whip landed next to her, the 
sandy beach cushioning the orange puff’s fall somewhat. 


Dragato turned away to face her, he held out his hand. “Candeloro, 
are you alright?!” 


Candeloro smirked, shakily standing up. “’'m not about to make 
myself look weak in front of anyone. And I’m not going to let a scaly 
uncooked piece of salmon throw me around either!” 


The orange puff wrapped her whip around one of the palm trees. 
“Gisela, come over here!” 


The black puff turned, immediately understanding her strategy. 
“Slingshot! Got it!” 


Gislea tugged on the whip, bringing the palm tree downward. She 
hopped on the top of the tree, then let go of her grip. The palm tree 
catapulted her towards the Demon Beast. With a loud guffaw, she 
stabbed one of the creature’s six eyes. 


The eel/shark beast opened it’s mouth, attempting to bite Gisela 
with it’s many teeth. The black puff punched it’s open mouth, 
knocking out three of it’s teeth. It managed to finally shake her off, 
but Gisela was unperturbed. 


The red eyed puff did acrobatic flips as she fell, stabbing her spear 
into the ground as she landed. Then the black puff swung on 
Gungnir’s handle and uprooted the magical weapon in one swift 
moment. 


Nonsurat tilted his head at the sight. “W-Wow... amazing...” 


“Nonsurat, what are you doing?! The fight’s over here!” Jecra 
yelled, snapping Nonsurat out of his thoughts. 


The turquoise puffball threw his axe at the Demon Beast, only it 
managed to dodge the attack in it’s incessant flailing. 


“T-That almost hit me!” Falspar gasped. 
“Sorry, Falspar!” He yelled, running to retrieve his axe. 


“Hmm, that was your axe?” Gisela said while casually blocking the 
Demon Beast’s strikes as it tried to bite her. “You're a little man to be 
carrying such a heavy weapon.” 


Nonsurat didn’t have time to respond. Gisela did an impressive 
back flip onto the creature’s head, stabbing another eye before easily 


sliding down the creatures long back. Finishing off her move with a 
stab to it’s upper tail. 


Candeloro rushed on scene, restricting the creature once more by 
it’s now injured tail. It flailed around, but the red haired puff held her 
whip with a nearly unbreakable hold. It struggled, raged, wanting to 
get closer to it’s attacker. 


Meta Knight ran along the creatures body, finding the spot Gisela 
had stabbed. He jabbed his blade through it, making the Demon Beast 
screech and struggle. The eel/shark creature wiggled it’s tail, then 
quickly coiled around Meta Knight. 


It’s tail slammed him into the ground, then swatted him away. It 
repeatedly smacked the blue puff, nearly hammering him into the wet 
sand. With a loud roar, it broke free of it’s restraints completely and 
dove into the ocean. 


“We can’t let it get away!” Gisela growled. “That’s my dinner for 
the week!” 


“Get your priorities straight, Gisela!” Candeloro barked. 


The black puff ran deeper to the ocean, repeatedly stabbing the 
water furiously. She growled in irritation at letting the Demon Beast 
escape. 


“Come out! I’ll search this whole ocean if I have to!” She yelled, 
gritting her teeth. 


“Sir Meta Knight! A-Are you alright?!” Letty asked, rushing to his 
side. 


“Y-Yes... Nothing seems to be injured on my body.” He answered as 
he lifted himself from the sand. 


“J-I did it again... I just stood there when everyone was risking 
their lives...” Letty hung her head in shame. “I’m such a coward... I’m 
useless...” 


“Do not say that. Fear is an understandable reaction to a Demon 
Beast, especially one of that size. It will become easier to face them 
with time. I am certain.” Meta Knight said. 


“But...” 
“T am certain, Letty.” He said more firmly. 


“Y-You really are far too kind towards me... Gisela is going to have 
my head for this.” She sighed. “And she’s already in a bad mood 
because her dinner got away.” 


“Stupid fish! Pll make sashimi out of you! GAAAAAAAH!” The 
horned puff yelled, still stabbing the water angrily. 


Gisela gave up her hunt, her eyes turning to daggers. “Letty, why 
were you out here anyway... with him?” 


“Umm... I... Ican—” Letty stuttered. 


Gisela turned her back towards the water, her eyes filled with 
disappointment and rage. She opened her mouth to speak, but was cut 
short when something grabbed her foot and yanked her down into the 
deep waters. 


“GISELA!” Letty shrieked with fright. 


Much to her relief, the black puff emerged moments later, spear in 
hand. The Demon Beast burst from the water once more, but now it’s 
tail was glowing brightly. Small light blue sparks seemed to form 
around the orb on it’s tail end, it’s body glowing a similar color in 
small intervals. 


The soldiers immediately spring into action, determined not to let it 
get away this time. Jecra, Yamikage, and Garlude withdrew their 
swords and attacked the hide, while the four male puffs worked on 
injuring it’s sides. 

Sector S was doing something else entirely. Gisela performed a back 
flip, sticking Gungnir in it’s scaly flesh and yanking the weapon out 
with her armored feet. She landed onto the ground perfectly, the 
legendary spear held in her right hand. 


Candeloro restrained the creature once more, but was now using a 
different tactic. Once the marine monster was properly restricted, the 
orange puff drew out two rifle-like weapons. She jumped into the air, 
firing away at the beast. 


Shenandoah was hidden away on the beach, shooting arrows from a 
distance at her target. Her aim was so precise, so practiced, there was 
no fear of her accidentally hitting someone with the arrows. And her 
quiver was filled to the brim with ammo. 


These women were prepared, but Sector H was struggling to keep 
up their pace. The eel/shark hybrid was still strong, and had plenty of 
energy to fight back. It wailed, and despite being out numbered, it 
swept it’s enemies away with one flick of it’s tail. 


The Demon Beast’s body suddenly flickered with a blue light. It’s 
tail raised, it slammed the orb at the end into Gisela. She let out a 
howl, as a fierce electric shock suddenly traveled through her body. 


The black puff stumbled backwards, nearly dropping her beloved 
spear. 


“Gisela, speak to me!” Letty cried, racing to her leader’s side. 


“Let... eh... gi... ou, hea...” Her words were slurred, her body still 
shaking from the electric attack. 


Nonsurat and Candeloro quickly grabbed Gisela, trying to take her 
to a safer part of the beach. She shoved their hands away and weakly 
stood up. She stabbed the hilt of the spear into the ground, trying to 
balance herself properly. 


Letty watched in horror as the Demon Beast screeched and headed 
for her weakened leader. She had to do something, she couldn’t just 
be a bystander anymore. Without thinking, she quickly grabbed a rock 
and threw it at one of the monster’s wounded eyes. 


It glared at her with a menacing hiss, no longer paying any mind to 
the black puff ball. She could see her reflection in it’s eyes, they gazed 
down hungrily at her. It had found weaker prey, something easier to 
kill. Her body froze in terror, as it leaned it’s head closer to her, it’s 
mouth stretched open wide. 


She ran, turning around to flee from it’s gaping maw, but she 
tripped as the spun around. The pink puff felt a pain go through her 
foot as she fell onto the sand, she looked up. It’s opened mouth filled 
with rows of teeth that was seconds away from tearing into her soft 
flesh. 


A blue blur past by her eyelids. In a moment, Meta Knight had 
stepped in front of her. He stabbed it’s third eye, but did not draw his 
weapon fast enough. His blade still stuck in it’s eye, the Demon Beast 
hissed and growled. It grabbed him with it’s tail, then tightly squeezed 
him. It repeatedly began to shock him with it’s orb, he gritted his 
teeth in pain. 


“R-Run...!” He managed to choke out. 


“Let go of him!” Jecra yelled, with him and Garlude trying to cut 
through it’s tail with little results. 


Letty swallowed, then ran. Ran to the ship. Certainly, there must be 
something in the cargo hold that she could use. Anything. She hastily 
tore off the tops of the crates, ignoring the stinging pain the wood 
inflicted when it scraped against her skin. 


Most of the spare weapons were far too heavy for use. Swords, 
axes... too heavy. She didn’t know how to fire a bow and arrow, and 


there was no possibility she could handle a gun of any kind. The risk 
of a bullet ricocheting and hurting one of her allies was too much. 


Her eyes began to water as she became more frantic, tearing open 
the boxes while her breathing became erratic. The images of Gisela 
nearly getting eaten, and Meta Knight getting electrocuted played over 
and over in her mind. 


The blonde held back a sob. If Meta Knight dies, it would be her 
fault. He was the one who had stepped in the way when it was going 
to eat her... he risked his life for her safety. This fact made guilt run 
through her small body like venom. 


“Letty, you’re useless. Pathetic... you aren’t worth saving... Sir Meta 
Knight’s sacrifice was senseless...” The blue eyed puff thought, wishing 
he hadn’t stepped in the way. Wishing she wasn’t such a failure at 
everything Gisela tried to teach her. 


There was one more crate, the one that had nearly crushed her. 
With a few frenzied yanks, she torethe top of the box off and threw 
the lid to the side. She now realized why it had been so heavy. The 
package was weighted with rocks, but there was definitely something 
else in the box. 


It was something small, deadly, and possibly more dangerous than 
all the weapons in that ship combined. 


“This... this can work...” She thought, carefully picking up the 
weapon. 


Though fear run rampant in her mind, and she felt an alarming 
sense of danger from even so much as holding the weapon... it was 
the only thing she could use. 


She held it in a gentle grip, not used to holding such a thing before. 
But she sprinted as fast as she could to the beach, and to the Demon 
Beast hurting her team. 


Meta Knight’s vision was fading. He knew what it was trying to do. 
It was leaving him and Gisela as the last, the beast was going to make 
them watch as everyone else was killed and eaten before their own 
deaths were enacted. 


He tried to endure each electrical shock the Demon Beast inflicted 
upon him, His sword still jabbed in it’s eye. Gisela still stood upright, 
not backing down despite the obvious agony she had felt earlier. She 
head butted it’s side with her horns, trying to loosen it’s hold on him. 


The soldiers were tiring fast, but they still continued the fight. They 
wouldn’t back down, not with a teammate in danger. It shocked him 
again, his breath leaving his body in one quick gasp. Struggling only 
made it’s grip tighten, he felt his eyes closing... 


(watch?v = bV6CRjn_8GM) 


His eyes widened when the blue knight saw something pink in his 
line of sight. Letty ran across the beach, something unidentifiable in 
her hands. He had told her to run away. She came back... she was 
trying to help. 


As she stepped closer to the battle, Meta Knight’s eyes nearly 
turned white when he saw what was in her small pink arms... 


It was a bomb. 


The knight felt his mouth go dry. Possible gruesome scenarios 
flashed through his head. 


The bomb would go off too quickly, most likely killing most of 
them in the explosion. Or... the Demon Beast would swallow both the 
bomb and Letty... either being killed by the beast’s many teeth, or the 
bomb going off inside the beast. 


And yet... Letty stood a few feet in front of the beast. She quite 
visibly was terrified, but clutched the dangerous bomb close. The 
Demon Beast noticed her at last, and so did the others. 


“Letty, get rid of it!” Candeloro cried. “You'll die! Run! Get rid of it 
and run!” 


The pink puff’s eyes trembled, but she remained firm. The Demon 
Beast opened it’s mouth, it’s rows and rows of teeth showing fully, 
even in the night. It’s head moved closer to her, but she still made no 
attempt to get away. 


“T can’t look! Garlude, I just can’t!” Jecra coughed, covering his 
eyes with his hands. 


“Letty, you idiot...” Gisela murmured, leaning against Gungnir. 
“Don’t do this...” 


The blonde could see her own reflection in it’s eyes, blood seeping 
from the one Meta Knight’s sword had went through. She felt her 
stomach drop to her feet. She raised her arm... 


Then shoved the ticking bomb directly into the open mouth of the 
beast. 


Letty yanked at the sword stuck in it’s eye, the weapon sliding out 


of it’s optic and landing next to her with a small clunk. It reeled back, 
the bomb traveling directly to it’s stomach. It immediately released 
the blue puff, and he quickly grabbed his fallen weapon. 


The bomb exploded within the eel/shark hybrid, the orb at the end 
of it’s tail shattered. The scaly hide of the creature began to flake off, 
and with one loud cry it fell on the sand weakly. Gisela and Meta 
Knight ran to the beast, both glanced at each other before nodding. 


Simultaneously, they stabbed the beast in the chest with their 
respective weapons. The enemy was vanquished, and everyone was 
alive. It was a miracle. 


“We-We’re alive!” Falspar laughed. “None of us are even really 
injured!” 


“And if Letty didn’t leave to get that bomb...” Garlude added. 
Meta Knight paused, and turned around. “Letty...?” 
( watch?v = hb7qj2YFf1k) 


The pink puffball sat in the shallow end of the water, lying back 
with a blank expression. Her eyes were void of emotion, her normally 
pink skin was now very pale. The only indication that she was alive 
was the rise and fall of her chest as she breathed. 


He was by her side within a second. “Letty, are you hurt? Please 
say something.” 


Letty didn’t say anything, she silently gazed up with wide blank 
eyes as Gisela rushed to her companion. 


“Letty, that was the stupidest and coolest thing I’ve ever seen 
anyone do... but you could’ve killed yourself! Or got eaten!...Letty? 
Hey... are you... alright?” 


The blonde suddenly started shouting. “Gisela! Sir Meta Knight! I- 
It got so close— and-and-and then that bomb went off! And I— it-it 
was going to eat me! And I-I-I...1 was holding a bomb... and-and-it 
was... I just... Ooooh...” 


Letty swooned, nearly falling into the ocean. Gisela quickly grabbed 
her. 


“Whoa there, girl. Take it easy.” The horned puff held her. “Just 
take it easy now. Just relax. It’s all over. Now c’mon, I think the mini 
fridge might have that ice cream with the strawberries in it that you’re 
so crazy about. You earned it.” 


Letty gave a relieved sigh, wobbling a bit as she walked towards 


the ship. She turned towards Meta Knight when Gisela wasn’t paying 
attention. She mouthed the words ‘thank you’, with a small dimpled 
smile. 


And underneath the mask, he felt a small smile form on his own 
lips. 


“Eww! Gisela. That’s so gross!” Candeloro shrieked. 


The black puff took another large bite of the Demon Beast meat. 
“Hey, it tried to eat me, I’m eating it now. Karma’s a bi—” 


“It’s still disgusting! You don’t know what could be in that thing! It 
could be poisonous!” 


“Tt tastes good, I haven’t keeled over yet, so I’m good.” The red 
eyed puff took another large bite. 


A few shook their heads at the sight, their stomachs tumbling. 


“No! Noooo! Please, can’t we stay just a little longer?!” Falspar 
yelled, latching onto Meta Knight and Dragato’s feet as they packed up 
their supplies. 


The two men ignored their comrade, continuing with their task 
with the green puff still attached to their feet. 


Letty sat in the back seat of the ship, having mostly calmed down 
from her harrowing stunt earlier. Gisela had even bought her favorite 
ice cream as a surprise! She felt a small sense of accomplishment, even 
though she was sure it wasn’t to last. 


(watch?v = Mt-XQfxVxF8) 


She heard footsteps approaching her. Expecting Gisela, the pink 
puff straightened up a little. She was surprised to see it wasn’t her 
sector leader, but the blue knight from Sector H. Why would he be 
going out of his way to speak with her? Did she do something wrong? 


The blonde’s mouth nearly fell agape when he decided to sit next to 
her. Her mind was swimming in a sea of confusion. 


“’,.Are you hurt?” She asked quietly, feeling guilt for not being fast 
enough. 


“That is not important....I should be asking if you are injured.” 


His eyes fell to her arm. It was covered in cuts from where the 
Demon Beast’s teeth had scraped against her skin. How had he missed 
seeing it before? 


Letty seemed to notice his attentive gaze, as she quickly hid the 
wounded arm behind her back. 


“J-It’s nothing to worry about... it doesn’t hurt.” She lied, trying to 
ignore the sting of her damaged skin. 


“Do not lie to me when you are clearly in pain... it’s still 
bleeding...” 


The blue night stood up and left the pink puffball, only to come 
back not moments later with a first aid kit. 


He held a bottle of medicine. “This might sting.” 


Letty bit her lip to hold back a yelp when the medicine made 
contact with her cuts. Both remained quiet as the blue knight tended 
to her wound, carefully wrapping a bandage around her small pink 
arm. 


“Thank you...” She said quietly, not making eye contact. 
“Are you injured elsewhere?” 

She shook her head. 

“Are you sure?” His eyes bore into her own. 

Letty nodded. “I just... I’m sorry for running away earlier.” 


“But you came back. And what you did was incredibly dangerous... 
but impressive.” Meta Knight praised. 


“But... it was the bomb that did that. I just carried it.” Letty argued. 


“You cannot deny the fact it was a bomb. There are several soldiers 
that would never dare to touch an explosive, out of fear. And you 
referred to yourself as a coward.” 


“T-That’s enough!” Letty waved her hands. “I-It wasn’t a big deal, 
and I’ve had enough excitement for today... tonight... so..., so please 
stop giving me so much undeserved praise!” 


“So modest...” Meta Knight thought. 


Before the blue puff could speak, the sound of the ship’s doors 
opening was heard. The other soldiers stepped inside, with Gisela’s 
eyes locked onto Meta Knight. She slowly approached him, her armor 
clanking as she moved. 


“You’re in my spot.” The black puff said, eyes narrowing. “Move.” 


Not wanting to cause unnecessary trouble, he reluctantly moved 


from his spot and sat next to Jecra and Garlude. Gisela couldn’t do 
anything to him, but she was Letty’s sector captain. 


“Got shot down by The Iron Fortress again?” Jecra asked. 


“You’re being very persistent, Sir Meta Knight.” Garlude giggled. 
Followed by Jecra. 


“What?” Meta Knight frowned. “Why are you both laughing? Am I 
missing something?...Has someone stuck something to my mask?” 


This only increased the frequency of their giggles. 


Gisela lied back in her seat with a sigh, then turned to the smaller 
puff. 


“Letty...” Her tone did not hold anger or disappointment, but a new 
complex emotion. “We need to talk...” 


Author’s Note: Our 50th chapter! Was it exciting enough for 
you? We had a fight, an implosion, and danger, so I think it was 
very exciting. And Letty used her first weapon! Gisela punched a 
shark... eel... thing! 


Next chapter, the story will return to the present, where Meta 
Knight is still unhappy and seeks help for his near schizophrenia. 
I don’t have much to say in this Author’s Note, so Leer will be 
quiet now. 


Leer Justice, out! 


51. Repair 


Author’s Note: I’ve received a request for the origins of the 
girls of Sector S’s names, and since I can’t send a message, I’ll just 
leave it here. 


Gisela: Named after the silver witch in Madoka Magica. Gisela 
is the witch with Liberal nature. To be Liberal means to challenge 
other viewpoints, and Gisela is doing so by being a woman 
joining the army. 


Candeloro: She was heavily based off of Mami Tomoe, and her 
name comes from Mami’s witch form, Candeloro. 


Shenandoah: Her name comes from a national park, a place 
where nature is protected. And that’s what she resembles, 
something natural and protective in a silent way. 


Letty: She actually has two different sources. The spelling 
comes from ‘Letty Whiterock’ a fairy in Touhou. But the 
inspiration came from a character in Hayao Miyazaki’s ‘Howl’s 
Moving Castle’. Lettie appeared for one scene, but for some 
reason she really stuck to me. She was blonde and very pretty, 
but she was definitely not the blonde stereotype. So that’s where 
I got the name. 


Okay, let’s get on with the story. Ill shut up now. 


The trip back to the castle was one big hazy blur. There was no 
denying that Meta Knight was tired. He wasn’t even trying to cover his 
case anymore. The nightmares were a problem, and he knew it was 
something that needed to be investigated. 


As much as it pained him, he would have to seek Sir Arthur’s help. 
(watch?v = iE4piMKMw0Os) 


“Sword, Blade. I leave you to your own devices for today.” Meta 
Knight said, before entering the guest room Sir Arthur was currently 
staying in. 


“Good luck...” They both answered, hoping the golden clad puff 
could help their lord in some fashion. 


“Ah, Sir Meta Knight. You’ve returned, how was your... oh dear.” 


The green puff frowned deeply. “Sir Meta Knight, I mean no 
offense... but you look terrible.” 


“T know I do.” The blue knight responded, then took a deep breath. 
“Sir Arthur... throughout the past month or so, I have been plagued 
by nightmares. They are relentless, and I haven’t had a moment’s 
peace since they arrived...” 


“Sir Meta Knight... this explains so much...” Sir Arthur sighed. “I 
might have something.” 


The golden clad knight shuffled through his belongings, then 
retrieved a small glass bottle with a star shaped lid. 


“This is a water from The Fountain of Dreams on Halfmoon. I only 
have this one bottle, so please only drink a little every night before 
you lie down to rest.” 


Meta Knight took the bottle, then tucked it into his cape. He felt 
very weak to have come to Sir Arthur for aid like this, but he couldn’t 
continue living like this. It was putting a strain between him and his 
knaves. 


“Sir Meta Knight, why didn’t you tell me sooner?” Sir Arthur asked, 
his mouth forming a small frown. “There is no shame in asking for 
help with something like this...” 


“It does bring me shame that I am turning towards you with 
nightmares like a small child...” The blue puff looked at his own feet. 


“Adults have nightmares too. You should have told me when I first 
arrived, and I would have been able to act sooner. You shouldn’t allow 
yourself to suffer like this.” 


“ ..Thank you, Sir Arthur.” Meta Knight said quietly. 


The older puff smiled warmly. “Your welcome....Please take better 
care of yourself. It’s always seemed like you had to prove something, 
but I’m not sure what. You need to stop being so reckless.” 


Meta Knight merely nodded. “You do not need to be so concerned 
for my well being. Do you not have more important matters to attend 
to?” 


“Sir Meta Knight, your well being is important to me. It always was, 
and always will be.” The green puff assured, then shook his head. 
“Yow’re so tenacious...” 


The blue knight tried to listen, but his mind simply wouldn’t stray 
from that nightmare. Should he tell Sir Arthur about it? Part of him 


wanted to tell him... but what would he think? That he had finally 
went down the slope of insanity? He just couldn’t. Sir Arthur had 
enough problems to deal with without him running for help with 
nightmares like a frightened child. 


“You’ve been awfully quiet...” Sir Arthur observed. “Is there... 
something you want to tell me?” 


The golden armored puff knew that he was hiding something. Meta 
Knight always had something on his mind when his eyes turned green. 


“No, Sir Arthur. I am simply tired.” The blue puff replied 
unconvincingly. 


The older warrior sighed, deciding there was no use in trying to 
coax the information out of him. That was one thing that had never 
changed. He was always trying to cover up his problems, refusing to 
show them. Sir Arthur didn’t know if it was out of a sense of pride, 
stubbornness, or guilt. Whatever the case, it was unhealthy for his 
student. 


“Very well then. If you insist.” Sir Arthur sighed. “But promise me 
that you will relax, eat well, and rest. You’ve been through too much 
lately, and you look like you’re ready to collapse at any given 
moment.” 


Sir Meta Knight nodded respectfully. Sir Arthur mentioned eating 
well... Meta Knight was craving real food, not canned meat, but real 
food....Like a big chocolate cake. He was certain that one could be 
found in the king’s expansive kitchen. 


“And Sir Meta Knight, I mean real food. Not chocolate cake. Real 
food, cake later.” 


The blue puff pouted underneath his mask. Sir Arthur knew him far 
too well... 


Meta Knight made his way down the castle’s halls, then slowly 
opened the door to his room. The Star Warrior suddenly felt 
something collide with his chest upon entering, his vision obstructed 
by something pink. 


(watch?v = kyaU4Fg8iTs) 


“You’re home, poyo!” A childish cry of delight sounded through the 
room. 


The blue puff was a bit surprised at Kirby’s reaction, not expecting 


such a greeting. The pink boy rubbed his forehead against his mentor 
in a friendly way, his happy little giggles being muffled by the knight’s 
cape. 


Meta Knight felt a small smile break out onto his concealed face 
seeing his student so joyous at his return. 


Suddenly, Kirby frowned. “You said you were going on a 
vacation... you went on a mission, didn’t you poyo?” 


The pink puff’s accusing gaze was almost humorous, as Kirby was 
trying to look older and more dignified. All it really did was make the 
smaller Star Warrior look cute, with his arms crossed over his chest 
and the almost impatient tapping of his red foot. 


“T couldn’t tell you the truth, Kirby. You would try to hinder me 
from my mission.” 


The pink puff pouted, sticking out his lower lip. “Fine... as long as 
you don’t go anywhere else, poyo!” 


“There is no need to worry. I do not intend to leave for another 
mission until I have recovered fully.” Meta Knight said, calming the 
younger Star Warrior. 


“So... what are you gonna do today, poyo?” Kirby asked, standing 
on the tips of his feet. 


“Sir Arthur has ordered me to stand down and relax. So, I must do 
as he orders. Even though I do believe I should be contributing to the 
task at hand.” 


“T thought that grown-ups liked to get days off, poyo. But all you 
want to do is work....Grown-ups are weird.” Kirby yawned. 


“T suppose that is something you will only understand when you 
mature.” Meta Knight chuckled. “But I must show loyalty to Sir 
Arthur, and I do enjoy assisting him whenever needed.” 


“Sir Arthur is nice, poyo. Sir Dragato, Nonsurat, and Falspar are 
too.” Kirby smiled. “Sometimes Falspar plays with me.” 


Meta Knight inwardly hoped that Falspar hadn’t divulged any 
information from the past to the pink puff. The red haired knight 
already knew far too much about him for his liking, and the last thing 
he needed was for Falspar to broadcast that knowledge to the planet. 


The young Star Warrior shifted his weight from side to side. The 
pink puff looked like he wanted to say something, but was too shy. 


“Is there something wrong, Kirby?” The blue knight asked, noticing 


the puff’s sudden hesitation. 
“ ,.Sir Meta Knight... can I... stay with you today, poyo?” 


The question had taken the blue knight off guard. The young puff 
had never really shown that much interest in his daily life before, 
usually playing with the other children of the village. Meta Knight 
suddenly realized that the only times they ever truly interacted was 
when a crisis was occurring, or when they were training. 


The pink puff looked at him with big eyes, anticipating his 
response. 


“Kirby, do you not usually play with the other children? What is 
different about today?” 


“Well... I wanted to make sure you were alright, poyo... it’s no 
good when you don’t feel well and there’s nobody to help you...” 
Kirby admitted, looking down a bit at his feet before nervously 
meeting his mentor’s eyes. 


Meta Knight fought back a laugh as a grin formed underneath the 
mask, understanding why Kirby was acting so clingy. “Oh... he want to 
keep tabs on me.” 


The older Star Warrior glanced down at his apprentice, Kirby’s 
shining blue eyes peering at him innocently. 


“.,..I can’t say ‘no’ to that face.” 


Kirby’s expression instantly brightened. Meta Knight supposed there 
was no harm in allowing the pink child to stay by him for the day. He 
had given his knaves the day to themselves, after all. And it was quite 
endearing that the younger Star Warrior wanted to take care of him. 


(watch?v = GdQqTP20XvA) 


The blue knight began unpacking the supplies he had taken with 
him on his journey, several odd items being pulled from his cape. The 
blue eyed child sat on the floor as the knight worked, putting things 
back into their proper place. 


“Sir Meta Knight, you have a lot of things in your cape, poyo. 
Where did you get it?” Kirby asked cheerfully. 


“Sir Arthur gave me this cape upon graduation.” He replied, almost 
fondly. 


“Do you think I could get one too?!” The pink puff jumped up 
excitedly, imagining himself with Meta Knight’s wings. 


Meta Knight shook his head. “Sir Arthur told me there are only two 
capes in the galaxy of this kind.” 


“..What happened to the other one?” 


The blue puff paused to turn to the pink puff. “I had asked him 
once after he told me this. Sir Arthur said the other was lost forever in 
the void of space. What that meant, I am unsure of even to this day.” 


Kirby pouted. “Aww... we could have matched, poyo...” 


Meta Knight felt a small chuckle escape his throat. “Kirby, why 
would you want that cape? Your body is already capable of flight.” 


“But your wings are so cool, poyo! And you can fit so many things 
into it!” He wiggled with glee. 


A noise of discomfort came from the knight, his hand still in his 
cape. Curious, Kirby leaned closer. Meta Knight withdrew his hand, 
covered in what appeared to be meringue from a pie. A really really 
old pie. 


“Ugh... what would an expired pie be doing in my cape?” He thought 
with disdain. 


“Sir Meta Knight, why is there a bad pie in your cape, poyo?” Kirby 
gaped. 


“T believe it was one of the pies that originated from that Demon 
Beast... so I suppose it doesn’t matter if it is expired or not.” The blue 
knight grimaced, remembering the awful taste of the pastries. 


“Eww... you must have caught it in your cape by mistake, poyo... 
but that was a loooong time ago! Your glove is gonna be sticky and 
gross now!” 


Meta Knight immediately removed his gloves and tossed them into 
the laundry basket, revealing his nubby blue hands. 


The pink puffs eyes widened. “Sir Meta Knight! Y-Your hands look 
like mine, poyo!” 


“All of our kind’s hand are like this. I had assumed you knew this.” 
“B-But... your gloves have thumbs!” 


“The gloves that we wear have the remarkable ability to 
synchronize with our minds. An inventor made them after seeing a 
human’s hands and was inspired. We wore them in the GSA, and I 
suppose the fad really never died with us. The gloves are not 
necessary, really.” Meta Knight explained. 


“Then why wear them?” 


Meta Knight pondered this for a moment. “They were more of a 
fashion statement than anything. The material is actually quite soft, 
and seemingly not well suited for battle. They are surprisingly 
durable, despite the gloves’ material.” 


The blue knight was a little surprised to see that Kirby was actually 
paying attention to his explanation. The smaller puffball gave him his 
undivided attention, and almost appeared to be writing mental notes 
on his mentor’s words. 


“What about your mask, poyo? Where did you get it?” The young 
Star Warrior rolled on his back. 


I also received it from Sir Arthur. “Meta Knight brought his 
ungloved hand to his masked face.” I remember... when I first began 
training, he presented me with the mask and my armor. When I 
graduated, he gifted me this cape.” 


The veteran paused, as though he was recounting a fond memory. 
Kirby gazed at the other puffs mask, feeling distanced from him 
because of the metal. He didn’t understand... why keep wearing it 
when there was no longer any battle ahead? Was the seemingly 
fearless knight afraid? 


“Sir Meta Knight... sometimes your mask can be a little scary, 
poyo...” The pink child hummed. 


“Oho, if only you had the chance to have seen Gisela’s at least once... 
Meta Knight thought, recalling the skull mask the powerful black 
puffball wore as she charged into battle. 


“Wouldn’t you feel a little more relaxed if you took it off, poyo?” 
Kirby tried and failed at hinting discreetly. 


“Why are you so insistent on the removal of my mask?” 


“Be-Because...” The edges of Kirby’s mouth pulled down. 
“Because... it just seems like you’re keeping secrets with it on, 


poyo...” 


“Everyone has their secrets, Kirby. I am certain you have your own 
as well.” Meta Knight looked at him directly in the eyes. 


“Y-You’re right, poyo... I shouldn’t have asked you to do something 
so uncomfortable... ’m sorry...” 


The pink puff looked genuinely remorseful, and that made a strange 
feeling within the knight stir. It was so odd to see Kirby truly 


disheartened, but it had become more common as of late. It didn’t 
make it any less unsettling. 


It was something that never should have happened to Kirby. He lost 
a best friend by his own hands, and Meta Knight was more familiar 
with that feeling than anyone else. 


“It’s alright...” Meta Knight said quietly, but in a comforting 
manner. 


It really was impossible to stay mad at the pink puff, though Meta 
Knight wasn’t even slightly angry with him in the first place. Kirby 
was just trying to watch over him. It seemed ironic that he had spent 
so much time watching over the young Star Warrior, and now the 
knight’s student wanted to extend that same care towards his mentor. 


Kirby gave a small smile, but underneath it lied insecurity. The 
pink puff had something locked away within. 


Meta Knight had decided to eat lunch later in the day, with a 
hungry pink puffball in tow. He managed to avoid the big chocolate 
cake that rested in the middle of the kitchen on the counter. It almost 
looked like it had been placed there specifically for him. 


It took a tremendous amount of willpower to resist it’s sugary 
delectable charms. 


Meta Knight turned his back to the delicious confection. “I will not 
allow myself to fall for your temptations...” 


At least until after lunch. 


The young Star Warrior toddled behind him, eyeing the various 
assortment of culinary delights. He was, however, courteous enough 
to not inhale everything but the kitchen sink upon his visit. 


Another sign that Kirby was maturing. 


Footsteps signaled the approach of another guest in the kitchen. A 
certain green puffball with a red mohawk entered, his face bare 
without the mask. He grinned and raised his hand up halfway. 


(watch?v = W6wYShd16zI) 


“Hey Meta! How’s it goin’?” Falspar asked, grinning. “See that you 
made it out alive... but you look beat.” 


“Yes, I am well aware of that fact.” Meta Knight replied, inwardly 
sighing at the continuous mention of his current state. 


“Hi Falspar!” Kirby waved. 


“Hey Pinky! Getting a snack?” The green puff asked. “Doesn’t that 
chocolate cake look good? Wouldn’t you love a piece for yourself, 
Meta Knight?” 


“No thank you.” The blue knight answered. 


“Can’t have cake because Sir Arthur said so? You’re such a good 
boy. Always have been.” Falspar chuckled. 


“Pray tell, have come to say something important, or are you here 
to torment me?” Meta Knight asked. 


The red haired Star Warrior hummed for a moment as though he 
was in deep thought. He put his gloved hand to his mouth, then made 
a few weird faces as he stared at the floor to the ceiling. The two other 
puffs could almost hear the gears turning in his head as Falspar stuck 
out his lip. 


“Oh yeah!” Falspar exclaimed, his fist pounding into his open palm. 
“We found something!” 


Meta Knight’s tone held surprise. “What did the GSA find?” 
“Uuuuh... I forget. Heheh.” 


Kirby’s mouth dropped a little. “How could you forget, poyo? You 
just remembered!” 


“Yeah, but then I forgot again.” The green puff laughed. “I guess 
I’m so smart that my head has too much stuff to sort through!” 


The pink puff turned to his mentor, his mouth in a horizontal line 
with blank eyes. He was almost certain that the blue puff had a similar 
expression underneath his mask. 


“Think, Falspar.” The knight coaxed. “This might very well be our 
answer to the mysteries surrounding The Broken Village. It is highly 
important that you remember.” 


“H-How am I supposed to think when you’re putting all this 
pressure on me, bro?!” The puff with the mohawk sputtered. 


This must all be a game to him, as Falspar seemed to be exerting no 
effort to search his memory. Falspar clearly was taking this situation 
far too lightly, especially since whatever lied in that forsaken land 
obviously had a long history against Star Warriors. 


Meta Knight shook his head. Certainly Sir Arthur already knew 
whatever it was by now. 


“Falspar...” Dragato entered the room. “Where did you put that 
painting? I thought you had it.” 


“’..Oh yeah!” The green puff yelled, nearly making everyone in the 
kitchen jump with surprise. “I found this really cool painting lying 
around way outside the town. It must be old. I mean really old!” 


“Excuse me...” The ginger haired puff interjected. “I believe you 
mean we found it. Actually, it was more effort on my part that we 
obtained the painting.” 


“Sir Dragato, what is this painting?” The blue puff asked. 


“TJ... am actually not certain what the object of the painting is... but 
it is very suspicious.” Dragato summarized. “And we need to show it 
to Sir Arthur. So Falspar, where is it?” 


“ ,.1 thought you had it.” The red haired puff said nonchalantly. 


Dragato huffed, then gritted his teeth. Kirby took a few steps back 
and ducked behind Meta angry puff nearly backed Falspar into a 
corner in his rage. 


“Are you telling me... you lost the painting?! That was our only 
link to The Broken Village! And you LOST IT?!” 


“',.Oh Dragato! This only means one thing...” Falspar struck a 
dramatic pose. “This is obviously the work or a ghost! A spirit has 
spirited away the evidence!” 


“You’re going to be a ghost in a moment!” The ginger haired puff 
tried to catch his breath. “It seems that once again, I will have to take 
responsibility and clean up your multitudes of mistakes! You’re 
coming with me!” 


With a rough yank to the mohawk, the green puff was dragged by 
Dragato like a simple rag doll. He couldn’t believe that the idiot lost 
something so important... something that might have been able to 
find... her. It was a possibility, and he was willing to take it. 


“T will aid you in finding it.” Meta Knight offered, but Dragato 
stopped him. 


“No... no. You need rest, Sir Arthur said so.” The light purple puff 
put his palm to his own forehead in frustration. “I am so sorry. You 
looked like you were finally starting to relax, and now... you will only 
get stressed after what that... that moron of a Star Warrior caused. But 
we will handle it... well, I will.” 


“My hair! You’re ruining my hair!” Falspar whined. “And it hurts!” 


“That is correct... feel the pain! Let it sink into that empty socket 
you call a brain!” Dragato yelled, giving him another yank as he 
pulled him towards the kitchen’s exit. 


Kirby didn’t have to be a mind reader to know this made the older 
Star Warrior feel terrible. Not necessarily about Falspar losing the 
painting, but because he was not in any condition to help. Meta 
Knight was always involved with taking a part in prohibiting whatever 
plot was underway on Pop Star... but now he couldn’t. 


Meta Knight had never felt so useless in his entire life. Even in the 
worst times of the GSA, he was still battle ready and prepared for 
service, Now, his paranoia and sleep-deprived mind was keeping him 
from helping to protect this planet and it’s residents. 


He had a feeling from deep within that something big was going to 
happen. Whenever these feelings arose, he was rarely wrong. And 
right now, it was telling him that he needed to be a part of it. To stop 
it. 

And yet, here he was. Unable to do that. Helpless, just like in his 
dream when that horrendous creature faced him. 


That slimy unearthly abomination... 
Just thinking about it made his skin crawl. 


He needed to take a bath and try to forget about that Lovecraftian 
monstrosity. 


(watch?v = 5QJaWg5fOAo) 


After about an hour of searching, Falspar managed to slip away 
from Dragato. The light purple puff was livid, and the red haired Star 
Warrior was starting to get a headache from his partner’s constant 
yelling. He would most likely hunt Falspar down later, but for now he 
was safe. 


The most responsible action, no. 


However, responsible wasn’t exactly a key defining word for the 
green puff. 


Falspar decided that entering Meta Knight’s room was the best bet 
for peace. Dragato told him to relax, so that meant Dragato wouldn’t 
look for him here. And the blue knight probably wouldn’t mind the 
puff with the mohawk crashing there for now... right? 


As soon as he entered the room, he noticed that it was strangely 


absent of a blue puff. Kirby was lying on his stomach on the floor, 
drawing with some crayons. The pink puff noticed his entry and 
looked up from his artwork. 


“Are you looking for Sir Meta Knight, poyo? He’s taking a bath.... 
He’s been in there for a while...” 


“You mean that he’s still not done?” Sword said, entering the 
knight’s room alongside Blade. “He’s been in there for over an hour!” 


“Hahaha! You guys don’t know Meta Knight very well!” Falspar 
laughed. “He takes long showers, especially when he isn’t feeling 
well.” 


“How much longer will he be in there?” Blade asked incredulously. 


The green puff turned towards Kirby. “Did he take a book in 
there?” 


The young Star Warrior nodded. 
“Yup, he’s gonna be in there for a while.” Falspar confirmed. 


Kirby suddenly stood up, his eyes locked on the window. He slowly 
stood up and walked towards it, transfized on the sky above. 


“Hey, is something wrong?” The red haired puff asked, noticing his 
unease. 


Kirby pointed to something in the clouds. The others in the room 
looked towards that direction. A silence lulled between them. 


Falspar turned towards the bathroom door. “Uhh... Meta, ya might 
wanna see this...” 


The green puff knocked on the door rapidly until the knight opened 
the door. 


Meta Knight stood with a towel wrapped around his small blue 
body, his face bare and a frown residing on his lips. Normally seeing 
him without his mask would attract their attention, but the four were 
far too worried over what they had seen outside. 


Meta Knight’s yellow eyes narrowed slightly. “Falspar, why have 
you nearly broken down my bathroom door?” 


Falspar only pointed to the window. The blue knight gave a small 
sign, then looked towards the skies. 


His eyes slowly widened. He ran towards the window to get a 
closer view. 


“E che la mia nave?!” 


It was the Halberd. Flying through the skies with a disheveled 
appearance and looked worse for wear. 


Meabwhile, Dedede was nearly fuming at the thought that Meta 
Knight would dare attempt a takeover again. He trusted the knight, 
and this was what he had been rewarded. 


“That no good lying piece of treason!” The penguin yelled to the 
ceiling. 


“Now sire, please try to remain calm.” Escargon tried to ease the 
king, only to get roughly shoved aside. 


“META KNIIIIIIIIGHT!” He yelled at the ship with raised fists, 
nearly shaking the entire castle with his volume. 


“Yes, Your Majesty?” 
The penguin blinked, then slowly turned around. 


Meta Knight stood in front of him, his armor and mask had 
apparently been precariously put on. His mask was crooked and his 
cape was slightly wrinkled. One of his gloves seemed to be put on the 
wrong way, and he was also dripping water from where he had just 
left the bath. 


Dedede’s mouth nearly fell to the floor. He looked from Meta 
Knight to the ship, back and forth for several seconds with bulging 
eyes. 


He suddenly picked up the blue knight and stared at him with a 
blank expression. 


“T-J-If... you’re here... then... then... who’s in that ship?” 

“T would like to know that as well, Your Majesty.” 

Fumu and Bun ran in the room as well. Fumu shouted, 
“Everyone, Meta Knight is—” 

She stopped mid-sentence when she saw the blue puff. 

“ ,.H-He’s... here... then that means...” The blonde stuttered. 


In a matter of moments, the king’s throne room was filled with the 
castle’s residents. Frantic murmuring was spread among them as they 
tried to piece together what was happening. 


“Sir Meta Knight, your ship went in the ocean! I saw it go in!” King 


Dedede crossed his arms. 


“That must mean that someone fished it out and worked on it, 
sire.” Escargon guessed aloud. 


“Tt looks all clunky, so whoever repaired it must have had no idea 
what they were doing.” Falspar said, looking at the airship with 
interest. 


“It does look much worse...” Fumu said. “Look at it... it’s barely 
moving along. But it’s still dangerous.” 


“Precisely.” Meta Knight nodded. “That is why I will infiltrate the 
ship myself.” 


“Absolutely not!” Sir Arthur protested. “You're still recovering, you 
are not well enough to do something so dangerous. The other missions 
were different, this is something unknown.” 


“But we cannot leave it to it’s own devices. Is that not right?” The 
blue knight responded. 


More murmuring was heard, then Kirby stood beside his mentor. 
He looked up and cleared his throat. 


“Sir Meta Knight... if you really are going, poyo... then I’ll go with 
you!” 


Author’s Note: What’s more fun that one puffball destroying a 
ship? Two puffballs destroying a ship! That’s right, this mission is 
going to be a co-op with Kirby and Meta Knight. I love the 
possible interactions with them. 


Next chapter is going to be another flashback. Then we get to 
see Kirby and Meta Knight lay ruin to the Halberd. 


Also, for those who wanted to know, “E che la mia nave?!” 
means ‘Is that my ship?!’ in Italian. Why did Meta Knight speak 
Italian? Who knows, maybe he picked it up from Mario and Luigi. 


Until next time, and I’m sorry it took me so long to update. I 
started watching Nichijou and couldn’t stop. I had writer’s block. 
...-and also other things. 


LeerJustice, out. 


52. Confessions 


The two sectors couldn’t be more relieved to be back at home base. 
After all the tension, Demon Beast slaying, and going through a 
sleepless night, they were well ready to relax for the time being. 


The soldiers disembarked from the ship, Sir Arthur meeting them 
for a debriefing. The green puff with red colored hair wordlessly 
approached Sir Arthur with a look of seriousness on his unmasked 
face. 


“Sir Falspar... is something wrong?” 


“Wheeereeee issss Beeetaaaa?” Falspar hissed in an uncharacteristic 
menacing tone. 


“Um... he... should be where he always is, in the workshop...” Sir 
Arthur answered, somewhat unsure with whether he should have 
divulged the black puff’s location. 


“Thaaaank yoooouuu...” Falspar made his way to the workshop’s 
door without another word. 


An awkward moment of silence followed. 


Nobody had really seen him like this before, so they weren’t sure 
whether to be worried or not. 


“Umm... anyway...” Sir Arthur cleared his throat. “Was the mission 
successful?” 


“Yes, the Demon Beast has been defeated.” Meta Knight reported. 
“’,.And eaten by Gisela.” Candeloro added with disgust. 


“Tt was delicious, and I have no regrets.” Gisela said, with a lazy 
and smug grin on her lips. 


Sir Arthur winced. “...Ah, I... am sincerely grateful that the mission 
was a success and...” He sighed mid-sentence. “I... I can’t believe you 
ate it... Breakfast is in the cafeteria. You can give me the details of the 
mission afterward.” 


The leader of the GSA sauntered off in a daze, most likely disturbed 
at the thought of eating Demon Beast. 


Eager to get some proper nourishment, the soldiers filed into the 


cafeteria. The cooks were very skilled in their work, and everyone 
appreciated that. 


“Gisela, you just ate five times your weight in Demon Beast!” 
Candeloro shouted. “How are you possibly hungry?!” 


“Candy, a real woman always has room in her stomach for more.” 
The black puff replied proudly. “And I am the prime example.” 


“At least you’re eating actual food this time...” The red haired 
woman sighed. 


“I eat what I want!” 


“Tm starved...” Jecra groaned. “I’m tired of eating camp food... 
and I’m surprised I still have an appetite after watching Gisela eat all 
that... ugh... Demon Beast.” 


“This has become a real source of trauma, hasn’t it?” Garlude 
added. “Well, it’s all over now Jecra. So just try not to think about it.” 


“Okay...” The blonde whined. 


“T do not understand the disgust.” Yamikage added quietly. “Demon 
Beast is not that different from regular meat.” 


“You keep saying that, Yamikage. But it doesn’t make it any less 
gross to me!” Jecra barked. “So can we please just not talk about it! I 
wanna eat pancakes without choking on them this morning, thank 
you!” 


The ninja gave a grunt in reply, but honored the man’s wishes for 
silence on the subject. 


Falspar returned to the cafeteria, disgruntled at the black puff’s 
disappearance from his workshop. The black puff knew that he was 
looking for him and went running for the hills....At least that’s what 
Falspar was convinced of. 


As Sector S departed, Nonsurat’s eyes were in a haze as he watched 
the girls leave. He smiled a little, Gisela raised an invisible eyebrow in 
confusion when Shenandoah turned around to look at the shy young 
man. 


Falspar chuckled, now in a better mood. “Oooh... Nonsurat, you sly 
dog you!” 


The turquoise puff jumped slightly and turned to him, tilting his 
head slightly. “Huh... Falspar, did you say something?” His voice was 
soft. 


“Oh, nothing. You can tell me later.” Falspar waved his gloved 
hand in a playful manner. 


“So... did you find Beta?” Jecra asked once they sat down at their 
table. 


“No.” He groaned, frowning. “The coward. That backstabbing, two- 
faced, no good, stupid, dummy-headed, snake in the grass jerk... 
eventhoughhe’smybestfriend.” 


“Man, what did he do to make you this angry?” Jecra asked. 
“Tt certainly must have been heinous.” Garlude frowned. 


“Oh, it was! And when I find him... well, I don’t know. But it won’t 
be good!...Ow!” 


(watch?v = psvGk3RD_es) 


Falspar let out a cry of pain as something made contact with the 
back of his head. He turned around to see Letty balancing about three 
plates, one balanced on her head and the others in her arms. 
Pancakes, bacon, toast, all sorts of breakfast foods were stacked onto 
them. 


“S-Sorry!” Letty apologized, the edge of one plate accidentally 
hitting the green puffs head. “Woah! Um... Sorry again! I’m so 
clumsy...” 


She carefully stepped back, the plates staying perfectly balanced on 
her limbs and head. For a moment, her eyes locked with Meta 
Knight’s, only for her to quickly break away. He still continued to gaze 
upon the blonde girl. 


“Oh, are you carrying your teammates’ breakfast to them? That’s so 
cute!” Garlude giggled. 


“Isn’t that cute, Meta?” Falspar elbowed the blue puff while Jecra 
stifled his laughter. 


“Hmm?” He said, as though he had been broken from a trance. 
Letty giggled, shaking her head. “Nope! This is all for me!” 


Several mouths flung open. The pink puff looked entirely 
unperturbed at their reactions. 


“E-Excuse me... I thought you said that was all for you...” The 
lavender skinned woman laughed. 


“No, that’s what I said. This is my breakfast.” She replied 
cheerfully. 


“T-That’s an awful lot for someone of your size...” Jecra said, his 
sweat dropping. “Or are you just hungry today?” 


“Actually this is a lighter breakfast than usual.” Letty hummed. 
“Uhh...” Jecra gaped, then swallowed. “H-How do you do it?” 
“Eh?” The blonde puff tilted her head in a confused manner. 


“H-How do you eat like that? How do you not gain weight?” 
Garlude finished. 


Suddenly, a roar of laughter erupted from the table. Falspar 
guffawed, while Dragato tried to be more tasteful in his amusement. 
Nonsurat’s small chuckles could faintly be heard, and Meta Knight 
seemed to be the only one who could keep straight face. 


Letty giggled. “Silly, our species aren’t quite like that. We don’t 
gain weight normally. It either takes a tremendous amount of food 
over a long period of time without proper care, or if we’re allergic to 
something we swell up.” 


“S-So... you mean... you hardly ever gain weight?” Garlude 
gasped, a tone of envy in her tone. 


“Nope, not unless I were to eat something I’m allergic to.” 

“So... got any allergies?” The woman asked in a suspicious tone. 
“H-huh...?” Letty frowned, looking somewhat hurt. 

A few at the table shot Garlude a surprised look. 


“J-I’m sorry, Letty. That was mean.” She apologized sincerely. “I 
wouldn’t do something like that to someone, especially to you. You’re 
too sweet.” 


“U-Uh, um...” The pink puff blushed. “I-It’s alright...” 


The blonde stumbled for a moment, but quickly found her footing 
to avoid the plates of food falling to their doom. She breathed a sigh 
of relief. 


“These plates are starting to feel a little heavy...” 


“If you want, you can sit with us.” Garlude offered, patting the seat 
next to her and in front of Meta Knight. 


The blue-eyed puff seemed to consider it, almost wandering to the 
seat with a smile. She suddenly stopped and frowned, her gaze darting 
to her own sector. 


“T can’t....” She whispered. “Gisela wouldn’t like it...” 


The pink puff quietly walked to her other teammates. She almost 
turned around to glance back, but decided better of it. 


“Letty, what held you up?” Gisela frowned. 
“y was—” 


“Never mind, do you know where in this base Shenandoah is?” The 
black puff asked. “She’s been coming and going all the time. Can’t 
keep track of her anymore, and she’s so quiet you don’t notice when 
she leaves. It’s getting a little suspicious...” 


“Tm sure that she’s busy, Gisela.” Letty said, sitting next to her 
sector leader. “You know that she’s always taking care of the smaller 
tasks so they don’t pile up on us.” 


“True... but there’s still something off about this... Ehh, who cares 
right now. She’ll come here on her own time, but if she doesn’t hurry 
then I’m eating her portions.” Gisela yawned, leaning back in her 
chair. 


“Don’t do that. It’s bad table manners.” Candeloro scolded. 


Gisela waved her hand in a dismissing manner. “Since when have I 
ever cared about that frilly stuff?” 


“Still, a little etiquette would be appreciated.” 
“What’s that? I didn’t hear you.” 


Candeloro crossed her arms and sighed, deciding there was no 
point in trying to reason with her sector leader. It was times like this 
that the orange puff wished that she was the one in control. To have 
the other teammates come to her with their issues, for them to give 
her their unwavering respect and loyalty. 


Of course, if Gisela were to find out of this wish, Candeloro might 
as well walk into the battlefield without armor and a weapon. 


“So, Letty... finally found the weapon of your choice?” The black 
puff said while shoving pancakes in her mouth between words. 


“Huh... what weapon?” The pink puff asked, an unsettling feeling 
rising in her stomach. 


“The bomb. That’s what your weapon is going to be, right? You’re 
gonna use bombs from now on.” 


“WHAT?!” 


A few heads turned at the blonde girl’s outburst. She sunk into her 
chair, her cheeks red as the puff tried to make herself seem invisible. 


“G-Gisela... that was an emergency... and sort of an impulse.” She 
said quietly, nearly sliding under the table. “I can’t use bombs!” 


“Sure you can!” Gisela patted her on the back a little too roughly. 
“They aren’t too heavy for you, and they cause tons of damage. Bombs 
are perfect.” 


“B-But... I don’t know anything about bombs.” 


“Then study up on em’. Youre smart... you'll figure it out.” The 
smallest smile was on Gisela’s unmasked face. 


“Okay... if you really think I can do it.” Letty looked at her feet 
with a shy smile and a blush. “Sir Meta Knight did tell me that I 
shouldn’t give up so easily if I want to be a Star Warrior.” 


Letty wished she hadn’t said that last sentence. 


Gisela’s mouth formed a thin line, her eyes narrowed. “Letty, we 
need to have that talk now.” 


The black puff stood up from her seat. “Candeloro, go find 
Shenandoah and meet us in our dormitory.” 


The orange puff sighed sadly, but complied with her leader’s 
wishes. 


As Gisela and Letty left the cafeteria, Garlude watched the two and 
shook her head. She hadn’t heard the conversation, but she didn’t 
need to in order to understand what was taking place. 


“Sir Meta Knight... I don’t like that. I really don’t. Whatever Gisela 
is doing, it can’t be good for her.” 


The blue knight’s eyes glowed green... Worry. 


“W-What did you want to talk to me about, Gisela?” Letty asked, 
twiddling her paws together nervously. 


Candeloro and Shenandoah were nowhere to be found, so it looked 
like she was flying solo with this. The black puff didn’t sound angry 
with her, but the tone of her voice sounded unnerving. 


“Letty... do you like being a part of Sector S?” 
“Y-Yes!” 


“And do you want to contribute to the rebelling against 
Nightmare?” 


The pink puff vigorously nodded. 


“Letty...” Gisela said in an unnaturally soft voice. “...Do you trust 
me?” 


“O-Of course I do!” 
“Tf that’s true... then please, listen to what I’m about to tell you.” 


The blonde felt a chill go down her spine. She couldn’t recall ever 
hearing her say the word ‘please’ before. 


“Listen... You can’t get close to that knight ever again.” 
(watch?v = WN26LY- rQs) 
Letty’s eyes widened. “B-But why?! Gisela, why?” 


“Because, you’re infatuated with him! And that’s death for any 
amazon!” 


“T am not infatuated with him! It’s not like that...” The blue eyed 
puff frowned. 


“You may think that now, but if I let it slide now then you'll find 
out the hard way later.” The horned puff frowned, red pupiless eyes 
focused on the smaller puff in the room. 


“Gisela... what is this about?” She asked, uncertainty evident in her 
vocal. 


The black puff clenched her fists, teeth gritted. “Because I don’t 
want you to make the same dumb mistake I-!...” 


The larger puff suddenly fell silent. Letty could see something there 
in those red eyes, an unknown emotion. 


“’..You remind me so much of myself a long time ago.” 


This reveal surprised Letty, but continued to remain silent for her 
sector leader. 


“Letty, I’m just gonna be upfront. No sugar coating. Amazons, 
women like us... we aren’t like other females. We chose a life of 
independence, will, and most importantly strength... We chose 
strength over beauty.” 


(Author’s Note: I just want to go out here and say that these 
are Gisela’s beliefs, not necessarily the author’s. Just thought I 
would let that be known.) 


“B-But strong women can be beautiful too...” 


Gisela barked a bitter laugh. “No, no they can’t. Once you become 
an amazon, you can’t be beautiful. No man will ever see you that way 
again.” 


Letty opened her mouth to speak, but no words would come. 


“Tm telling you this now so you won’t make a mistake. Letty, 
you’re on your way to being an amazon too. And when that happens, 
it’s death or die. The only time after that, the only reason a man 
would be interested is if they want to prove they can ‘tame’ you.” 


“A-And you think this is what my future is going to be?!” The pink 
puff yelled in confusion and shock. 


“Letty, I don’t think, I know.” The black puff shook her head, her 
dark ponytail swaying. “I’ve seen it more times than someone can 
count. I’ve heard it. This is our future. And I didn’t want you to be 
hurt by the revelation.” 


“Gisela... you’re wrong. Sir Meta Knight was kind to me... he 
encouraged me...” 


“Letty, open your eyes!” The horned puff slammed her fist into a 
table, nearly breaking the piece of furniture. “Do you know why?! It’s 
because youre a pretty girl! Vulnerable! He was pitying you!” 


“ He... he... isn’t like that... He wouldn’t...” Disbelief was 
entwined into her words. 


Gisela gave a long sigh. “I knew that you would react this way... 
but it had to be said before it was too late for you. You can’t get close 
to him... no. Not just him, but any man. It’s better for you to know 
this now, then later when you’ve actually made an attachment... do 
you understand?” 


“What is Gisela is right...?2 Why would someone like him want to be 
around someone like me in the first place? Was it just... pity? Pity for the 
weakling? Then turning to disgust when I get stronger?” 


The more she thought about it, the more it made sense. Most of the 
males in the GSA had something against Gisela. They would speak of 
her brute strength, her size, her horns. It was rare enough for a puff to 
have horns, it was a sign of immense strength. But the black puff was 
a woman... if she was male, would they have treated her differently? 


Would her rash blunt behavior be accepted, even embraced... if 
Gisela were male? 


The red eyed puff continued her talk, almost in a daze. “I’ve seen so 
many of these warrioresses, they quit being a part of the army to settle 


down. I talk to them a while later, and they’re miserable. It’s... it’s 
sickening to see these once proud women be reduced to helpless 
girls... all because their men wanted them to give up being a fighter 
for them.” 


Letty gulped. Puffballs had a very different culture and biology than 
other species. But one thing that stood out among them, was the fact 
that puffballs would mate for life. Once two puffs got married, they 
were almost eternally bound to each other and only to each other. 
There were a few rare exceptions to this, but usually two puffs would 
remain married, even if one was no longer living. 


Because of this, choosing wisely was a golden rule. And war made 
several make very hasty and little thought out decisions. 


Gisela held her gloved hand to her own forehead, black hair 
clinging to her forehead. “You know what? Letty, it’s not an easy 
life... once you get strong, you also have a burden to bear. Candeloro 
is strong but still seen as beautiful. But so many don’t take her 
seriously because of her looks. She’s just a pretty face to men.” 


“And Shenandoah... she’s smart and wise. But so little would listen 
to her on account of her gender. That’s why she’s so quiet. She won’t 
waste her breath on those that are too ignorant and prideful to not 
listen to a woman.” 


The horned puff said in a low voice. “Letty, no man wants an 
amazon...” 


The black puff suddenly turned away from the pink puff, refusing to 
face her. “And the worst part of it all. When they finally realize that 
you’re strong... you’re a freak. They... they start talking. Talking 
behind your back, sometimes to your face. A woman with muscles is 
something freakish, no, not even a woman at all... something not even 
deserving to be called female...” 


Letty heard Gisela’s voice break. The black puffs hands were 
shaking, violently even. But she still refused to look at her teammate. 
The pink puff was seeing her sector leader in a new light. This was an 
entirely new and hidden Gisela before her. 


The black haired amazon suddenly spoke in a quiet forced voice. 
“Letty... you can’t let anyone make you feel like garbage.” 


The blonde puff finally found the courage to speak. “...Is that what 
you feel like?” 


She suddenly turned around in a fraction of a second. Letty could 
see a small crack in her mask, not the mask she wore with her armor, 


but the mask she used to keep everyone out. To keep them away from 
her heart and mind. 


Her red eyes narrowed. “...I feel how I wanna feel.” 


A moment of uncomfortable, unbearable silence fell between them. 
It was almost suffocating. Letty was at a loss on what to do, she had 
never seen her leader like this before. Finally, after what seemed like a 
long painful eternity, the horned woman finally spoke. 


“Letty, ’m not saying you have to hate his guts or anything. You 
don’t even have to be rude to him. You can still be nice and stay away 
from him. I wouldn’t have it any other way, really. But I just... I don’t 
want to see you suffer later. You’re too softhearted....and I do like that 
quality about you.” 


The pink puff’s eyes widened, never expecting to hear that from 
her. She always thought that it was the thing she disliked most about 
the pink puff. 


“But... Letty, you’re at the very least two times a better person than 
I am.” The black puff said in a low voice. “And I don’t want you to be 
me... I want you to always be Letty... but, I don’t want to see 
someone as purehearted as you get crushed...” 


“Gisela.” She cut her leader off. “I understand. Thank you for caring 
enough to tell me.” 


“’..You’re taking this a little better than I thought.” She responded 
with a small grin. “...You’re getting there, on the way to becoming an 
amazon.” 


“Gisela... I still haven’t had breakfast.” 


The larger puff suddenly roared with laughter. :Alright ya little 
piglet! You’re free to go! I'll catch up with you later. Oh, and tell 
Candy and Shany they’re dead for ditching us!” 


Gisela watched as the pink puff ran out of sight. She frowned, then 
sat down in the corner of the room. No one else was here, so now she 
had nothing to hide. 


She inhaled, then exhaled. Trying to clear her mind. But the words 
in her head wouldn’t be silenced. 


“Freak. 
Ugly. 
That’s a woman? 
Ugh, I think it just looked at us. 
Gross, women are supposed to be beautiful and domestic. Why aren’t you? 


What makes you think you have the right to be different? 
How do you expect to find a man when you look like one?” 


Gisela curled up, feeling something wet go down her cheeks. “Shut 
up... just shut up...” 


(watch?v = namEfgbSyW8) 


Falspar drummed his hand over the workshop counter impatiently. 
With half opened eyes, he glared at the empty workspace behind the 
counter. With the other hand, he held a soda that he would take a sip 
from every few minutes. 


The green puff frowned at the sign that said, ‘Not In Service’. 


“T know you’re back there, Beta! Might as well be a man, come out, 
and face your end!” 


No response from the locked door behind the counter. 


“That’s alright. That’s alright.” He took a long sip from his soda. “I 
have time to kill. I can wait for you all day. You have to eat 
sometime.” 


Still not a peep. 


Falspar groaned, but still remained firmly planted in the workshop. 
He wasn’t going to leave until he got what he needed from Beta... or 
until Falspar got hungry. Whatever came first. 


He suddenly heard soft footsteps from behind. The red haired puff 
turned around to face Nonsurat, who was holding one of his shoulder 
guards. It had a large dent into it, probably from the fight with the 
Demon Beast on Aquarius. 


Only strangely enough, Nonsurat seemed rather upbeat this day. 
The young man was usually so solemn, but today his unmasked face 
wore a bright smile. In fact, Falspar could bet that this is probably the 
happiest he’s ever seen Nonsurat before. 


“Good afternoon, Falspar!” He replied cheerfully. “Do you know 
where Beta is? I need my shoulder guard repaired.” 


“He’s back there, but he won’t come out. Coward.” The green puff 
spat unhappily. “...Why do you need him to fix it anyway? You make 
armor all the time! You made your own armor and fixed it before! So 
why do you need Beta?” 


“Well...” Nonsurat rubbed his own arm with his free hand. “I 
wanted to ask him something...” 


“Oh... what kind of something?” Falspar asked, feeling that 
something interesting was near. 


“ , Advice.” 


“Nonsurat, why don’t you just ask me. I can give you advice, and 
I’ve got time to kill.” The puff with the mohawk grinned cockily. 


“T don’t know...” The other puff rubbed his arm again. “It’s kind of 
a secret...” 


Now Falspar definitely had to know. 


“You can tell me! Besides, you can’t tell a secret to Beta! He’ll tell 
everyone!...That’s why I’m here waiting...” He muttered the last line. 


Nonsurat stared at the wall nervously, still reluctant to share his 
personal secret. 


“Come on... you can tell me.” Falspar grinned, taking another sip. 
He suddenly froze. “Wait... is this about your sudden mood change?” 


“W-What about my mood? What’s so different about it? I don’t 
know what you’re talking about...” The turquoise puff had a small tint 
of pink in his cheeks as he uttered a small nervous laugh. 


“Dude, you’ve been grinning non-stop! You’re upbeat, cheerful, and 
at least five times more social! Normally, you wouldn’t even be talking 
to me right now!” 


“T guess I just feel a little more outgoing today...” Nonsurat said 
quietly. 


“Come to think of it, Meta Knight’s been in a pretty good mood too. 
Of course, it’s obvious why he’s been more chipper since the 
mission... Waaaait...” Falspar was putting two and two together. 


“Oh no...” Nonsurat thought with growing anxiety. “I need to think 
of an excuse... an excuse...” 


“You have a crush on a girl, don’t you?!” Falspar asked with a 
comical grin. 


“N-No! W-What would make you think that?” 


“Don’t try to fool me! I know a guy with a crush when I see one!” 
The green puff threw an arm around the other puff. “So, who is she?” 


“Uhh... Umm... I just remembered. I need to do laundry for our 
Sector. It was my turn for laundry duty, right?” The turquoise knight 
wiggled away from Falspar and tried to inch towards the exit. 


“Hold on there.” Falspar halted the young man. “Dragato already 
did the laundry. So you have no excuse!” 


“Uhh... umm... please Falspar. It’s supposed to be a secret... you'll 
make fun of me...” 


“Hey... I wouldn’t do that.” The green puff smiled. “I know that I 
poke fun at a lot of you, but I wouldn’t torment you over a crush... 
but you might have some trouble later depending on who the girl 
is...” 


Falspar remembered that Dragato still had him under his thumb. If 
Nonsurat and Candeloro got together, then Dragato just might tell 
everyone Falspar’s secret out of spite... or Nonsurat could help give 
Dragato amnesia if he helped him win over his girl! Yeah, that was a 
good plan. 


“O-Okay...!” Nonsurat said, sitting down next to the red haired 
puff. 


Falspar mentally went through a list of girls in the GSA. “...It’s 
Shenandoah, isn’t it?” 


“Shenandoah? What made you think it was her?” Nonsurat said in a 
confused manner. 


“Well, both of you are quiet. And your actions are worse than your 
words, or something like that. You two just seemed like a match.” 
Falspar shrugged. 


“No, she speaks a little more.” Nonsurat hinted. 
“Alright... is it, Garlude?” 


“Isn’t Garlude married?” The turquoise puff frowned. “I know that 
she has a child.” 


“Okay, so Garlude’s out...” The green puff put his gloved hand to 
his chin. “Oh no... you don’t like Letty, do you?” 


“No, it’s not Letty.” Nonsurat shook his head. “She’s a nice, sweet 
girl, though. I can see why Sir Meta Knight would like her.” 


“So, even Nonsurat sees it... Falspar inwardly chuckled.” Oh no... OH 
NOOO! The only one left is... Candeloro. That means Dragato will be mad 
if he finds out! Dragato will tell my secret if we don’t give him amnesia! If 
we fail, then Nonsurat might have to help me hide the body... We’ll have a 
full scale scandal going on here!” 


Falspar tried to calm down. Perhaps it wasn’t even one of the girls 
in Sector S. It could be a girl he saw in one of the other sectors. Then 


there would be no need for an inter-sector war, no fighting, no secret 
telling, no body burying... 


“Okay Nonsurat. Just tell me who she is. I’m running out of girls.” 


“Uh....Umm... I... Well... it’s...” The young man_ stuttered 
unintelligibly. 


(Author’s Note: Nobody eat or drink anything for the next few 
lines! ’'m giving you fair warning.) 


“Come on, just say it! I won’t make fun of you!” Falspar took 
another long sip of his soda. 


“It’s... It’s... the girl I like is...” 


Nonsurat took a deep breath, Falspar leaned closer, taking a gulp of 
the drink. 


“Gisela.” 


“BWAAAH?!” The green puff spat out his drink in surprise and 
alarm. 


He stared at the turquoise puff, Falspar’s expression a grand 
mixture of shock, disgust, and utter bafflement. All at the same time. 


Then Falspar pinched his own skin. He slapped his face several 
times, then poured the remaining bit of soda on his face before 
continuing with the slapping. When his fit seemed to be over, he took 
a deep breath and closed his eyes. 


“Tm sorry... Could you repeat that?” 
“T said I like Gisela!” Nonsurat said louder and more firmly. 


Falspar suddenly fell on the floor and began to shout. “SUPER 
ULTRA GREAT DELICIOUS WONDERFUL HARD TO 
UNDERSTAAAAAND!” 


The green puff panted, his breath heavy after his unexpected flurry 
of random and unrelated words. 


“Are you finished?” Nonsurat asked, raising an invisible eyebrow. 
(watch?v = Ipp1LX6o0PF8) 


Falspar pulled himself up with a stool. He took off his glove to feel 
the other knight’s forehead. 


“You don’t feel like you have a fever... your pulse seems normal. 
Oh, don’t worry Nonsurat, buddy! We'll get you the best healthcare 


the GSA can provide! Let’s go find a nurse!” 
“Falspar, I don’t feel sick. Well... maybe lovesick.” He blushed. 
“But... but why Gisela?!” The puff with the mohawk exclaimed. 


“Why not Gisela?” Nonsurat questioned with a frown. “What’s so 
wrong with her anyways?” 


“Tell you what... why don’t you tell me how this whole thing got 
started...” Falspar sat down, feeling no energy in his body to continue 
standing. 


“Well... I guess it started when... when I first saw her. And the 
mission yesterday just made the feelings stronger...” Nonsurat said 
quietly, covering his blushing cheeks with his hands. 


“Uh, Nonsurat buddy. Did you forget that she threw you across the 
ship in your sleep?” He pointed out. 


“W-Well, that was mostly my fault. I invaded her personal space.” 


“ ..Why? Just... why? Why Gisela?” The green puff repeated with a 
flabbergasted expression. 


“Because... there’s just something about a strong woman... that’s 
undeniably... enthralling...” Nonsurat breathed, his face a pleasant 
scarlet color. 


Falspar couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Nonsurat, the gentle 
timid puff, who loved gardening, sewing, cooking, and often sent 
letters to his little sister and the grandparents who raised him... was 
in love with cold, metallic, Demon Beast eater Gisela. 


Falspar could almost hear a loud rip in the space time continuum. 
Reality would be falling apart at the seams any moment now. 


“And her armor... she has good taste in armor. And I love how she 
isn’t afraid to speak up. And the way she fought that Demon Beast... 
so incredible. Breathtaking even! I don’t care if she does eat Demon 
Beast, she’s still a remarkable woman for even being brave enough to 
eat one in the first place! So amazing...” 


Falspar had never heard the young man speak or show that much 
emotion at one time before. And here he was, absolutely enamored by 
The Iron Fortress... 


Nonsurat cleared his throat. “But... I don’t have a chance, do I? I 
mean... what would someone like her find in someone like me?” 


“J... I think you should go for it.” Falspar said. 


“Really?! You think so?” The turquoise puff said excitedly. 


“Yeah, go for it buddy! I’m with you 100 percent!” He said, patting 
him on the shoulder 


“Thank you Falspar! I feel so much better... wish me luck!” 
Nonsurat hopped off his seat and went towards the exit. 


“Okay, go get er’ big tiger.” The green puff gave double thumbs up 
encouragingly. “You the man, you the fella. You the boss. You preach 
to her. Show her how the cow eats the cabbage...” 


Falspar sighed and shook his head sadly once Nonsurat had left. 
“You hopeless loser...” 


Author’s Note: Well, this chapter certainly had some mood 
whiplash. 


I just have to say, Gisela’s been through a lot in her lifetime. 
The army is really the only escape she has, and the only place 
where she’s allowed to be herself and put her talents to use. After 
all she’s been through, it only makes sense that she wouldn’t 
want Letty to go through that too. 


But... Nonsurat. Poor guy. We know what he’s like in the 
future, so I think we all know what’s going to happen. 


The next chapter is undecided, as I’m not sure whether to got 
to the present or remain in the past. 


Until then, keep your fingers crossed for a speedy update. 


Leer Justice, out. 


53. Mercy 


“You told her what?!” Candeloro yelled. 
(watch?v = cjWybjPq_vc) 


By the time Candeloro and Shenandoah had returned to their 
rooms, the conversation had ended long ago. And the orange puff was 
clearly upset over the topic of said talk earlier. 


“Hey, I told you to get your butts in gear and come back to the 
room. But noooo...” Gisela rolled her eyes. “You had to take your 
sweet precious time, so I took it into my own hands. Besides, I told her 
the straight truth. No sugar coating.” 


“Gisela! That was... was... completely uncalled for!” The red haired 
puff gaped. “You pretty much just told Letty that no one would ever 
love her! How could you say something so... awful?!” 


“T couldn’t lie to her.” The black puff explained with an irritated 
sigh. “You know as well as I do that she’s going to have difficulties 
once she becomes a ‘true’ warrior.” 


“Yes... I know that she will receive some judgment from others 
over her choice... but...” Candeloro clenched her fists. “But that 
doesn’t mean that she won’t have a chance!” 


“Oh, so you too, huh?” Gisela grimaced. “Let me guess. It’s that 
little pampered purple puff, isn’t it?” 


“His name is Dragato!” The orange puff corrected firmly. 


“See, you even know his name. It’s obvious that you’ve gone soft. 
You're utterly infatuated with him.” 


“Uh... Uh... I don’t know what you’re talking about! You’re crazy!” 
The red haired warrioress protested. 


“Am I? It’s written all over your face. Don’t try to deny it, with all 
your flirting, you batting your eyelashes at him... have some pride, 
won't you?” 


Candeloro’s cheeks turned nearly scarlet at the accusation. She felt 
angry. Gisela had taken this way too far. Poor Letty just wanted to 
show a little kindness to the blue knight, and from his behavior, it 
seemed that he felt the same way. But it seemed that the horned puff 


had managed to tear apart even the thought of budding friendship 
between the two puffs. 


It wasn’t like they were in love or anything. How could they be? 
They’ve only spoken to each other enough times to be counted on one 
hand. The same was for her and Dragato. They’ve hardly spoken to 
each other alone, and even then it wasn’t of the romantic sort. 


Yet Gisela was acting as though they were all guilty of treason. 


“You won’t even let her be friends with him?” Candeloro 
questioned. “How could letting them be friends possibly cause her any 
harm?” 


“Simple. They start out as friends. Then suddenly they aren’t 
friends. They get married. Then everyone’s left with regrets and 
nuclear warfare in the mind!” 


“Gisela... half of that didn’t even make sense.” The orange puff 
raised an invisible eyebrow. “Second, you’re blowing things way out 
of proportion and exaggerating, even more than usual.” 


“You say that now, but I’m preventing a bad future! Like a time cop 
or something... yeah, I like that.” 


“,.Shenandoah, are you hearing this?” 


The yellow puff looked up from her book, acknowledging them for 
what seemed to be the first time since the archer returned to their 
room. 


Candeloro nearly face palmed. “Have you even been listening this 
entire time?” 


Shenandoah set her book down to the side. “Gisela, while I 
understand that you have the best of intentions for Letty, do you not 
think that she is capable of making decisions for herself? She is a 
smart girl, sometimes naive, but she is far from ignorant. I believe that 
she can make good choices on her own.” 


“Shanny, not you too...” The black puff frowned, her tone almost 
sounding like a whine. 


“While I do agree that the GSA was certainly not for romantic 
feelings to develop... you are missing something vital. Sir Arthur has 
tasked us to work closely with Sector H, and as a team we need to 
communicate with each other. We need to have respect for each other, 
and building friendships is important. It brings soldiers closer 
together. Denying Letty of that, over an irrational fear, is something 
quite ridiculous.” 


“Fear?” Gisela scoffed. “What is there for me to be afraid of? 
Shanny, are you saying that I’m afraid of them? Is that it? You 
couldn’t be more wrong... they should be afraid of bme/b. I could 
easily break any of the soldiers here like a twig, maybe three at a 
time. So why would I be afraid of them?” 


“Yes, what do you have to fear? You are easily one of the most 
physically strong warriors to ever be a part of the GSA.” Shenandoah 
slowly narrowed her eyes. “But perhaps... it’s not physical pain you 
fear... but emotional...?” 


“W-What do you know?!” The horned puff lashed out. “What would 
make you think of something stupid like that?! I never told you 
anything!” 


“You don’t have to tell me anything. I can see it written on your 
face as we speak.” 


The red eyed puff’s fists shook, she gritted her teeth. Shenandoah 
obviously struck a nerve, but if the yellow puff was intimidated by her 
near outrage, she certainly showed no signs of it. The archer calmly 
stared at the angry puff, showing no emotion. Candeloro bit her lip 
out of nervousness. 


“Could it be, that you came here to forget the past? To prove 
something?...This is the only place you feel that you belong in the 
world. You’ve forgotten anything else that doesn’t pertain to war.... 
Am I correct?” 


“Shenandoah, she looks like she’s ready to explode any time 
now...” Candeloro whispered. “What are you trying to do?” 


Suddenly, the black puff slammed her fist on the table with such 
force, it collapsed into pieces. Not caring for the destroyed furniture, 
the warrior briskly passed the other two puffs without saying one 
word. She was bottling it all up. It was tearing her up inside, and all 
three of them knew it. 


As Gisela grabbed the door knob, she heard Shenandoah say in a 
quiet, somewhat pitying tone. 


“You can’t run away from the past forever, Gisela.” 


Without so much a noise, the horned puff slammed the door. One 
of the screws in the hinges fell onto the ground with a soft ‘clink’. 


“Now what was the point in that?” Candeloro asked, turning 
towards Shenandoah. “She’s more furious than ever! She could kill 
someone!” 


“’..Cruel to be kind...” The yellow puff answered softly. “You know 
as well as I do... her anger is a mask. And as long as she wears that 
mask, her true face will forever be hidden to the world. Only she feels 
that she needs it, that she can’t face the world without it...” 


The orange puff sighed. “I don’t know what happened to her before 
she joined the GSA... but, whoever made her this way... whoever 
made her so scared that she feels like this all the time inside... they’re 
evil. This entire time, I thought that she was just a control freak... but, 
something really traumatic must have happened to her.” 


And in their thoughts, the two puffs could only wonder. 


“Gisela, why won’t you let us help you?” 


(watch?v = cOT-n32ZHQs) 


About two weeks passed by, both Sector H and S remained at the 
base. The sectors did various odd jobs given to them by Sir Arthur 
instead of going on missions. The battlefield was getting quite vicious, 
and the leader of the GSA believed that Sector H was still not 
completely ready to be sent to the front lines yet. 


However, several things over the past week had occurred. Some 
changes were taking place among the soldiers of both sectors. 


Dragato and Falspar never seemed to leave each other now. Not in 
the sort of way where they didn’t want to part ways out of friendship, 
but more out of distrust. It was as though they knew some sort of dark 
secret about each other. 


On top of that, Dragato seemed to be taking extra care in his 
outward appearance for some odd reason. The only time he let his 
hostilities for the green puff with the mohawk slide was in the 
presence of Sector S. Maybe it was his upbringing that made him 
polite in front of the ladies, or maybe there was a specific person he 
was trying to impress... 


Falspar was still on the prowl for Beta. Whenever he was hunting 
for the black puff, the mechanic/inventor always seemed to be 
conveniently absent from the scene. Not only was it suspicious, but it 
only further fueled Falspar’s drive to find him. With each failed 
attempt of tracking down Beta, his frustration and anger only 
increased inside. 


As for Nonsurat, these days he seemed to be feeling either one of 
two emotions. Obscenely happy to the point that some had asked if 
the turquoise puff was taking some sort of new medication, or so 


nerve-wrackingly nervous it looked like the poor young man could 
melt into a puddle on the floor. 


Yamikage was as quiet as ever, but the ninja was obviously anxious 
for the sector to be promoted to a higher rank. All the troublesome 
events seemed to have began when Sir Arthur announced that the two 
sectors were to conjoin. And frankly, Yamikage was tired of having a 
room right next to Falspar and Dragato. And Nonsurat was acting so 
odd, it was even disturbing the ninja somewhat. 


Garlude and Gisela always seemed to be butting heads. The 
lavender skinned woman disliked the black puffball greatly, and it was 
rare that the two ever had a mutual agreement. Gisela was rude and 
disregarded Sector H as anything but a waste of her time. And since 
Garlude was protective over her friends, they frequently got into 
minor scuffles over Gisela’s mistreatment of them. Particularly Meta 
Knight, Jecra, and Falspar. But when it all came down to it, the 
horned woman had zero tolerance for any of them. 


Jecra had finally seemed to get Meta Knight to warm up to him. 
The blue puff would eat meals with him, they would work together 
during assignments, and every now and then Jecra would see the real 
side of the usually stoic knight. Sometimes he would ask Jecra about 
his home life, what it was like before he joined the GSA. And during 
those moments, it was as if the blue puff had become the brother he 
secretly always wanted. But he hasn’t told this to Meta Knight, for fear 
of warding off his new friend. 


Gisela was always on edge as of late. The strong female warrior 
tried to keep a straight face, but it seemed that everything was trying 
to trigger her temper in the past two weeks. She barely spoke a word 
now, and was currently distancing herself from Shenandoah and 
Candeloro as much as possible. She ignored their attempts to reach 
out to her. If there was one thing Gisela hated more than anything 
else, it was being pitied. Sir Arthur had his eyes on her, and she 
wondered how long it would be until he discovered all the furniture 
she accidentally destroyed. 


Candeloro and Shenandoah repeatedly tried to get their sector 
leader to open up, to tell them her worries in hope that it would 
decrease some of her inner turmoil. But all attempts were in vain. The 
orange puff found herself getting more and more involved with Sector 
H, and she actually began to enjoy their company. Especially the 
company of a certain ginger haired puff, even though it upset Gisela. 


Shenandoah’s random disappearances became more and more 
frequent. Whenever anyone confronted her of this, she always had 


some explanation ready. And maybe she did have business to attend 
to, but it certainly was fishy to her other teammates on some 
occasions. Strangely enough, Sir Arthur was also missing during 
certain times of the day. But it must be a coincidence... 


Over the course of two weeks, Letty had diligently studied about 
bombs, and explosives of the like. She would stay up late at night 
reading, losing sleep in the process of her pursuit of knowledge. The 
thought of even holding an explosive still frightened her, but it was 
the only weapon she could wield so far. However, she felt a small 
warmth from within, knowing that she was finally becoming useful. 


All in all, it was a very eventful two weeks. Even without a mission. 


And Meta Knight was at the center of all the excitement, quietly 
watching the events unfold. Nothing much had really changed with 
him. Except he found that he was becoming a little more comfortable 
with his sector, something that surprised him somewhat. 


Only there was one thing wrong with the past two weeks in his life. 
Letty was no longer speaking to him. He wasn’t sure why, or what he 
could have done to ward her away, but they haven’t spoken three 
words to each other since two weeks ago. 


He didn’t know her as well as the members of his sector, but the 
blue knight did entertain brief thoughts of wanting to know her better. 
That night on the beach, it made him think about what sort of person 
Letty was. He had learned that despite her cheerful nature on the 
outside, the pink puff carried a heavy burden within. 


Meta Knight searched his mind to think of something that he could 
have said or done that could have offended her. Maybe his mask 
scared her, or he acted too cold and unfeeling. For some reason, it 
bothered him that Letty was purposely distancing herself from the 
blue puff. 


Or maybe he was blowing things out of proportion and she was just 
busy these past two weeks. Letty was learning how to use her weapon, 
and he knew more than anyone that takes much concentration and 
effort. 


Now he felt a bit ridiculous for dwelling on it this long in the first 
place. She was most likely working very hard to do her best, 
something that he admired deeply. But Meta Knight’s mind was still 
running, did he really have any right to be so concerned over this? 
She didn’t have to talk to him anyway, it wasn’t like they were deeply 
involved into each others lives. 


Yet, Meta Knight still couldn’t shake the feeling away. It clung to 
him with a firm grasp and would not release him. 


“Hey, Meta Knight? Are you still there?” Jecra asked, waving a 
little. 


The blue knight snapped out of his inner thoughts, hearing the 
blonde man’s voice. Jecra chuckled at the Star Warrior snapping out 
of his daze. That was one thing that Jecra had managed to practice 
during this time. He was almost as good as Sir Arthur when it came to 
telling what emotion Meta Knight was feeling at the time. 


“Watcha thinking about?” Jecra asked with a smile. 


“Ah, simply the past few weeks...” Meta Knight answered, a little 
embarrassed that he had caught him off guard like that. 


“They’ve been pretty... eventful, haven’t they?” The man laughed. 
“It feels weird just hanging around here. I mean, I think of this base as 
my second home, but it bothers me in a way knowing that we could 
be helping more on missions.” 


“Sir Arthur said the battlefields were far too dangerous for our 
sector to be a part of just yet. And as much as I may feel the opposite, 
Sir Arthur’s word is final.” Meta Knight inwardly sighed. 


“T guess all we can do is wait then...” Jecra groaned. “...I wonder if 
my wife misses me.” 


“You talk about her very often. You must worry for her very much.” 
The blue knight said. 


“Well, after you’re married, it’s like that.” The blonde man 
explained. “You worry and worry all the time, but... it’s in a good way 
too. Like you don’t really feel complete without them.” 


“ ..1 do not understand.” 


“Eh, you will one day.” Jecra nudged the blue puff with a smirk, 
much to Meta Knight’s confusion. 


“Well, ’m going to get something to eat, since we have the day off. 
I’ll meet up with you later. I’m really hungry.” Jecra complained. 


“Ts there ever a time when you are not hungry?” 


“Yes, when I’m sleeping.” The blonde man crossed his arms matter- 
of-factly before heading towards the base’s kitchen. 


Meta Knight continued to occupy himself with his thoughts. The 
current events of the war, the various changes among the soldiers... 


and her... were frequent topics the blue knight thought about. Sir 
Arthur had told him that contemplating such matters too deeply and 
too often would cause him to become restless, but it has always been 
difficult for the blue knight to relax. 


The Star Warrior rounded the corner of a hallway before opening 
the door to the dormitories. He suddenly heard a loud yelp when he 
opened the door. 


“Aaaoh!” A thump was heard following the pained cry. 


Meta Knight quickly looked to see who was behind the door. It was 
someone that he had just been thinking about earlier. 


A familiar puff with blonde hair was lying on the floor, clutching 
her forehead with her small pink arms. 


Beside her lied a box turned on it’s side, dormant explosives were 
strewn around from where the girl had dropped them in shock and 
surprise. 


The blue knight frowned deeply when he saw a bruise forming on 
her arm. 


'? 


“If Letty did not hate me before, she certainly has a reason to now.’ 
Meta Knight thought guiltily. 


(watch?v = Tqf6CTVQMI8) 


He immediately held out his hand to the fallen girl. “My most 
sincere apologies, I didn’t know someone was in the dormitory. Are 
you alright?” 


Letty’s eyes met his. The pink puff ignored his outstretched hand 
and slowly stood up. Meta Knight drew back, feeling a little hurt and 
confused. 


“Y-Yes. I’m fine.” Letty said quickly. “It was an accident.” 


Meta Knight nearly gasped when he saw a small amount of blood 
on her forehead. How forcefully had he opened that door? 


Letty, held her hands to her forehead as if to hide the injury from 
him. He had already seen it, and the blue knight felt that he was 
responsible for causing her harm. 


“No, you are injured. Come with me, I can treat the wound 
properly.” Meta Knight tried to persuade her, out of concern for her 
well being. 


“J-It’s just a little cut! Nothing to be worried about. It doesn’t even 


hurt.” She replied hastily. 


He knew that wasn’t the truth, she winced and removed her hands 
from her forehead. Letty’s short pink arms had a small amount of red 
smeared on them. 


“Do not lie to me. I can clearly see that you are in pain. Let me—” 


Letty stepped away from the blue knight. “I told you that I’m fine! 
So... so just leave me alone!” 


Meta Knight paused in slight shock, not expecting her sudden 
outburst. What was causing her to act out this way? Sure, the knight 
had not known Letty for long... but this was entirely out of character 
for her. 


The pink puff had taken her attention away from the knight to pick 
up the fallen explosives she had dropped, then placed each one in the 
box. Meta Knight leaned down to assist the blonde girl with her task. 
She scowled, a look that certainly didn’t suit someone with such a 
sweet face. 


Still, she said nothing to encourage or discourage his efforts. When 
only one dormant bomb remained, both Letty and Meta Knight 
reached for it. Letty had grabbed it on the ground first, but Meta 
Knight accidentally placed his hand over hers. 


For a brief moment, neither of them moved. An uncomfortable 
silence filled the room. The blue knight had never really touched 
hands with someone outside of a formal handshake, much less a 
woman’s. He never realized how much smaller and more delicate they 
were compared to his own. 


Letty coughed nervously, snapping him back to reality. Meta Knight 
removed his hand from hers, feeling ashamed and embarrassed for 
allowing himself to linger for so long. She gingerly picked up the 
bomb, then placed it with the others. 


The pink puff stood up, then reached to lift the box. Meta Knight 
was one step ahead of her, taking the box into his arms. 


“H-Hey! Give it back! I need those!” She frowned. 


“I want to carry them for you. You shouldn’t lift something so 
heavy with an injured arm.” 


In truth, the box wasn’t that heavy. Even someone of Letty’s small 
stature should be able to lift it without much difficulty. But the blue 
knight wanted answers. Why was she acting so cold towards him? 


“T can carry it myself... so, just go on about your business.” She 
said, about to take the box from his hands. 


Meta Knight suddenly lifted it above his head, out of her reach. 
Letty puffed her cheeks in annoyance. She tried to swipe it from him 
still, but she was too short. The blonde was probably the only one in 
the GSA smaller than him, and though he certainly knew how it felt... 


The sight of Letty jumping up and down, flapping her arms like a 
baby bird trying to take flight... was absolutely precious. 


“That’s no fair!” She yelled. “I should have known! It’s always the 
quiet ones!” 


“Alright, alright.” Meta Knight said, trying to contain the chuckles 
threatening to escape him. “Where were you going with them? I can 
deliver the box for you in your stead.” 


“N-No! I’m the one that needs to take them! You can’t!” She 
protested, waving her arms again in a frantic manner. 


“Why so?” 
“B-Because... because I’m taking them to Gisela...” The pink puff 
admitted. 


Meta Knight sighed. “I am well aware of her distaste towards me. 
However, I will not let that get in the way of being an honorable 
knight.” 


”? 


“No, you really can’t do it! Because... I... she... 
“Because...?” He asked in a questioning, yet patient tone. 


“Because... I told her that I wouldn’t talk to you anymore...” The 
blonde said quietly, refusing to make eye-contact with the other 
soldier. 


“’..Is that why you have been making so many attempts to avoid 
me?” He asked, drawing in a breath. 


“'.. Yes.” Letty frowned, looking at her feet. “I’m not supposed to 
talk to you anymore... No, wait! I’m doing it now! This entire time, 
I’ve been talking to you! I’m still doing it!” 


Letty suddenly covered her mouth with her small pink arms to 
silence herself. 


“..Why did you make such a promise... did I do something to upset 
you?” 


“No... no... Gisela, she... she made me promise...” She explained. 


“Tt’s not you. Well, it sort of is. She just really doesn’t want us to talk 
to each other.” 


Meta Knight suddenly set the box to the side, yellow eyes meeting 
blue. “Letty, what right does she have to decide who you may 
associate with? You are her teammate, not her underling—” 


“Tt isn’t like that!” The blonde protested. “...Gisela takes care of me. 
I know that the rest of you think she’s just a puff with a terrible anger 
problem... but, she isn’t always like that. One time, I was very sick 
during a mission. Gisela stayed up all night to make sure I was 
okay...” 


Letty continued. “Not once has she ever threatened me. She just 
wants what’s best for me...” 


Meta Knight’s gaze softened somewhat. “I can see that you truly 
believe in her judgment and choices... but... do you not think that 
you would know more than anyone what is best for yourself?” 


Letty’s eyes widened. Nobody had ever told her that before... 
nobody ever asked what she thought before... 


“Whether you choose to engage in conversation with me, or 
anyone, is entirely your choice. I will respect whatever you choose to 
do... However, I wish that your decision is a reflection of what you 
want.” 


“But...” Letty’s eyes slowly made contact with his, her blue eyes 
peeking through her blonde curls. “Why do you care? We don’t even 
know each other that well...” 


“You are right. We have not known each other for an extended 
period of time.” He agreed. “But, from that one conversation, I could 
tell that you are a very kind girl. It would seem disappointing that I 
would not get the opportunity to speak with such a warm natured 
person again.” 


Meta Knight lifted the box, then carefully placed it in her small 
pink arms. 


“T do not want to see you get into trouble with Gisela, though it is 
against my wishes for you to carry such a burden. Letty, I would 
strongly advise that your wound be properly tended to, if anything.” 


The pink puff slowly nodded. “Alright... I will....?’m sorry I was so 
awful to you.” 


“It’s alright. There was no need to apologize in the first place. 
Consider it forgotten.” 


She watched the blue knight head down the hallway, eventually 
returning to his own room. With a relieved sigh, she turned the corner 
of the hallway, lost in her thoughts. 


“What I want... huh?” 


After days of constant searching, or what could be seen as stalking, 
Falspar had finally found Beta. The black puff was alone in the storage 
room. How very suspicious. 


Summoning his inner anger, the green puff marched into the room. 
Beta turned around, hearing the door slam behind him. The white 
eyed puff seemed startled by the noise. 


Falspar suddenly bopped the mechanic on top of the head, eliciting 
a cry of shock. 


“Ow! What was that for?!” 
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“For telling Dragato about the ‘thing’!” Falspar yelled, with another 


well placed whack. 
“Falspar, what in the great Gamble Galaxy are you talking about?!” 


“Don’t play dumb with me! You told Dragato about the thing! 
The... the bottle rocket! You sold me out! For money I bet!” 


This time, the black puff managed to block the other’s hit. Beta 
looked insulted, even disgusted that he would suggest such a thing, 


“T don’t know what made you think that, but Falspar, what could I 
possibly gain from ‘selling you out’?” 


“Money of course! You told Dragato, so he could blackmail me! 
You're a traitor... you dummy! Waah!” 


Falspar whined dramatically, even though it did hurt some amount 
on the inside. 


Beta frowned. “Now look, first off I don’t know how Dragato could 
have possibly found that out, because I didn’t tell him. Second, I 
wouldn’t tell someone, because both of us promised that we wouldn’t 
talk about it. ’ve respected that oath, and as much as I love money, 
you’ve been with me much longer than money has...” 


The green puff was confused. “But... but if you didn’t... then who?” 


“T don’t know. I promise we’ll find out later, but right now we have 
bigger things to worry about Falspar.” 


(watch?v = C7 CQdCvosTQ) 


The tone in the mechanic’s voice held some urgency, slightly 
frightening the red haired puff. Beta knew something... 


“Beta... what’s going on? You’re acting weird.” 


“Look, Ill give you the fast version—” Beta suddenly halted. “Shh! 
Don’t say a word!” 


“Why? What—” The green puff’s mouth was quickly covered. 


Beta opened the door to the storage room very carefully, 
attempting not to make a sound as he did so. The two puffs grew 
silent as Sir Arthur and another puff passed by. 


The puffball accompanying Sir Arthur was tall for his species, and 
his body was a dark grey color. His armor was elaborate and well 
decorated, showing signs that he was a highly ranked soldier. His cape 
was a golden color, flowing behind as he walked. 


Even though Falspar had only gotten a glimpse, something else also 
stood out. The soldier’s eyes were a rare sea green in color, and his 
hair blue-black with spiked bangs. 


Falspar couldn’t ever remember seeing him before. He would 
certainly remember someone who looked like that. His armor made 
Nonsurat’s seem tame. 


“’..who is that?” Falspar asked after they had passed. 


“That other soldier, his name is Mercy. I’m sure that you can tell 
that he’s a high ranking soldier here. But... if he’s back then we’re in 
for a bad ride.” 


“Why? Beta, tell me what’s going on! You’re not making any sense 
right now!” The green puff yelled, only for his mouth to be covered 
once again. 


“You don’t get it! He’s one of the ‘specials’. He goes on secret 
missions. The kind of undercover work. Only... he has a very... unique 
reputation.” 


“What? Is he another Gisela? He couldn’t be worse.” The red haired 
puff laughed. 


The black puff frowned. “No, he’s a jinx. At least it seems like he is. 
Every time he goes on a mission, he always brings back news of 
disaster. And this time will probably be no different...” 


Falspar shook his head. “Beta, I want to make some sense of this, 


but right now you’ve been blathering nonstop. As for the jinx thing, 
Beta this is war. I mean, I’ve been told countless times that I’m not the 
sharpest tool in the shed... but even I know that there are constant 
accidents in war.” 


“Falspar, you aren’t liste—” 


Suddenly, the black puff’s voice was cut off by Sir Arthur’s voice 
from next door. 


“Three sectors?! We’ve lost three sectors?!” The man yelled, 
distraught. “How... how did this happen?! Three... all of them... just 
gone? Mercy, please tell me this is just a joke... please...” 


“T wish I could say it was a joke... I’m so sorry, Sir Arthur.” Mercy’s 
voice could be heard. “I-It’s all my fault. I just wasn’t strong 
enough...” 


“No... I know that you did your best... you always do.” Sir Arthur 
sniffled a little. “Did... did you at least give them a proper burial after 
the battle?” 


Mercy paused, as though he was thinking of whether or not to 
speak. “My lord, Sir Arthur... there wasn’t anything left to bury...” 


Sir Arthur held back a sob as the news came crashing down. Three 
entire sectors were lost, and the consternation of it all was nearly 
suffocating the man with guilt. 


As the two puffs in the storage room listened to their leader’s 
sorrow, they silently looked at each other. Both realized what it meant 
for them and their future. 


Because after that day, everything began to change for the Galaxy 
Soldier Army. 


Author’s Note: Again, sorry for the late update. My computer 
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I should say, at this point is where the backstory becomes 
mostly very serious. We’ll get back to Nonsurat’s problem, and 
Falspar’s at another point. But Mercy’s appearance is the 
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54. Infiltration 


Author’s Note: Okay, I know that most of you are ready to beat 
me like a pinata because I took so long to update. However, I will 
try to explain myself. You see, I had the chapter finished a few 
weeks ago... 


Then my computer crashed. And everything on it was lost. 
Including that chapter. So I had to rewrite it on my new laptop. 
And I also had to spend a lot of time reinstalling games that were 
on my old computer, like Yume Nikki and Irisu Syndrome. I was 
constantly alternating between getting back lost data and writing 
this chapter, so it took a lot of time... 


I’m sorry that it took so long, and I spent several nights up 
until past three trying to complete it, and I hope that the new 
chapter won’t take as long to complete. I’m also sorry that this 
chapter might not be up to par with past chapters, as I was barely 
conscious sometimes while writing parts of it. 
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Meta Knight glanced down at the pink child, his blue eyes filled 
with determination. 


The older puff sighed. “Though I do appreciate your concern, I can 
take care of the situation by myself.” 


“But you don’t have to, poyo!” Kirby argued. “Why do you always 
think you have to do everything alone?” 


“Sir Meta Knight, please listen to reason.” Sir Arthur said. “We are 
dealing with an as of now unknown enemy. There is no way to predict 
what they are capable of, though the ship is going at a snail’s pace...” 


Everyone glanced outside the window, watching the dilapidated 
Halberd slowly inch along the sky. A small trail of smoke came from 
it’s back and it occasionally made a few mechanical noises. It looked 
like it could fall apart at any given moment. 


“That’s not true! I’ve seen Escargon go faster than that hunk a 
junk!” King Dedede laughed. 


“The main point is, we don’t know why it’s here or who’s behind 
the wheel.” Sir Arthur clarified. “That’s why we need to stop it 
altogether, and as a team.” 


“The entire GSA’s involvement is unnecessary. Sir Arthur, you are 
far too busy at the moment anyway.” Meta Knight said. 


“I am never too busy for any of my soldiers. You should know 
that.” The golden-clad puff frowned. 


“You’ve always been such a stubborn man... The only ones that could 
talk any sense into you were Jecra and... her...” 


Meta Knight felt a small hesitant tug on his cape. He turned to see 
Kirby with a small sad smile, traced with worry and concern. The 
child really was set on going with him. 


“Very well then, since you seem so insistent...” The blue knight 
said quietly, finally giving in to the pink puff’s wishes. 


The pink puff gave an inward laugh of triumph, glad that his 
mentor was listening to reason. Even though the blue puff was a 
survivor of a brutal war, it was still dangerous for him to go alone in 
his current state. Meta Knight is strong, but strength always has limits. 


“Sir, we will accompany you as well.” Sword said, followed by 
Blade nodding. 


“No, both of you are to remain here.” Meta Knight disagreed, 


“We pledged our allegiance to you. Where you go, we are to follow. 
We promised.” Blade argued. 


“But are you not tired? It has not been twelve hours since we 
escaped from that cave. Certainly you do not have the energy. You 
will stay here, that is an order.” The knight tried to persuade them 
with little effect. 


“We may be a little tired... but you’re certainly worse off than us!” 
Sword defended. “We’re going with you, nothing you say can change 
our minds.” 


“Sword, Blade...” 
“Yes, sir?” They both asked in unison. 
“T am leaving now, take care of yourselves.” 


Before either could speak, Meta Knight spread his wings and 
jumped from the windowsill. He flipped in the air, then flew towards 
the ragged battleship in the late afternoon sky. 


“W-Wait for me, poyo!” Kirby yelled, then puffed up his smaller 
body to take flight. 


“T can’t believe that! He left us!” Sword and Blade gaped, watching 


their lord depart. 


“What else would you expect?” Sir Arthur said quietly. “He’s always 
wanted to do things alone... ever since...” 


“Ever since what...?” The brothers asked, noticing the falter in the 
green puff’s voice. 


The veteran didn’t answer, he only looked to the sky with worry for 
his pupil. 


(watch?v = d3gLNomXwlw) 


Kirby flapped his small pink stubs harder, trying to keep pace with 
his far more aerodynamic mentor. The blue knight was already several 
feet ahead of him, and he was starting to wonder if the masked knight 
even knew that he had followed him. 


The young Star Warrior was growing tired, exhausted even. He had 
never tried to sustain flight for this long, not without resting between. 
He couldn’t give up, not now. But his arms felt so heavy... he felt 
dizzy. With one exhale, Kirby’s body began to soundlessly fall. 


Then the pink puff opened his eyes and could feel gloved hands 
under his arms. He turned around to see the masked face of his 
mentor. 


“Kirby, why are you here?” The knight asked. 
“T said I was going with you, poyo!” 


“T am returning you to the castle. There is no need for you to assist 
me in any way, I can finish this alone.” 


“No! I’m not going back, poyo! Why are you trying so hard to make 
me leave?!” Kirby struggled, almost making the blue puff accidentally 
drop him. 


“St-Stop, Kirby!” The pink puff’s foot nearly kicked his side. “You 
can stay, but you must be quiet. This mission will require subtlety.” 


“Alright, poyo!” He said cheerfully, now content and still. 


Meta Knight inwardly sighed, but began to fly towards their 
destination with the other Star Warrior in tow. 


“Kirby, if I may ask, why is the Warp Star not with you?” Meta 
Knight thought aloud. 


The little hero chuckled and rubbed the back of his head with a 
nervous smile. “I forgot it.” 


“’..Just hold onto me tightly.” Meta Knight said, after the disbelief 
finally subsided. 


The two puffs managed to safely land on the Halberd’s deck, 
seemingly undetected. Much to his disappointment, the blue knight 
noticed that the hijackers had managed to repair the cannon. Even 
more surprising, it didn’t look ruined beyond imagination. This 
sparked a small feeling of curiosity in him. 


“We do not have much time. I will try to be brief.” Meta Knight 
began. “The Halberd will crash in it’s current state. When, I am 
unsure. It could be half a day, an hour, minutes, even seconds. 
However, if we can make it to the captain’s quarters where the control 
room is, we can safely land.” 


The puffs began to pry open a rusted door that lead to the inner 
parts of the ship. 


“But... but what will we do if it starts to drop, poyo?” Kirby asked 
wotriedly, fearing the answer. 


“Then the ship will inevitably crash.” Meta Knight responded. 
“However... with enough time, we can control where the Halberd will 
collide. If it comes to that, we will set the Halberd to crash into 
Orange Ocean, just as before. Then we will escape after the ship’s 
destination is determined.” 


“Then let’s go, poyo!” Kirby tried to race down the halls before his 
mentor stopped him. 


“Kirby, this is a stealth mission. We cannot simply barrel down the 
hallways as we please. Drawing attention to ourselves will only waste 
precious time by alerting the grunts of the ship, who will then call for 
backup.” 


“But... there’s nobody here, poyo.” He pointed out. 


Meta Knight glanced down the hallways, only to be surprised when 
he saw no one there. No grunts or workers, not a soul. It was entirely 
barren. He had never heard of a ship without a crew, only piquing his 
interest in the hijacker further. Was this person so confident in himself 
that he felt no need to hire reinforcements? 


“This area seems safe, but proceed with caution.” Meta Knight said 
after deeming the hallway deserted. 


The two continued through the ship, both very silent and observant 
of their surroundings. The knight noticed how seriously Kirby was 
taking this task, and felt a bit of satisfaction. He was hardly a toddler 
when he arrived on Pop Star, his strength and capability as a Star 
Warrior had grown so much since then. 


He had grown into an exceptional Star Warrior that Meta Knight 
was proud of. 


Kirby peered from a corner to examine the next hallway. “Nothing’s 
there, poyo.” 


“How strange... so far, we have encountered absolutely no one on 
this ship. Certainly there must be others aboard... though it is saving 
time by evading any unnecessary confrontation.” 


Kirby’s eyes suddenly grew wide. “Sir Meta Knight... what if there 
isn’t anyone else, poyo?” 


“What are you suggesting? At least one person would be required to 
pilot the Halberd.” The older Star Warrior raised an invisible eyebrow. 


“There’s nobody else... because it’s flying itself! It’s a ghost ship, 
poyo! It came to life because it’s mad I sank it!” Kirby held his pink 
arms close and shivered. 


Of course, Kirby was still a child after all. Prodigy Star Warrior or 
not. 


Kirby stopped shaking when he felt a small pat on his head. 
“Never change.” Meta Knight said softly, with a hint of a chuckle. 


The pink child tilted his head, not sure whether to be confused or 
to pout. Kirby decided on neither, but took a mental note on the 
difference from his mentor’s regular behavior. The young Star Warrior 
had seen so many different sides of the usually isolated knight, it 
seemed since that fated day when he thwarted Meta Knight’s invasion 
and sunk the Halberd. 


It was the first time Kirby had seen his true face, in both a literal 
and metaphorical sense. 


“Kirby, the captain’s quarters is not too far.” Meta Knight said, 
snapping the pink puff out of his thoughts. “There is no guarantee 
what we will face, are you ready?” 


“Yeah, poyo!” Kirby confirmed. 


“Then, let us proceed.” 


However, the moment Meta Knight opened the old rusted door, the 
two puffs were suddenly face-to-face with a cannon. Not just any 
cannon, but the very same one that had enough energy to knock 
someone off the ship in a single shot. 


And it proceeded to do just that. 


With a frightened yell, Kirby was flung across the clouds with Meta 
Knight taking a portion of the blast too. Both of them were falling fast, 
down towards the waves below. 


With quick reflexes, Meta Knight grabbed Kirby and held him close. 
He transformed his cape into wings, then gently glided to one of the 
many islands scattered amongst Orange Ocean. He carefully let go of 
his student, then glanced at the escaping battleship above. The blue 
knight was very grateful that he had designed that particular cannon 
to be nonlethal, but now they had to concoct a new plan. 


“Why did you take us here, poyo?! We need to go back!” Kirby 
cried. 


He tried to puff up his little body to take flight, but found that he 
was too tired after such surprising experience. He sat down to catch 
his breath, while looking up towards his mentor for their next plan of 
action. 


“Let’s not be too hasty. That cannon, was certainly not there when 
the Halberd was under my ownership. To fire that cannon, it needs to 
be given a direct command from the controls in the captain’s quarters. 
Are you aware of what this means?” 


“They... they knew we were there, poyo...” Kirby realized. “But... 
but how do we get back on the ship?” 


“That cliffside over the horizon...” Meta Knight pointed to the 
landmark in question. “The Halberd will eventually cross paths with 
it. When that time comes, we will fly onto the deck, avoiding the side 
with the active cannons. Then we will find an alternate route to the 
captain’s quarters.” 


Before Meta Knight could react, the pink puff began to float into 
the air. The older Star Warrior followed suit, but slowed his pace so as 
not to leave Kirby behind. If the dilapidated ship wasn’t an issue, their 
time taking flight would have been almost relaxing. With the sky 
bathed in the colors of red, yellow, and orange, and the clear ocean’s 
waters shimmering below showing the reflections of the fluffy evening 
clouds above. 


The two landed on the cliff with plenty of time to spare, the 


Halberd was a ways away from them. The Star Warriors both sat 
down to rest while they could before the enormous battleship passed 
them. 
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However, Meta Knight quickly noticed that Kirby was being 
strangely quiet. It wasn’t of the peaceful sort, but rather an 
uncomfortable heavy one. The pink puff looked strangely serious, with 
his lips turned into a frown and his arms almost crossed. His eyes 
didn’t hold their normally cheerful glint either, looking rather dull 
instead. 


But what disturbed Meta Knight the most... was how similar Kirby’s 
face was to his own. 


It was one of inner grief and silent suffering. The same expression 
the older Star Warrior wore everyday, the very same one that would 
always haunt him without rest. It bore those dreadful feelings that 
were permanently sewed into Meta Knight’s heart. 


Meta Knight didn’t want that. 
He doesn’t want Kirby to be like him. 


He wanted Kirby to be free of those horrid experiences, to have a 
carefree life and enjoy each day to the fullest. To not constantly live in 
the past, but to look towards the future. 


Meta Knight drew in a breath, and with caution he turned towards 
his student. 


“Kirby, is something wrong?” 


The pink puff faced his mentor with slight surprise, somewhat 
startled at hearing Meta Knight’s voice so suddenly. He prepared a 
fake smile, one that the other Star Warrior could easily see through. 
He spoke in a small faint voice, one almost inaudible. 


“I’m fine, poyo.” 


“Now both of us know that is not the slightest bit true.” Meta 
Knight replied. “What is troubling you? It’s not like you to be so 
sullen.” 


Kirby paused, as if pondering over whether it would be safe to tell 
the blue knight. After a long drawn out silence, the puff finally 
answered. 


“T-It’s just...” His voice faltered. “Seeing this sunset, poyo... it 
reminds me of Marx...” 


Meta Knight’s eyes briefly flashed grey out of a twinge of sympathy. 
Though Kirby had been doing well as of late, the emotional scars were 
still there. It was something that he had hoped the young hero would 
never have to experience, losing a friend by your own hands. 


The pink puff looked towards the orange-tinted clouds wistfully. “It 
makes me think of him, because he liked nighttime so much, poyo. He 
would get excited when the stars showed up, and sometimes we would 
stay up and look at them... we would tell stories... and laugh, poyo... 
but... that’s all gone now...” 


The pink puffs eyes watered, looking at the sun’s reflection in the 
Orange Ocean with such a tearful face. He tried to be strong, he didn’t 
want anyone, and especially Meta Knight, to see him cry again. But 
sometimes when it just became too much, Kirby would isolate himself 
from the others to grieve. 


Kirby kept talking, almost against his own will. “A-And, I know... I 
know that what Marx did was bad... but... he didn’t deserve this, 
poyo! H-He was so little... litter than me... I didn’t mean to do it... 
but... but... there are so many people saying bad things about him 
still... they say such mean things, poyo... like how I shouldn’t have 
ever been friends with him... and... and...” 


The young Star Warrior buried his face in his little arm stubs, but 
he managed to hold the tears back and keep his voice from cracking. 
He hated it. He hated this awful feeling. Marx was a friend... he 
wasn’t conniving or cruel, but the jester had seemed insane during his 
final moments... not like himself at all... 


“You miss him terribly, don’t you?” Meta Knight asked after giving 
the puff a moment to regain his composure. 


“Am I not supposed to? It seems like everyone is telling me so, 
poyo... but...” 


“Kirby, no one but you can answer that.” The veteran Star Warrior 
replied, in a gentle but firm tone. 


Kirby seemed to relax a little after that, giving the knight a little 
moment of satisfaction to know that he had helped ease his student’s 
nerves. Unknown to him, Kirby’s mind was about to go into overdrive. 


The smaller puff looked at his red feet with sudden interest, not 
sure how to feel. It was true that he missed the little jester terribly, 
not a day went by where he didn’t think about his lost friend. 
However, so many residents of Dreamland, even Pop Star, only spoke 
of Marx with voices dripping with hatred. 


But it wasn’t just Marx they spoke ill of, they also regarded Meta 
Knight with the same animosity. 


Meta Knight, the same Star Warrior that had trained Kirby from the 
shadows. He told him of his powers and his lineage, and his eventual 
destiny to combat against Nightmare. Meta Knight had done nothing 
but try his best to give everything he had to offer to protect the 
innocent lives of the Gamble Galaxy, something he had been doing 
long before Kirby had ever arrived on Pop Star. 


But now... it was as though none of that mattered to some of the 
citizens. They once practically worshipped the ground he walked on, 
presently he was regarded as a traitor that had weaseled his way out 
of exile from King Dedede. 


Even Fumu held a small grudge towards him, and previously they 
had seemed to have a good amount of respect for another. Come to 
think of it, Fumu was the only other person Meta Knight spent an 
above average amount of time with, besides Kirby, Sword, and Blade. 


Though Fumtu still distrusted the knight, she didn’t speak cruelly of 
him, and certainly not in his very presence as some others did without 
a care. Yet despite whatever harsh comments they directed towards 
him, the knight would remain calm and stoic as ever. 


At least on the outside. 


Certainly it must have hurt him somewhat, to have the people who 
admired him before suddenly turn on him. It was true that what Meta 
Knight had done was technically treason, planning an invasion over 
Dreamland. However, he had done so with only good intentions in 
mind. 


Invasion... Marx. 
“I want to control Pop Star!” 


Those words still haunted the young Star Warrior, sometimes 
hearing that phrase being shouted continuously in his sleep. Those 
words, those few little words, were what ultimately changed the lives 
of Kirby and Marx permanently. Or to be precise, life. The jester had 
lost his life as an after effect of his wish. 


It was as though Marx had turned into some sort of psychopath in 
that moment, despite his perfectly calm behavior earlier that day. 
But... Kirby couldn’t exactly say he had been acting perfectly normal 
prior to the wish. The random disappearances at night, the odd times 
where Marx would burst into laughter for no reason at all... 


Which brought up the horrible truth that Kirby had to bear. The 
promise he had kept. 


Kirby swallowed. “S-Sir Meta Knight?” 


The blue knight turned away from the clouds, attentive of the pink 
puff now that the silence was broken. Meta Knight looked at the boy 
before him to see that he was obviously in discomfort. He was still 
staring at his little red feet, that expression akin to his own had 
returned on the younger puff’s face. 


“Kirby...?” 


He opened his mouth to speak, but no words would come out. 
Instead, the boy turned away from his mentor and started to pick at 
the grass around his feet. 


“Kirby... is something wrong?” He asked, a hint of worry evident in 
his tone. 


The pink puff played with his hands nervously. “I... I wanted to ask 
you something... but I’m afraid you'll get mad at me, poyo...” 


“If you want to ask, then please do not be afraid. I would not 
become enraged over a simple question.” Meta Knight replied simply. 


“Really? You promise?” Kirby said in an unsure voice. 
“T promise you. It would take far more to upset me.” 


“But... what if it does, poyo? What if you do get mad at me?” The 
young Star Warrior was still not convinced. 


“Kirby, search your memory. Can you recall ever seeing me truly 
enraged before?” 


The pink puff thought about it. He had only seen Meta Knight’s 
eyes turn red less than five times. And in all those instances, the blue 
knight had seemed calm and in control of his actions. None of those 
times had those red eyes ever been focused on or intended for Kirby to 
see. 


“But if you are still unsure...” Meta Knight spoke, breaking him 
from his thoughts. “If whatever questions you may have are 
discomforting in any way, I will simply not answer them. Does that 
sound fair?” 


Kirby wouldn’t meet his eyes, Meta Knight felt a small pain in his 
chest. 


“TI do not know why you came to believe I would be so easily 


angered by something so innocent as a question. However, it seems 
whatever is on your mind is distressing. Kirby... I have noticed. You 
may have been able to fool everyone else into thinking that you are 
well, but I can see the truth.” 


Kirby frowned, about to speak when they suddenly heard the 
approach of the Halberd. Both puffs immediately became attentive, 
and prepared to take action. 


“We will continue this conversation later.” Meta Knight said, before 
grabbing Kirby and taking flight. 


With both speed and stealth, the blue knight flew onto the 
enormous battleship’s deck. He avoided the repaired cannons, then 
managed to create a safe landing seemingly undetected. He released 
the young hero, then quickly devised a second plan. 


“Our objective is the same, find the captain’s quarters. However, 
with this attempt we must be more cautious. It is likely they will 
discover someone else is on board, and will try to eject us from the 
ship. We must be wary of every turn. However, once we are near the 
captain’s quarters, we will find an alternate route inside the office.” 


“But... but how, poyo? The only way in is through the door, right?” 
Kirby asked, confused. 


Meta Knight’s eyes suddenly locked onto a nearby air vent. 


Kirby and Meta Knight traversed the battleship for the second time, 
far more alert than before. The air vents were surprisingly spacious, 
but it was far more likely that the puffs were just small in size. They 
had not run into any traps yet, though it was a paranoid thought on 
any other occasion. However, in this situation it was an appropriate 
reaction. 


Kirby peered out from one of the vents to check their location. They 
were near the room where they had been blasted by the cannon, 
which meant they didn’t have too far to go. 


The blue knight was prying open another shaft in the ducts, the 
sides of it covered in rust from the Halberd’s time in the ocean. He 
struggled to finish the task, but the rust combined with his lack of 
sleep proved to hinder the completion of the action. It opened ever so 
slightly, but released a loud unpleasant sound of metal scraping 
against metal. 


Kirby bit his lip nervously, worried for his mentor. “S-Sir Meta 
Knight? Are you—” 


“Shh...” Meta Knight shushed him. “Listen.” 


The pink puff then heard it, the sound of small footsteps below. The 
Star Warriors crouched down, then lied on their stomachs to looked 
out from the bars of the nearby air vent. The owner of the footsteps 
sounded closer, and it also appeared that they were not alone. 


Eventually, three TACs came into view, murmuring amongst 
themselves. They glanced around the area, their small cat-like ears 
twitching every few moments. The small thieves almost walked 
towards the vent the puffs were hiding in, but turned around once 
they were satisfied the room was unoccupied. 


“Tm telling ya, there’s no one else here but us!” One TAC yelled to 
another. 


“But I heard something! It sounded like something was crawling 
around in the ceiling!” 


“T know there isn’t a brain crawling around in your head! It’s all in 
your head! Say it!” 

“What’s in my head again?” 

“Ugh! I’m surrounded by blasted idiots!” 


The third TAC spoke up. “It could be those two from earlier trying 
to infiltrate the ship again.” 


“They both got hit with the cannon and got knocked into the sea! 
They’re dead, you idiot! If the fall didn’t kill them, then the sharks 
must have eaten em’ by now.” 


“Or they could have drowned.” 


“Aye, as long as they’re dead.” The second TAC waved his hands in 
a dismissive manner. 


“Don’t be so sure.” The third TAC interjected. “You know that one 
of them was Meta Knight, right? The veteran Star Warrior that fought 
in the war? The boss fought him in the past, I hear. And the other one 
was Kirby, the one who defeated the boss of the boss. So I would say 
the chances of them being dead are slim.” 


“Eh... I still say they got eaten by sharks.” 


“Suit yourself. But if the boss finds out they’re alive, we’ll be the 
ones in the shark.” 


“Well, quit yer yammering! Oh, the boss will kill us! Maybe even 
eat us! I wouldn’t put it past the boss! I heard a rumor... that the boss 


used to kill and eat Demon Beasts!” 
(watch?v = tGdSLoKReGI) 


“Uh, if the boss can eat a Demon Beast, imagine what’ll happen to 
us!” 


The TACs quickly scrambled around in a panic, then quickly 
separated into different directions. Once they had left, Kirby breathed 
a sigh of relief. 


“T thought for sure they would see us, poyo...” Kirby stood up, then 
noticed the color of Meta Knight’s eyes. 


His eyes were glowing green, signifying deep thought. Those TACs 
did say that ‘the boss’ had fought against Meta Knight in the past, so 
that must mean that the blue knight was aware of who they were. 
However, that wasn’t the only thing that had caught the young Star 
Warriors attention. 


They had also mentioned that the boss ate Demon Beast. So 
perhaps... it was possible... that this person was a puffball too? 


But why would they be doing this if that was true? Weren’t Star 
Warriors supposed to be righteous and fight for those who cannot? A 
vision of justice and a protector of the galaxy and peace? The only 
puffballs Kirby had ever seen were Meta Knight, and so recently the 
small handful that survived the war in the GSA. 


Meta Knight never talked about the GSA, or the war very often. He 
only spoke of it if he had to most of the time, and even then he was 
very brief on the subject. Kirby had always been curious of his origins, 
his race, the Star Warriors that bravely fought for the freedom of the 
Gamble Galaxy. 


As starved for knowledge as Kirby was, he wouldn’t ask on the 
matter. Not after what happened the last time when he had gathered 
his courage and confronted his mentor, Kirby mentioned that name. 
Jecra. Those yellow eyes turned white... a color he wasn’t accustomed 
to seeing associated with Meta Knight. 


Besides, the young hero would find out soon enough. Because they 
were directly in front of the captain’s quarter’s air vent. 


“Uh... um...” A TAC mumbled nervously. “Well, it would seem 
that... those two who tried to infiltrate the ship earlier... they... might 
still be alive...” 


The TAC trembled, then swallowed nervously. The air was thick, 
tension was rising, and it was almost impossible to breathe. The small 


tapping of a hand on the desk could be heard, never breaking it’s 
rhythm. 


“Hmm... is that so?” A voice answered. “You honestly didn’t expect 
them to be dead, did you?” 


“W-Wha...?...but... but...” The TAC was confused. 


The person who owned the rough, yet eerily calm voice was heard 
standing up. 


“Tt’s been far too long...” Footsteps echoed. 
“Um, sir...?” The TAC squeaked. 


Suddenly, the air vent’s bars were yanked off, the two Star Warriors 
tumbled in front of the perpetrator. 


“ ..Hasn’t it, Sir Meta Knight?” 


“T should have known...” The blue Star Warrior frowned, eyes 
flashing red briefly. “Yamikage...” 


The ninja didn’t even look like himself. His garbs were torn, and 
the tears in the clothing revealed patches of deeply scarred skin. His 
hands now were larger and long claws now adorned them, and parts 
of his hair had broken free of the normally neat ponytail. The long 
light brown hair now more closely resembled tendrils that clung to the 
sides of his morphed face. 


Even more alarming was seeing the ninja’s mouth. It was filled with 
two rows of sharp gleaming teeth, teeth that looked far too big to fit 
into his mouth. As a result, his speech was altered, and his mouth 
couldn’t be fully shut. Every few moments, his body would twitch or 
jerk in an unnerving manner. 


This wasn’t the Yamikage he had known. Something had gone 
horribly wrong... 


Kirby shuddered, disturbed at the sight before him. 


Meta Knight clenched his fists. “Yamikage... what happened to 
you...? You look like...” 


“A demon?” The deformed ninja replied offhandedly. “I suppose 
that is not too far from the truth...” 


Author’s Note: Hahaha, you all thought it was going to be 
Gisela, didn’t you? To be fair, Yamikage did mention that his clan 
ate Demon Beast in the past. Anyway, it seems that the ninja has 
undergone some sort of transformation, but why is he here? 


Revenge probably. And Kirby is still very traumatized over the 
loss of Marx, but really how could he not? 


Next chapter, a good ol’ showdown between Meta Knight and 
the transformed Yamikage. 


Hopefully it won’t take a century and a half to complete the 
next. But don’t worry, I mostly know what I’m doing for the next. 


LeerJustice, out. 


55. Corruption 


Author’s Note: Okay, I know this chapter is late. But it’s not 
because I’m losing interest in this story. 


It’s because my telephone line got hit by lightning and 
disabled my internet. But it’s fixed now. But it also destroyed my 
mom’s computer and her really nice TV. I have a laptop, so it was 
left unharmed. I mean wow! Talk about a string of bad luck. But 
I’m back now, and I’m pretty satisfied with this chapter. Then I’ll 
probably reread it later and question my choices. 


(watch?v = tGdSLoKReGI) 


Yamikage’s lips parted to form an eerie smile, his sharp teeth 
poking out in odd angles. The corners of his mouth twitched, showing 
some form of discomfort despite the aforementioned smile. His dark 
arms shook in an erratic manner, out of excitement at having his 
enemy caught in his trap. 


“Yamikage... what is the meaning of this?” Meta Knight spoke, 
feeling unease. 


“T said I would return and take my revenge... and I meant every 
word.” The ninja answered. “This new form suits me quite well, 
wouldn’t you agree?” 


“Yes, certainly fitting for a traitor such as yourself...” The knight 
spoke with a hint of bitterness. 


“IT do not see myself as a traitor... rather, I chose the more 
favorable side at the time.” Yamikage replied unfazed. “The Galaxy 
Soldier Army was becoming weak, so it only made sense to join those 
that had the better advantage and benefits.” 


Meta Knight clenched his fists at his sides. “You betrayed your own 
soldiers, your own comrades... for selfish gains. Despicable. Utterly 
despicable. They cried for you, they would have died for you... and 
you joined forces with Nightmare to bring them to death for your own 
purposes...” 


Yamikage shook his head. “Meta Knight... what difference would it 
have made if I had stayed? The GSA was set for ruin from the start, 
Nightmare was far too strong. His Demon Beasts made sure of that. 
And because of that, I am alive. You and that little handful are all that 


are left.” 


“What difference... what difference? The only reason you are alive 
today is because Nightmare was defeated before he could bring you to 
the same fate as the others! He would have dragged you down with 
him if he had the opportunity!” 


Kirby was shaking inside. The way the ninja’s eyes would flicker, 
the way his body twitched ad writhed, his overall appearance... 
looked like something that would come out of a nightmare. Like 
someone was there but they weren’t themselves, like a corruption. 


“Don’t speak to me that way, Meta Knight. You are hardly one to 
talk. The only reason Nightmare was vanquished was because that 
little runt happened to have his weakness on hand. Let’s be truthful... 
if he had fought without the Star Rod, with his strength alone, 
Nightmare would have won, and the galaxy would have been ours...” 


Kirby didn’t have to see Meta Knight without his mask to know that 
an expression of utter disgust was underneath. His fists were clenched, 
and yet his voice remained steady and powerful. That was what he 
admired about his mentor, even in situations like this he behaved like 
he had utter control. 


Yamikage took a few steps forward, then dirty red eyes met pure 
blue orbs. “You fought the boy that made the wish on NOVA. He 
wished for domination, how utterly ironic. His power was vastly 
superior to yours. You only survived... by a one chance in a million 
shot.” 


The ninja’s teeth poked out, forming a nasty smile. “I may be a 
traitor... but you are no better. You murdered your own best friend in 
cold blood, Kirby.” 


The pink puff hunched over as if he had been stabbed, his eyes 
began to water as he mumbled helplessly. “I didn’t mean to, poyo! It 
was an accident! I’m sorry! I’m sorry... I’m sorry... ’m sorry...” 


Yamikage took another step forward with an outstretched hand. 
Before either could react, Meta Knight protectively pulled Kirby close 
to his side and drew Galaxia with the other hand. 


“Take one step closer to the boy...” He warned, eyes glowing a 
bloody red. 


The corrupted ninja smirked. “Fine. I was looking forward to a fight 
anyway...” 
With quick reflexes, Yamikage drew a shadowy shuriken from thin 


air. It stabbed through Meta Knight’s gloved right hand with ease, 
then slowly sun into his skin. The muscles in his hand seized up, 
making him drop Galaxia. The knight’s eyes widened. 


“Kirby... find the Halberd’s controls... they were moved... go 
now...” 


“But what about you, poyo?!” 
“T said go!” He said sternly. 


“You!” Yamikage yelled at the confused and frightened TAC in the 
corner. “Don’t let him get away! Call the others!” 


“Uh... Uh... But boss... what are you going to do to them?” The 
TAC managed to squeak out. 


“Do it or I’ll kill you here and now!” The corrupted ninja yelled, 
losing all composure. 


Suddenly, Yamikage was knocked on his back. Meta Knight wielded 
Galaxia with his left hand. The knight’s eyes narrowed as his cape 
flowed behind him, his gaze fixed on the traitor. 


“Fight me...” 


“lve been waiting for ages!” He laughed cruelly, before drawing 
out a katana that gave off a dark colored shadow. 
“T offered you to join us long ago... you will regret scorning my 
generosity!” 


Kirby used this moment of opportunity to escape, feeling terrible 
for leaving Meta Knight despite his orders to do so. He ran as fast as 
his feet would allow, ignoring the occasional scraps of metal that 
punctured his skin. The TAC from before scurried behind him, gaining 
speed on the pink Star Warrior. 


“Leave me alone, poyo! I won’t let you hurt Sir Meta Knight or 
Dreamland!” 


“No, wait! I know where the control room is!” The TAC yelled 
desperately. “I can take you there! I promise! I’ll get the others to 
help! Freedom is the only reward we want!” 


Kirby briefly pondered on whether he was telling the truth, but 
then decided to trust him as the puff didn’t have too many options at 
the moment. Meta Knight couldn’t fight off the demented Yamikage 
for long, especially not with his right hand disabled. 


“Take me there, poyo!” 


“It’s this way!” The TAC shouted. “Come on guys! We can finally be 
free!” 


(watch?v = nzQKgelIHvZI) 


Swords clashed, the sounds reverberating across the room. The 
honorable knight against the traitorous ninja. The holy sword against 
the cursed katana. Opposite sides fighting for opposite reasons. Meta 
Knight, to protect the country of Dreamland and it’s people. 
Yamikage, for his own dark desires. 


Meta Knight was right handed, and his movements came off as 
awkward and unpracticed as he fought with his left. However, though 
he was at a disadvantage, the knight fought with vigor. Galaxia was 
wielded by him, and resonated with his will. 


Yamikage, nothing but violence was present in his eyes. Hatred, 
anger, and the lust for power. The Yamikage of the past, even when he 
turned to the side of Nightmare, had been an honorable fighter. He 
was fighting at an unfair angle, disabling his opponent’s primary 
hand. The ninja had been sensible, level-headed and calm. This wasn’t 
the same Yamikage, this was nothing but a malice-fueled shell. 


The katana swung inches away from Meta Knight’s eyes, the ninja’s 
bloody eyes fixed on him. With an upward strike, Galaxia nearly cut 
off one of the many loose strands from Yamikage’s loose ponytail. 
With a growl, the traitorous ninja threw another shuriken towards the 
Star Warrior’s feet. It missed when he began to take flight. 


Meta Knight circled him, then swung towards his arm. Yamikage 
stumbled to avoid the attack, then dropped the katana accidentally. 
The weapon fell with a clang, then melted into a dark fog. The ninja 
seemed unconcerned, as he swiftly conjured a flurry of shurikens in an 
attempt to pin the blue knight down. 


When that failed, Yamikage jumped into the air and grabbed the 
blue warrior’s foot, then threw him to the ground when he had the 
opportunity. Another katana was raised above him, threatening to 
strike. Meta Knight narrowly dodged the attacks, then kicked his 
opponent in the face to escape his hold. 


This only made the corrupted ninja angrier. “What’s wrong Meta 
Knight?! Can’t fight fairly if someone’s stronger than you? And you’re 
supposed to live by a code of honor!” 


“Yamikage, you once fought with honor as I did. Even when you 
fled to Nightmare’s side, during that one fight... you still had control 
of your actions. You were not... this...” 


Meta Knight flew closer to the rafters towards the ceiling when the 
ninja lunged for him. Yamikage blindly ran forward, swinging the 
cursed katana in fury. His only thoughts were focusing on harming the 
knight, in a rush of hatred and vengeance. 


“You coward! Get down and fight! Fight! You’re nothing but a 
miserable coward!” He screamed in a deranged manner. 


Shuriken after shuriken flew past Meta Knight’s masked face, each 
one poorly aimed due to the ninja’s rage affecting his abilities. What 
irritated Yamikage the most was the knight’s concealed face. He had 
never seen the Star Warrior without his mask, he wanted to see the 
Star Warrior’s expression right now. To see contempt, disgust, or 
hatred... 


Even in his days as a GSA soldier, Yamikage could remember that 
he had never seen his face. His mask was always on when the others 
would socialize, he lifted it up slightly when he ate, he slept with it 
on. The ninja had come to the conclusion that he was ashamed of his 
face, that Meta Knight would take extreme precautions to avoid the 
reveal. 


Yamikage wanted nothing more at the moment than to tear off that 
Star Warrior’s mask. 


The ninja jumped forward, then clung and began to scale the wall. 
If his prey wasn’t going to come down willingly, he would just make 
him leave the rafters by force. Yamikage climbed with surprising 
speed, almost like a spider. Meta Knight theorized that he had gained 
such ability due to his unusual and frightening transformation. 


When the traitorous Yamikage was too close for the knight’s liking, 
he jumped from the rafters and floated to the steel flooring. His 
opponent growled, then lunged at him with red frustrated eyes. Meta 
Knight dodged the oncoming attack, then hid himself momentarily 
with the dimensional cape. 


Meta Knight couldn’t battle Yamikage with his full potential if the 
ninja was not going to fight fairly. The moment he had disabled the 
knight’s hand immediately let him know that. Power alone would not 
win this battle. It was time for Meta Knight to rely on his own wits, 
and Yamikage’s rage-induced stupidity. 


“Well, Meta Knight?! Do you realize that you’re outmatched? It’s 
only a matter of time... you can only run away for so long...” The 
ninja rambled, licking his overgrown sharp teeth as he snarled. 


The blue knight appeared inches above Yamikage, then swung 


Galaxia. The blade only slightly pierced the ninja’s right arm, but the 
pain was immense. 


“GYaaaAAaaHHgH!” A beast-like scream filled the room. “What 
did you do to me?! It burns! It burns!” 


He fell to the ground and continued to writhe in agony, snarling 
and biting at the air like an animal. Meta Knight’s eyes widened when 
he saw the wound he had inflicted. What would have been a small 
scratch was instead a gaping hole about the size of an eye. However, 
instead of blood, a slimy purple substance leaked from it. 


“T see...” Yamikage panted. “An eye for an eye... heh heh...” 
(watch?v = ysZBFtHpjxQ) 


The corrupted soldier began to laugh, at first a soft chuckle. He 
continued to laugh as though something in this demented and twisted 
scenario was actually funny. The Star Warrior began to cautiously 
back away from his downed opponent, knowing fully well that 
whatever was going through Yamikage’s mind was not the least bit 
amusing. 


“Heh heh heh... I know what I’ll do now... I was wrong to go for 
your arm. I’ll break your feet so you can’t run away... and tear that 
precious cape until it’s beyond repair. Just like you'll be...” 


If Meta Knight was intimidated, he showed no signs of it. The ninja 
was still lying on the ground, his body jerking every few moments 
from the pain he felt. Or perhaps it was excitement. The way his 
comrade turned enemy was acting... it was difficult to identify him as 
an intelligent creature anymore. 


“Yamikage... why have you come here?” Meta Knight asked in a 
controlled voice. “If you have come for revenge, you have wasted both 
your time and mine. And to arrive in such a vile form...” 


He snorted. “You act as though I had a choice in the matter... 
though my transformed body has many benefits, I did not get any say 
on whether I wanted to be this way or not... but I don’t really care. 
I’m stronger... and that’s the only thing that matters. The only thing 
that matters...” 


“’..Your heart was sacrificed for strength... and a heart is a terribly 
precious thing to lose...” 


“And you would know that how?” Yamikage sneered. 


“Because, when the hearts of those I loved ceased to beat, my own 
was lost with them.” Meta Knight’s eyes were colored grey, a solemn 


expression appeared underneath his mask. 


“You're still mourning for them?” The ninja on the floor smirked 
condescendingly. 


“By the hand of your master... they perished.” 


“Ah yes... you say my master killed them...” A malicious grin 
spread across Yamikage’s deformed face. “Garlude... that mission 
when you obtained that sword you carry, Galaxia. It was a turning 
point in the war... you and Garlude found the sword... the beast 
Kirisakin slept... you took Galaxia, and Garlude was killed with you 
no worse for wear.” 


(74 


...” Meta Knight narrowed his eyes. 


“You were covered in her blood... you let Kirisakin get away... and 
yet, nobody blamed you. You were there, you had that sacred sword 
in your hand... and you couldn’t do anything to save poor innocent 
Garlude? You know, she had a little daughter to take care of, and no 
father to help raise her.” 


pots ” Meta Knight’s gaze turned hard. 


“And let’s not forget your dear friend Jecra. He had a son, and you 
killed his father. What sort of friend would do that? Were you even 
trying to free him from Nightmare? Or perhaps did he know a little 
too much about you, and it was easier this way? He had a family, a 
wife and son....But you wouldn’t know what that’s like... would you? 
Or do you?” 


Meta Knight clenched his teeth together, eyes flashing red. 


“And of course... there was her.” Yamikage’s grin grew wider. 
“Such a sweet girl... You two always seemed to be spending time 
together, even when you were in different sectors. Almost like you 
were sharing a little secret with each other... but secrets have a way 
of getting out, don’t they? Let’s see... what happened to her again?” 


“Silence...” Meta Knight said in a faint growl, eyes coated a bloody 
red. 


He knew that Yamikage was trying to get under his skin, if he 
couldn’t harm him physically. The Star Warrior could have ran, but he 
knew better than to leave the traitorous ninja unattended. He needed 
to buy some time for Kirby, and Meta Knight also needed answers. As 
disgustingly painful as it was to endure those words, there was one 
thing he didn’t know that Yamikage might... 


“Oh that’s right... You never knew! But maybe she’s still alive 


somewhere... then again, maybe I killed her. Either way, you were 
responsible for her at the time. I guess you didn’t really care as much 
for her as everyone thought you did.” 


Meta Knight bit his lip, tasting blood as his breathing grew heavier. 
His entire body was tense, a sign he had been clearly provoked. 


“’..do you see the pattern?” 
“T said silence...” 


“You had a key role during their greatest losses... you say that I’m 
the traitor... but the title fits you much more with the truth in the 
light, doesn’t it? And those were only three instances, there are many 
more losses tied to your name, you know. And yet... nobody says they 
hate you for it...” 


Meta Knight’s fists began to tremble. 


“The guilt is eating you alive... isn’t it?” Yamikage chuckled. “You 
want them to hate you. You want to put the past behind you, but it 
has a habit of coming back, doesn’t it?” 


“It’s true... it’s all true...” The Star Warrior’s eyes began to flash 
grey. 


“Tell me, is that why you try to be so distant from that child? You 
can’t bear to lose someone again, can you? After all this time has past, 
the wounds are still fresh. You’re pushing away the past and clinging 
onto it for dear life at the same time. You need something to hold onto 
for hope... and that child is the last leg you’re standing on. That 
sounds about right, doesn’t it?” 


He was right. 


“That’s it, isn’t it?” He hummed. “That boy is the only thing 
keeping you together, along with the rest of those soldiers still alive. 
But... what if he died... and you were there to see it? Would it break 
you? You didn’t think it would be the end, even with Nightmare’s 
death, did you? There are others who supported Nightmare’s reign 
and sided with him, we want what you took away from us...” 


Yamikage abruptly rose, nearly making the knight flinch at the 
swiftness of the action. Meta Knight’s eyes instantly turned red, but he 
remained still. Yamikage began to approach him, one step at a time. 
That grin... that hideous grin was still there... taunting the veteran 
warrior as he continued to step closer with bloodlust in his eyes. 


“T know... Pll mutilate your arms and feet until they’re beyond 
repair so you can’t get away... Pll find the other Star Warriors, and 


kill them. Kill every single one with a different method for each.” The 
ninja’s voice trembled with excitement. 


A soft, low, almost inaudible growl was emitted from Meta Knight’s 
throat. Yamikage continued to talk about the monstrosities he would 
commit with barely hidden thrill, while gradually reducing the 
distance between them. 


“One by one, I'll kill off what remains of your species. And with it, 
your hope. I’ll destroy everything and everyone that has meaning to 
you, and force you to watch... I won’t have to lay a hand on you, I'll 
kill you from within.” 


With each word, Meta Knight felt his teeth grind, his heartbeat 
thrumming against his chest, breathing heavy, his right hand 
twitching... his eyes were a solid bloody red. No flashing, no glowing, 
just pure red. He was losing control of his thoughts, all he could hear 
was the voice of that traitor... 


“Did I hit a nerve? You’re just going to stand there, and listen? Very 
well, it will make this much easier for me. Why do you look so tense? 
You’re shaking... have I made you angry? Aren’t you going to at least 
fight back before I take everything from you, Meta Knight?” 


Yamikage prattled on, not noticing the knight’s own frantic 
twitching and writhing. Then, as he was face to face with Meta 
Knight, the vassal of Nightmare leaned over next to where the knight’s 
ear would be. With a low, mocking, nearly inaudible voice he 
whispered. 


“T’ll leave the child for last...” 
“HYAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” 
(watch?v = WXVb5wU833U) 


With a loud battle cry, Meta Knight took Galaxia in his right hand, 
then thrust the weapon into Yamikage’s side. The traitor stumbled 
backwards, screaming in pain and cursing the Star Warrior while 
trying to stop the flow of purple liquid from his wound. But the knight 
wasn’t finished yet. 


He leapt into the air and pounced on the enemy, his feet weighing 
down the ninja’s stomach to prevent him from rising. The now red- 
eyed warrior raised his sword, then let Galaxia hover centimeters over 
Yamikage’s chest. For the first time in this encounter, the traitor’s eyes 
held a glimmer of shock. 


The shock soon wore off, leaving that hideous smirk on his 


malformed face. A chuckle, then a laugh. The knight dug his left foot 
into the ninja’s stomach and snarled as a warning, barely holding onto 
his self control. This traitor, no... abomination, wasn’t Yamikage. 
Whatever was left of him was gone. 


“Would you care to tell me what you find so amusing?” Meta 
Knight asked in a cold tone. 


“Heh heh... it’s just... you’re acting like you would actually do it.” 
Yamikage grinned wider. 


“You do not think I would?” Galaxia pressed against the traitor’s 
skin, cutting through the cloth with ease. 


“We aren’t that different, you and I.” 


“T am nothing like you...” The Star Warrior whispered, lifting his 
weapon high. 


“So you’re set on killing me? But wouldn’t you like to know what 
happened to her after so long of living in uncertainty, Meta Knight? Or 
the others that vanished?” 


The tip of the blade froze a centimeter over the ninja’s chest. He 
narrowed his burning red eyes in question. 


“What are you talking about? Speak now!” 


“Lower your sword, and I will speak.” Yamikage ordered with a 
smile. 


Hesitance brimmed from within, the knight at a_ stand-still. 
Yamikage could not be given even the slightest opportunity of an 
advantage, but he also had knowledge. Knowledge of the enemy, and 
secrets of Nightmare’s works. He could very well be lying, but... Meta 
Knight had to know. The Star Warrior needed to know... 


Slowly, he lowered his sword. Yamikage’s grin grew wider. 
“Good boy...” 


Before Meta Knight could prepare himself, his arm was swiftly 
grabbed. Yamikage flung him against the wall with all his might, the 
puff letting out a groan of pain. The ninja strode towards his fallen 
opponent, then yanked him up by the cape and violently shook him. 


“Nowhere to run anymore, Meta Knight! Look at what you’ve done 
to me...” Yamikage glared at the wounds on his body, still dripping 
purple liquid. 


The knight couldn’t reply, feeling the air in his lungs escape when 


the ninja decided to kick him across the floor. He panted, trying to 
reach for his weapon before he was picked up again. Yamikage’s 
malformed body was too fast, this time grabbing his arm. His captor 
squeezed tightly, nearly crushing the knight’s right hand. 


“You want to know something, Meta Knight? I worked very closely 
with Nightmare, so I was given only the most prestigious of 
assignments. And that included managing the prisoners of war.” 


The traitor spoke calmly, as he trailed his claws down the Star 
Warrior’s injured arm. He bit his lip to hold back a pained cry as large 
gashes appeared with blood following briefly. 


“T captured many of my former companions. I lost count of the 
number. But one thing is certain, all of them were crying by the time I 
was finished with them, if they were still breathing that is...” 


“You... you monster...” Meta Knight choked, before he was 
silenced with another kick. 


“There’s no need for you to be upset over your friends’ passing 
Meta Knight. You will be joining them soon. At least, that was what I 
was considering. Now, I think it would be better to keep you alive.” 


”? 


The veteran soldier gritted his teeth. “... 


“She was sweet... but it’s amazing how much of a savage she 
became... almost akin to Gisela.” One of the loose section’s of 
Yamikage’s hair seemed to quiver, almost like it had moved on it’s 
own will. 


“.,.What did you do to her...?” He breathed. “You monster! Answer 
me!” 


Yamikage ignored him, then responded by jerking the knight 
upwards towards his face. A katana materialized in his other hand. 


“Your eyes have been red this entire time. I’m tired of looking at 
them.” The traitor said in a bored tone. 


He shoved Meta Knight onto his back easily due to the warrior’s 
injuries and lightweight, then leaned over the puff and aimed the 
katana over his left eye. 


“Any words, Meta Knight?” He asked mockingly. 


“May Nightmare drag you down into the abyss created for 
yourselves...” The knight glared, unflinching. 


Yamikage chuckled amusedly, then his eyes grew sinister. He raised 
the katana. 


“Aaaaagh!” 


The ship suddenly tilted, sending Yamikage tumbling towards the 
ground. The ninja’s weapon clattered on the floor out of his hands and 
away from the knight. 


“That little runt! He found the controls!” Yamikage screamed in 
frustration. 


Meta Knight silently sighed in relief. “Thank you Kirby...” 


He used this moment of opportunity to unsheathe Galaxia, then 
attacked the ninja while he was down. Ignoring the pain in his nearly 
crushed arm, he swung the blade across his unfair opponent’s body. A 
spray of purple erupted, making Yamikage scream as he desperately 
tried to cover the wound with his hands. 


His claws only aggravated the wound, making more seep out. He 
writhed and flailed, becoming a screeching wreck as he struggled to 
reach his katana. Yamikage crawled to the weapon, only for it to melt 
then fade into smoke. With a cry of anger, he tried to seize the knight 
who had done this to him. The knight was at a safe distance, hand on 
the hilt of his sword and his cape wrapped slightly around his round 
body. 


(watch?v = ERhwq2gf2Lo) 


As his movements slowed, the ninja’s screeches gradually died 
down. His claws suddenly retracted, then his arms were drained of 
their black color. His wild untamed hair grew shorter, the ends of the 
black strands quivering one last time before becoming motionless. 


With interest, Meta Knight carefully watched the strange 
occurrence. Yamikage groaned, opening his mouth as his once sharp 
teeth gradually morphed into a normal set. The ninja closed his mouth 
fully without any of them poking out in odd angles. The purple slime 
that was dripping from the wound had stopped, only for a few drops 
of red to leak out. 


The Star Warrior felt nervous, anxious even. He couldn’t recall 
seeing such a thing happen before, not once in his long existence. He 
felt another wave of caution consume him when Yamikage suddenly 
raised up weakly. 


“What color... are my eyes...?” He said quietly, as his eyelids 
slowly opened. 


Meta Knight gasped, feeling his own eyes turn white. 


“’..Navy blue... they are navy blue...” Meta Knight answered. 
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...” Yamikage suddenly moved before the knight could defend 
himself. 


The knight felt the ninja’s arms around his body, and Yamikage 
pulled himself closer. He leaned against him, then buried his scarred 
face in Meta Knight’s shoulder. 


And through the loud mechanical noises of the Halberd, the only 
thing Meta Knight could hear was Yamikage’s frightened sobs. 


Author’s Note: Pop quiz everybody! What’s worse than being 
used by a space dictator? Answer: It’s being used by a space 
dictator for years on end and be completely aware you’re being 
used, also being completely aware you are hurting the people 
closest to you but have no way of regaining control, and finally 
being forced through a painful transformation designed to 
envelop you in near constant agony. 


Readers, this is an unexpectedly dark chapter. 


Also, what else did Yamikage say while he was in monster 
mode? “She was sweet... but it’s amazing how much of a savage 
she became...” 


Well readers, hopefully next update won’t take too long! Then 
again I said that last time. 


For those of you in the states, I hope you had a great 4th of 
July. I saw a few fireworks around here... and almost went face 
to face with a bat flying around. But it’s raining now. 


See you next time, Leer Justice out. 


56. Reveal 


Author’s Note: I know, it’s been over a month since I’ve 
updated, but those of you who visit my DeviantArt know very 
well why I’ve been absent... 


Also, a special message. A regular reviewer who calls 
themselves Indigo Puff. This reviewer has a lot of interesting 
theories on The After Story, so I thought I should give them a 
shout out. Maybe a few could reply to her(please correct me if 
I’m wrong) theories and reviews, because she’s gotten one of 
them completely right. 


So Indigo Puff, don’t worry about how many reviews you leave 
here. I’m not annoyed, write pages of them if you want. It’s nice 
that you’re so zealous over his mediocre fanfiction. It makes my 
insides feel all warm and fuzzy and stuff. 


But seriously though, why do you guys like this story so 
much?! Well, anyway. I’m back for now, but ’'m not gonna 
bother making any promises of when I'll update. Just know that 
an update WILL come definitely, so try to be patient. 


Pll shut up now. 


Yamikage desperately clung to Meta Knight as he openly wept. His 
shoulders shook with each choked sob as tears ran freely down his 
cheeks. Every few seconds he would try to utter some sort of apology, 
only to break into another round. The ninja finally gave up on trying 
to finish his sentence, letting go of the knight and covering his navy 
blue eyes with shame. 


After the initial shock had worn off, it took only moments for Meta 
Knight to piece together what was happening. 


“Sorr... y... I... I... just...” Yamikage sniffled and stuttered. 


A rumble from the ship interrupted him, along with the strong 
smell of smoke and gasoline. Meta Knight stood up and paused, then 
turned to the former soldier. 


“The Halberd is falling into the ocean. We do not have much time 
to escape.” He said with urgency. 


The blue puff grabbed Yamikage’s hand to help him onto his feet, 
only for the ninja to remain seated on the metallic flooring. He shook 


his head rapidly and pulled his hand away. 
“J... I’m not going... Iam staying here...” 


“Do not say something so foolish. I have no intention of leaving you 
behind.” Meta Knight said sternly. 


He shook his head pitifully. “...leave me here... and let the void 
take me...” 


The knight took hold of him with surprising force for someone of 
his size, then began leading the wounded ninja to the door. Yamikage 
didn’t protest, but kept his head low. The pink puffball he had seen 
earlier ran to Meta Knight with slight panic and worry visible on his 
young face. 


“Sir Meta Knight, the TACs led me to the control room, poyo! We 
tried to fly it, but then things started flashing red! The TACs escaped 
on their own... but we’re going down!” 


The blue Star Warrior’s cape began to morph itself into wings, he 
stretched them to be certain they weren’t damaged from the battle 
moments earlier before taking Kirby’s hand. 


“Hold onto me, and do not let go.” Meta Knight ordered, mostly to 
the hesitant ninja. 


Kirby glanced fearfully towards Yamikage, then to his mentor for 
some sort of explanation. The knight only gave a single nod to the 
pink puff, reassuring him somewhat. Kirby had questions, but that 
would have to wait until they were at a safer location. 


Meta Knight had thought that maintaining flight would have been 
difficult with Yamikage’s weight added, but the ninja felt far too light. 
He had lost very much of his weight from the time the knight had 
known him, and was now almost as light as Kirby. Without the aid of 
the ninja’s transformation, Yamikage was suffering from malnutrition. 


The blue knight spread his wings, taking flight. Kirby clung to him 
with a tight grip, hearing the young Star Warrior gasp at the 
abruptness of the takeoff. Yamikage’s distant eyes refused to face 
either of them, but still obeyed the knight’s orders and held on with 
the little amount of strength he had left. The ninja decided whatever 
Meta Knight had planned for him, he deserved. 


Moments later, the crash of the Halberd was heard behind them. 


A short flight later led them to one of the many beaches that were 


scattered around Dreamland. Meta Knight and Kirby carefully set 
Yamikage on the grass near the beach, the ninja now too weak to 
move. The battle had drained him far more than either had expected, 
most likely due to the use of his unnatural powers and the apparent 
loss of them. 


The knight quickly set to work on treating his former comrade’s 
injuries, using the emergency kit he had packed away in the confines 
of his cape. The wounds that had oozed the purple slime were now 
leaking seemingly normal blood, the worst of it coming from the large 
gash across his chest and stomach. 


Yamikage made no attempts to retaliate, only uttering a grunt of 
pain every once in a while. Kirby stood at a distance, unsure of what 
was happening or what his mentor had done to the presumed traitor 
during their battle. Though it was obvious the ninja was no longer any 
threat to them, the pink hero couldn’t help but be cautious. 


How could he not be? This was the same person who had proudly 
gloated of his selfish betrayal in front of Meta Knight, Kirby’s dear 
mentor and a soldier that had risked his life countless times for the 
freedom of the galaxy. This traitor spoke so brutally to someone so 
devoted and selfless... he tried to murder Meta Knight. 


The ninja’s gaze suddenly shifted towards the pink puff, navy blue 
eyes staring blankly at his own. Kirby shuddered, still feeling a sense 
of fear towards him. Yamikage’s mouth moved, but no sound was 
audible to either puffs. The young Star Warrior then noticed the 
ninja’s eyes were no longer glowing red as they were previously, and 
wet streaks were visible on his heavily scarred face. 


The older Star Warrior knew that Kirby had many questions as to 
what was occurring, and why. Truthfully, so did the knight himself. 
But Yamikage was in no condition for any interrogations at the 
moment. He was exhausted, both physically and emotionally, also 
probably past the point of starvation, and had a nearly fatal wound 
over his chest and stomach... 


And there were many things they needed to discuss without Kirby 
listening nearby. 


Meta Knight was eternally thankful that Kirby had not been present 
to witness him losing his self control like that. He was eternally 
thankful his knaves, Sir Arthur, his other teammates,...anyone, had 
not seen him acting so akin to a savage beast when provoked by the 
transformed Yamikage. He couldn’t remember ever acting so 
depraved... 


He silently vowed to never act in such a shameful way again. 


After the knight finished bandaging Yamikage, the ninja closed his 
eyes from exhaustion. Soon his soft breathing was heard, accompanied 
by the rise and fall of his chest. Even in his sleep, he looked 
uncomfortable and murmured quietly before falling silent. 


Once it was certain he was asleep, Meta Knight motioned for Kirby 
to follow him closer towards the beach and out of Yamikage’s earshot 
should he awake. The setting sun nearly touched the ocean’s waters, 
bathing the land in several hues of orange. The atmosphere was quiet 
and still, contrasting the earlier tenseness felt aboard the airship. 


(watch?v = ZV1t-Gsmdt4) 


“So... Yamikage never was a bad guy after all?” Kirby asked, after 
being given a brief rundown of the events that conspired earlier. 
“Even that time when I fought him, poyo?” 


“Tt would seem so.” Meta Knight nodded. “As long as his eyes have 
been red, Nightmare’s control was over him.” 


“His eyes were red that time too...” He said sadly, realizing how 
long ago that was. “Will he be okay?” 


“T have treated his wounds to the best of my ability, but his body 
has become very weak. Yamikage’s mental state is another issue 
altogether. His mind may be beyond repair...” 


“Yamikage must feel so terrible and scared... but it wasn’t his fault, 
right? He didn’t know what he was doing, poyo...” 


“No, Kirby.” Meta Knight shook his head. “He was aware of 
everything.” 


“So... he is a traitor?” Kirby asked, confused. 


“No, not by choice.” He answered, further confusing the young Star 
Warrior. “While his body and mind was under Nightmare’s influence, 
he was still conscious throughout the entire process. Forced to watch 
himself commit treasonous, cruel, unspeakable acts against his will. 
Yamikage was completely powerless and unable to resist even the 
slightest amount.” 


Kirby’s eyes widened in horror, the boy was struck speechless. He 
now understood just how traumatic the situation was for Yamikage, 
and felt a wave of empathy wash over for the ninja. 


“I am unsure how Sir Arthur and the others will react to this new 
development...” Meta Knight continued. “They most likely think 


Yamikage has been deceased for many years. Possession was never 
thought of as a reason for his betrayal, but that’s not to say it’s never 
happened before by the hand of Nightmare...” Meta Knight sighed. 


“Sir Meta Knight, it sounds like you know a lot about this, poyo...” 
The pink puff said quietly. 


Meta Knight’s eyes narrowed, briefly flashing red as he felt a low 
growl threaten to rise from his throat. Kirby inwardly gasped at the 
knight’s sudden ferocity, knowing fully well underneath the mask his 
mentor wore an expression that was anything but endearing. 


He spoke in a low whisper. 


“Although Yamikage’s transformation is something completely 
unheard of... I know that possession of the mind and body is a vile 
and despicable practice, one which I would never allow myself to use 
if I gained such ability.” 


A chill ran down Kirby’s spine. “Sir Meta Knight really doesn’t know 
what’s going on...” 


Sensing his discomfort, the knight tried to reassure his young 
apprentice. He spoke in a far softer tone, hoping the young puff would 
feel more at ease this way. 


“Kirby, as of now there is nothing to worry about. Yamikage’s mind 
has been freed and Nightmare can no longer force others to do his 
bidding. You made sure of that, and saved many lives from the same 
fate by doing so.” 


“’..Then why do I feel like it isn’t over, poyo? Dark Matter, Zero, 
Marx... they didn’t have anything to do with Nightmare.” Kirby said 
softly. “I guess Nightmare isn’t the cause of every problem...” 


“There will always be a need for Star Warriors, Kirby. Even eons 
before the war, our race fought against evil forces. As so, many of 
those forces desired our extinction above all else so that nothing 
opposed them. Nightmare was not the first, and he certainly will not 
be the last.” 


Meta Knight exhaled, leaning back and looking up at the orange- 
clad sky. “...However, he did leave the most damage...” 


“What do you mean?” The young puff asked. 


“Being so young, and arriving in such a normally peaceful place as 
Dreamland, you have not experienced the madness and brutality of 
war. And I am so very thankful of that... The war he created tore 
many lives apart and made the galaxy live in fear for a very long 


time...” 


“But... why...?” Kirby said in a small voice. “Why would he do 
that, poyo? Zero couldn’t feel happiness... Yamikage was possessed... 
and Marx... he... there must have been a reason...” 


“Kirby, sometimes... there isn’t a reason...” Meta Knight stood up 
with a long sigh, deciding that he had said enough. 


“There is something I need you to do.” 
“What is it Sir Meta Knight?” 


The knight leaned forward and whispered. “I need you to go back 
to the castle, and bring Sir Arthur and the other knights here. Tell 
them what I have told you, and be as swift as possible.” 


“'..Is it alright to leave you both here?” He asked, uncertain and 
confused. 


“Yamikage does not seem to be in a life threatening condition, and 
there is no reason to worry for my sake. Even if he was still hostile, in 
his condition he could not fight me.” Meta Knight assured the young 
hero, then continued. 


“He feels immense guilt for his past actions, though they were done 
against his will. It’s likely he will begin to panic if he must face the 
GSA so suddenly, and the stress could further harm his body. Should 
he awake, I will attempt to keep him calm until they arrive. Can you 
do this for me?” 


“Alright...” Kirby nodded. “We'll be here soon, poyo.” 


The pink puff took a deep breath to inflate his body, then began to 
drift away towards his destination while quickly flapping his arms. He 
was soon out of sight, leaving only the knight and ninja remaining. 


(watch?v = Pmgb5yVroBc) 


Meta Knight returned to the injured ninja’s side. Yamikage would 
twitch as he slept, seeming very uncomfortable and almost afraid. It 
was understandable, he was in pain and it had been years since he 
was in control of his own actions. The sudden acknowledgement of 
freedom must have been overwhelming. 


As the Star Warrior sat down next to his former comrade, the 
ninja’s eyes began to flutter open. He slowly turned his gaze towards 
Meta Knight, then flinched from the sudden strain on his body. He 
managed to sit up after being aided by the masked puff, using one of 


the many palm trees scattered along the beach to rest against. 
“Here, drink.” The masked knight held out a bottle of water. 


Yamikage gratefully took the bottle from his grasp, quenching his 
dry throat with several long gulps. He couldn’t remember how long it 
had been since he had drank anything. The man downed the entire 
bottle within a minute’s time, not leaving even the slightest drop left. 


“Thank you...” He muttered quietly. 


A loud growl was heard coming from the ninja’s stomach. After a 
moment of searching through the confines of his cape, Meta Knight 
found a few slices of bread and more water. Yamikage would be given 
a proper and filling meal later, as he certainly needed it. The Star 
Warrior could count his now very visible ribs. 


“You didn’t have to do this...” Yamikage said after taking a bite. “I 
don’t deserve this, you know. I’m a traitor.” 


“Yamikage, you did not turn away from us by choice. You have no 
reason to feel guilt. It was his doing...” The knight argued, not 
bothering to mention the dictator’s name. 


A slight chuckle came from the ninja. “Sir Meta Knight, your 
principles are still as strong as they were in the past... it’s nice to 
know that’s one thing that hasn’t changed...” 


“That is one thing you can always be certain of. I will always abide 
by my code of conduct. And that includes never leaving a fellow 
soldier behind...” 


“You still consider me a soldier, your comrade?” Yamikage asked, 
surprise in his tone. “After all the crimes I have committed...?” 


“Certainly, I still do.” Meta Knight confirmed. “None of this is your 
fault... You know that, don’t you...?” 


Yamikage’s lips pressed into a firm line, choosing not to respond at 
all. He briefly looked over the surrounding area and noticed 
something was missing, or rather someone. Something in the ninja’s 
tired brain began to click. Wasn’t Meta Knight accompanied by 
another earlier? 


“Sir Meta Knight, there was a boy with you previously, correct? 
Where is he now?” 


“He... has left.” Meta Knight’s voice faltered faintly. “The sun has 
nearly set, and today has been rather eventful. So I asked him to return 
home, though he was very reluctant to do so.” 


It wasn’t the complete truth, but nothing he had said was untrue. 


“He’s a Star Warrior, right? The child is quite young for that. 
What’s his name?” 


“...Kirby.” Meta Knight answered quietly. “...Do you not 
remember?” 


The ninja gave a small bitter chuckle. “Only what they want me to 
remember...” 


The masked knight felt a hint of unease, hearing that broken laugh. 
It sounded resigned, hopeless. He had to remind himself that this was 
Yamikage before him, a once proud member of the Galaxy Star Army. 
But now... he looked lost and alone. 


“Sir Meta Knight... The words I spoke were not my own. During 
our battle, I was unaware and aware. I was being spoken through like 
a puppet.” He said softly. “I can only remember so much of what was 
said through my lips. I know that we lost the war long ago... How 
many are left of us?” 


“You and I... Dakonyo Cosmos, Dragato, Nonsurat, Falspar... and 
Sir Arthur...” 


Yamikage smiled weakly. “Sir Arthur? He’s still alive? And the rest 
of our sector? All of them are alive...” 


Meta Knight nodded. Though it was a small number, the ninja felt 
relief to know they were spared from Nightmare’s influence and 
wrath. 


“As my body was not under my control... the voice that was not my 
own said terrible, vile things... But... is this all that is left?...Six of 
your kind?” 


“Yes... it is true...” The knight said remorsefully. “My race is 
numbered to six... we are all that is left. And all that will ever be.” 


“'..Nightmare has spread deceit several times using my own 
voice... I was hoping that it was another horrible lie...” 


“T only wish it was... Sir Arthur thoroughly searched the galaxy, 
and he told us we are all that remain. I only recently learned of their 
survival, and Kirby crashed his Starship onto this planet over a year 
ago. He was nearly a toddler then...” 


Yamikage shook his head and chuckled lightly, though sounding 
more genuine. “My, he has grown. I fought him once, did I not? 
Attacking a small child, mind control or not, I should be ashamed... 


but he won. He fought me and won... and he defeated Nightmare, 
didn’t he? That child is something incredible... he did something in 
less than a year that took us ages to even attempt...” 


The masked veteran’s eyes began to glow a vibrant blue. “He is 
something extraordinary...” 


“Now be honest, Sir Meta Knight. You trained him, didn’t you?” 
The ninja laughed out loud. “This is all your doing, isn’t it?” 


“Only a little...” A faint smile found it’s way on the masked knight’s 
unseen face. 


“You care for him a great amount it seems...” The ninja suddenly 
grew serious. “The look in your eyes, that tone of voice...” 


Meta Knight fell silent, knowing exactly where this conversation 
would lead towards next. 


Yamikage’s navy blue eyes pierced his yellow. “...You haven’t told 
him yet... have you?” 


“...No.” Meta Knight said quietly. 


“You can’t keep the truth from him forever, Sir Meta Knight. He 
will be looking for answers eventually.” 


“T know that...” Meta Knight sighed ruefully. 


“Nevertheless...” The ninja straightened up, then coughed. “I have 
many things to discuss with you Sir Meta Knight. Though the 
information I provide may be little, I pray it will answer some of your 
own questions.” 


“Are you quite sure?” Meta Knight asked. “Are you in any condition 
to speak of your... unpleasant experiences?” 


“IT must. It is the only way I can atone for what I have done.” 
Yamikage shook his head in shame. 


“You cannot continue to blame yourself when it was not you 
pulling the strings!” The knight argued. “Nightmare’s hold is powerful, 
direct, and nearly impossible to break... it is a miracle that you are 
alive, even.” 


“A miracle? Or a curse?” He sniffed. “Being his puppet was worse 
than anything I have endured. Though I am free, what he has done 
with my body will forever haunt me. Just because he is deceased does 
not mean that his influences vanished with him, no matter how 
blissful it may sound.” 


“T am well aware of the damage he has caused...” Meta Knight 
frowned. “...What information do you have for me, Yamikage?” 


(watch?v = vjxOCZW4so0) 


“Undoubtedly, you have questions of what Nightmare had in store 
for me... And I assure you, I wanted no part of it.” The ninja spoke 
gravely. “There was a laboratory established by Holy Nightmare 
Corporation shortly after the war ended. I am certain you know of it.” 


“The same where Demon Beasts were produced for purchase, 
correct?” 


”? 


“The very same.” Yamikage nodded. “Most of my time under 
enslavement was spent there, aiding in the creation of those wretched 
things. It shames me to admit this, but I too was a product for 
purchase. Can you imagine it? A once proud and loyal soldier being 
rented like some sort of tool by the enemy.” 


“Slavery... despicable. Disgusting...” Meta Knight’s eyes briefly 
flashed red. 


The knight wasn’t at all surprised to hear this from the ninja. If the 
space dictator was willing to use possession of the mind and body, 
why would forcing soldiers into slavery be something forbidden and 
taboo to Nightmare? It was all just business as usual to Holy 
Nightmare Corporation. 


“A wealthy and ignorant king was the last to order me. The 
ignorant king was the king of this land, if my memory serves correct. 
And that was when I fought with Kirby, is that right?” 


“Yes, everything you have said is true.” The masked knight 
confirmed. “Though our king has changed a great deal for the better 
since then.” 


“That is good news to hear.” A tiny smile appeared on the beaten 
ninja’s lips. “Not all changes have to be bad...” 


“Yamikage, earlier it seems that you did not recognize Kirby, 
though you had fought with him previously. And you did not know Sir 
Arthur and the other knights were alive, despite saying you would kill 
those who remained while possessed. Why would there be such gaps 
in your memory?” 


Yamikage’s face fell. “There is much you do not know about mind 
control... Though I am aware of the words I say and the actions I 
commit, I am also unaware. My mind and body were no longer my 
own, so he could speak through me like a puppet if he so wished. And 


I am afraid that it has affected my memory as a result...” 


“That certainly would explain the partial memory loss.” The blue 
knight thought aloud. “There are still several questions left 
unanswered, however.” 


“T am sorry that I cannot be of more help. Forgive me...” He 
apologized with shame evident. 


“Yamikage, I request that you immediately stop pushing blame onto 
yourself.” Meta Knight demanded. “Perhaps your memory will return 
with time now that you are free from Nightmare’s control. You have 
no need to worry anymore, you are safe now.” 


The battered ninja rapidly shook his head, then winced when he 
began to feel pain. “No, Sir Meta Knight. I am not safe here, nor 
anywhere. It is only a matter of time until they find me...” 


“Are you speaking of the GSA? Yamikage, there is no reason to fear 
them. They will understand your predicament, and I am certain you 
will be welcomed.” Meta Knight tried to assure him. 


“No, not the GSA, though I cannot face them either...” He replied. 
“T know you sent the boy to get them, Sir Meta Knight. I cannot be 
fooled so easily.” 


“So, you knew this entire time...?” Meta Knight sighed. “...But if 
not the GSA, then whom?” 


(watch?v =7 HAtLvSAYR8) 


“There are others, Sir Meta Knight. I thought you would know 
that.” The ninja suddenly began raving. “You don’t think this is over, 
do you?” 


Before the knight could question the ninja, Yamikage spoke again 
in a low chilling voice. “For any war, there must be two opposing 
sides. Two armies, one against the other. And each side has it’s 
supporters...” 


(4 


...” Meta Knight’s eyes began to glow green in thought. 


“...Nightmare had supporters, Sir Meta Knight. He still does. There 
are many in the galaxy that are not pleased with his defeat.” 
Yamikage rambled. “The supporters that worked under him were 
enthralled with promises of wealth and power in exchange for their 
assistance. Once Nightmare was defeated, however, they no longer 
had any superiority. So... now they are taking their own steps in 
exacting revenge... And that includes using what Nightmare once 
owned...” 


“Yamikage...” Meta Knight finally realized what the ninja was 
telling him. “Tell me this is a lie...” 


“IT was Nightmare’s property, so they could do whatever they 
pleased with me. Some had gained the ability to use mind control 
from Nightmare... so I couldn’t escape. And from there, they tried to 
create new Demon Beasts. And they used my body for the tests...” A 
small sob escaped his throat on the last sentence. 


The knight nearly felt sick being presented with this knowledge. It 
was almost to much to take in. The ninja looked so broken now, so 
pained, compared to his past self. What sort of torture had they put 
them through...? 


“’..This is why I was so beast-like... they made me into a hybrid! 
One of their experiments! They turned me into a monster!” The ninja 
shouted, thrashing until he nearly yelped in pain. 


“Yamikage, you are not a monster. Look at your hands, do you see 
any claws? Do you still have fangs?” Meta Knight attempted to calm 
him. 


“Tt may seem like the transformation has faded. But it’s effect is still 
there. It’s still in my blood. I am no longer under Nightmare’s 
control... but I am an outsider now. I can no longer fit into society.... 
That is why I cannot face the GSA.” 


“The GSA may be able to help you, and remove the Demon Beast 
from your body. Do not lose hope!” 


“Tt’s too late for me... but there is still a chance for you to escape 
NightWalker.” The ninja spoke quietly. 


“NightWalker...? This is their organization’s name?” The masked 
Star Warrior asked, eyes glowing green. 


“Do not take them lightly, Sir Meta Knight.” Yamikage’s voice 
trembled. “They are searching for you and Kirby, and most likely the 
rest of the GSA. They are cruel, merciless, and take pleasure in that 
fact. Just like Nightmare himself. At the same time, NightWalker is 
gathering members and attempting to track down the location of a 
hidden weapon developed by Holy Nightmare Corporation...” 


The ninja suddenly stood up, despite his pain. “I have to leave... I 
have to leave before they find us. I’ll try to buy you and the others 
some time... tell Sir Arthur that I am sorry...” 


“Yamikage, you are being far too rash about this.” The knight tried 
to reason with the madly ranting ninja, stepping in front of him. 


“Certainly this cannot be that large of a threat toward us. Without you 
under their control—” 


“Sir Meta Knight, you haven’t seen them! This isn’t just a small 
group of ten! This is several hundred! And they’ve already begun! 
They’re going to come here!” 


The ninja took a shaky, trembling breath after his sudden outburst, 
then said in a small voice... 


“|.. They’re starting another war...” 
(watch?v = w-oNSNNI_HO) 


A sudden rumble of thunder filled the silence between the two 
veterans. Neither said a word for several moments. 


“T must go...” Yamikage frowned. “I’m sorry...” 


“You cannot leave, not like this. If it is true, if they begin searching 
for you. In your state of health—” 


“T know that.” The injured ninja sighed. “But I no longer have a 
future. You, however, must continue living. You, Kirby, Sir Arthur, all 
of you must continue to live. Please, I beg of you. Stop them... don’t 
let them start this again...” 


Yamikage stepped away from the knight, his savior, and tried not to 
look back. 


“Yamikage!” 


The area suddenly filled with a dark glow, then dissipated as 
quickly as it came. The ninja was nowhere to be found, and Meta 
Knight felt his body going numb. That sentence repeated over and 
over again. 


“... They’re starting another war...” 


A quiet rustle was heard behind the knight. He slowly turned 
around, to find himself facing Kirby and the GSA. Another rumble of 
thunder sounded, as raindrops began to fall. 


Their golden clad leader cautiously approached the blue Star 
Warrior. “...Sir Meta Knight... where is Yamikage...?” 


“ ..Sir Arthur...” Meta Knight faced him, regaining his composure. 
“...May we talk...?” 
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57. The King of Knights 
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Evening had fallen on the Galaxy Soldier Army’s base. Jecra, Meta 
Knight, Garlude, and Falspar were assigned to assist Beta with his 
duties in the workshop for the day, due to the fact their sector was not 
well enough experienced to fight on the battlefield yet. Doing chores 
around the base was all they could do at the moment, though Sector H 
wished they could be of more use. 


“Things sure have been busy this week...” Jecra sighed, resting his 
elbow on Beta’s counter. “And tense...” 


“Of course everybody’s gonna be tense, Jecra.” Falspar responded. 
“We just lost three sectors. We shouldn’t be here! We should be 
actually doing something for the GSA!” 


“You heard Sir Arthur, we aren’t ready to go on priority missions 
yet.” Garlude replied. “It’s best that we do what we can here. ’m 
certain our leader appreciates our work, no matter what it is.” 


“T know...” The green puff groaned. “I just hate sitting around like 
this! All the other soldiers are going on missions or fighting Demon 
Beasts. It makes us look like we’re not doing anything...” 


“Many soldiers have been sent to the families of those who were 
slain in the battle.” Meta Knight said. “Sir Arthur is grieving...” 


“T don’t know if I could ever do that.” Jecra frowned deeply. “Some 
of those soldiers had kids. Telling those children their mother or 
father wouldn’t ever come home... It would just be too much.” 


Garlude nodded solemnly in agreement, as she too had a child she 
loved dearly. As parents, the thought of never seeing their children 
again was their worst nightmare. Jecra and Garlude already felt 
enough guilt because they were missing watching their kids grow up. 


“Maybe we'll go up a rank soon, like the others.” Falspar said 
hopefully. “Then maybe we can make some sort of a difference.” 


“Speaking of other sectors...” Beta murmured from behind the 
counter. “Recently, I heard Sector S was sent on a mission to Neo Star. 
It’s been really chaotic over there lately, you know...” 


“That explains why we haven’t seen them in the past few days.” 
Jecra thought aloud. “I hope they’re safe...” 


“T bet they’re doing fine.” The red haired puff laughed. “They’re 
supposed to be a top notch team... and they have Gisela. She’s 
probably what haunts most of the Demon Beasts’ nightmares!” 


Beta sighed heavily. “I mean, yeah Sector S is a very skilled team, 
you need to remember... all those soldiers in the three sectors we lost 
were specials. They were trained to the highest degree, and still all of 
them lost their lives. Don’t you get it? Any of us could go on a mission 
and never return, just like them.” 


“You shouldn’t talk so negatively.” Garlude frowned, crossing her 
arms. “We fully understood the consequences when we signed up for 
the GSA, and you are right Beta. It could be any one of us, but we 
need to keep fighting against Nightmare no matter what happens. If 
we don’t give it our all, then that’s the same as letting him win.” 


“That was something very brave to say, Garlude.” Jecra 
complimented the female warrior. “What’s happened should only 
make us even more determined to take down Nightmare once and for 
all! For this galaxy and everyone in it!” 


“All of you really seem determined.” The black puff replied with a 
light chuckle, seeming impressed. “I guess ’ll need to do my best too, 
or the rest of you will make me look like a slacker. But you all need to 
stay safe out there, and don’t do anything stupid. Falspar, I’m looking 
in your direction.” 


“Hey, you’re one to talk!” The puff with the mohawk pouted. “You 
do stupid stuff all the time!” 


“Name one occasion.” 
“Uuuh... Give me a minute.” 
(watch?v = SUNVJ5Plo-0) 


A few at the counter laughed while Beta began to snicker, making 
the green Star Warrior puff up his cheeks in childish anger. While this 
was going on, Meta Knight remained uninvolved throughout the rest 
of the conversation. Something the mechanic had said caught his 


attention, and now he was lost in thought. The blue knight’s eyes 
began to glow a mysterious green. 


His teammates however, grew attentive very quickly. 


“Hey Meta Knight, is something wrong?” Jecra asked in a 
concerned tone of voice. 


The Star Warrior instantly snapped out of his thoughts, realizing his 
eyes had changed color in their presence. Everyone was staring at 
him. It was moments like these that made him heavily dislike this 
little ocular quirk of his. 


“It’s nothing that warrants attention.” Meta Knight said 
unconvincingly. 


“Uh, yeah. I think it does.” Falspar countered. “Your eyes are green. 
So out with it, man. What’s on your mind?” 


The blue puff internally sighed. It was pointless trying to conceal 
what was in plain sight, and everyone present was growing all the 
more curious with each passing second. And the red haired puff was 
nearly impossible to evade when he was in the right sort of mood. 


“Very well then.” The knight decided to give in. “Beta, you 
previously stated all the soldiers in the fallen sectors were ‘specials’... 
What exactly are ‘specials’?” 


Beta raised an invisible eyebrow. “...That’s it? I thought you would 
know.” 


The blue knight now felt a bit embarrassed, wondering if this was 
supposed to be common GSA knowledge that somehow swept by him. 
The others looked just as perplexed by his question too... 


“Tm kind of on the same page as him.” Jecra replied. “I’ve never 
heard of a ‘special’ either until now.” 


“Neither have I.” Garlude added. 


The black puff placed an elbow on the counter and leaned closer. 
“A ‘special’ is a soldier not part of the regular ranking system of the 
GSA. They’re sort of like secret agents in a way, I guess. They’re given 
additional special training, hence the ‘special’ title.” 


“T don’t remember seeing them around before.” The blonde man 
thought aloud. 


“That’s because they’re almost always on missions.” Beta explained 
further. “It’s rare to see them at the base, if ever. Specials go on top 
priority missions, then report here. Just what sort of things they do on 


those missions, I have no idea. All I know is, they’re chosen for a 
reason by Sir Arthur.” 


“Wow...” Jecra said in awe. “They sound incredible...” 


“They must be remarkably skilled to have such heavy 
responsibility.” Garlude pondered aloud in admiration. 


“Sometimes these highly trained warriors will accompany newly 
formed sectors. Most of the time, they’re under disguise as a lower 
ranked soldier...” The merchant continued, giving the sapphire knight 
a long glance. “...Weren’t you trained by Sir Arthur...? You’re awfully 
close to him, it seems.” 


Meta Knight began to feel very uncomfortable with Beta leaning so 
close. “...While it is true I was trained by him, I am an average 
soldier, no higher in rank than the rest of you. Nothing 
extraordinary.” 


“He’s being too modest again.” Falspar butted in. “He’s Sir Arthur’s 
apprentice.” 


The sapphire knight shot him a look that could easily be identified 
as disapproval. 


“You're his apprentice?” The black puff said with disbelief. “How are 
you his apprentice, and a regularly ranked soldier? Something about 
that doesn’t seem right...” 


“Please stop interrogating him.” Garlude shook her head at the 
white-eyed mechanic. “Nobody likes having someone trying to pry 
answers out of them. And look, you’ve leaned so far you’re nearly 
lying on the counter.” 


“Hey Beta, I got a better question for you.” Falspar grinned. “How 
do you know all this stuff, if we don’t?” 


“’,.1 have my sources.” He coughed. 


“Really? Something about that doesn’t seem right...” The puff with 
the mohawk laughed. 


“Yeah yeah, yuk it up.” Beta rolled his eyes, not that anyone could 
tell. 


A while later, the black puff retreated to his quarters in the back of 
the workshop, most likely attending to his other duties. It remained 
quiet among the few soldiers, some engaging in idle chatter as they 
prepared to return to their dorms. As the small group neared the 


dormitory however, Dragato and Nonsurat came to meet them. 
“You’ve arrived at a good time.” Dragato said. 
“Why is that?” Jecra asked with a curious tone. 


“We saw two soldiers come by here earlier looking for Sir 
Arthur...” Nonsurat answered in his quiet voice. 


“Uh, that’s not really big news.” Falspar replied. “Soldiers look for 
him all the time. He’s our entire army’s leader, ya know.” 


Dragato sighed. “Let me clarify. They did not look similar to others 
we have seen before. They looked quite... important. Very high in 
rank individuals, perhaps survivors of the recent fatal mission.” 


“Hey...” The green puff whispered to Jecra, Garlude, and Meta 
Knight. “Maybe they’re the specials Beta was talking about?” 


“Falspar, whatever could you be murmuring about?” The light 
purple knight said, annoyed. 


Before the two puffs could begin their standard bickering, a door on 
the other side of the room suddenly opened. In the entrance stood a 
single red puffball, tall in stature. The male soldier’s long straight 
purple locks ran down his back and covered half of his face. His large 
feet were colored a charcoal black, and his armor had a very elaborate 
design. 


The warrior also possessed tall prominent horns that curved slightly 
at the tops, with red, purple, and black colored rings. His half-lidded 
eyes were purple as well, with dark circles noticeable under them. 


“That’s one of them...” Nonsurat said in a faint whisper. 


The horned red puff turned around, now aware of the group. The 
elite soldier’s eyes narrowed further as he silently scanned over his 
unexpected company. No one made a peep, unsure of what the purple- 
haired knight wanted or what he would do. Then he slowly began to 
make his way over. 


Purple eyes locked onto yellow. The red puff was directly in front 
of them now, remaining silent and stoic. His mouth opened slightly 
with a small mumble escaping, then his hands began to shake as he 
stared down the blue knight. 


Meta Knight never saw it coming. Neither did any one else for that 
matter. 


Suddenly, the masked knight was lifted into the air at a dizzying 
pace. Before anyone could move... 


(watch?v = w2ghcB2shFw) 
“Aaaaaaw! You're so tiny!” The purple haired puff squealed. 
“TJ... beg your pardon...?” Meta Knight stuttered in discomfort. 


His cheeks flared crimson underneath the mask, going thankfully 
unseen by his peers. However, his eyes began to glow a bright pink of 
embarrassment due to the unusual situation he had been thrust into. 
He heard Falspar chortle, and the knight could only wonder how long 
this moment would last... 


Then it took a turn for the worse when the other puff started 
spinning. 


“Aah!” 


Meta Knight’s eyes rapidly shifted from light pink to white as he 
gave out a cry of alarm, which was immediately drowned out by the 
more muscular puff’s excited squeals. The horned warrior’s grip grew 
tighter with each passing second as he merrily whirled around with 
the Star Warrior in his arms. 


“Aw, so cuuute!” 
“T-I ask of you, please unhand me!” 


Falspar’s chuckles then grew to full blown hysterics. “T-This is too 
much...! I can’t take it...!” The red haired puff clutched his sides and 
fell, making the captured knight internally groan as he watched his 
teammate roll around on the floor. It was obvious Falspar would be of 
no help. 


Nonsurat held his gloved hands to his mouth, but it was rather hard 
to tell if the turquoise puff was anxious, or trying to contain his 
laughter out of politeness. Garlude and Jecra seemed to be having a 
mental debate on whether to assist their kidnapped comrade or 
continue to observe the ensuing shenanigans. 


Dragato could only stand wide-eyed in disbelief. “This... this is not 
how I expected a high-ranking Star Warrior to behave...” 


The masked knight’s efforts to break free of his captor’s iron grip 
proved to be futile. No matter how much he struggled or protested, 
the larger puff seemed to not pay any mind. The horned being just 
continued to squeeze, pat, snuggle, coo at, and spin around his prey. 


“You’re so adorable! The smallest puff I’ve ever seen! A precious 
cinnamon roll!” 


With his teammates as witnesses, and Falspar’s tear-laced laughter 


as his soundtrack, Meta Knight could now confirm that this was likely 
the most embarrassing thing to ever occur to him in his lifetime. 


And just when Meta Knight believed his lungs would finally give 
out, an unfamiliar voice cried out in protest. 


“sir Alazam! Put that soldier down immediately!” 


This ‘Alazam’ came to an abrupt halt, then dropped his captive as 
he turned to face the owner of the voice. The masked knight fell face 
down on the floor with a small ‘thud’. 


“Sir Meta Knight, are you hurt?” Jecra asked in concern for his 
friend, but still had a hard time containing his laughter. 


“My entire life... flashed before my eyes...” The blue knight 
murmured with wide white eyes as he found his footing. 


“Hahaha!” Falspar rubbed his eyes. “That was hilarious! I can only 
imagine what your face must have looked like the whole time! You’ve 
got me in tears!” 


Meta Knight frowned underneath the mask, though he was certain 
the puff with the mohawk knew he was displeased. 


“Falspar, stop teasing him.” Garlude scolded her red _ haired 
teammate. “I doubt you would have found it very amusing if it had 
been you in his place.” 


“Alright, alright...” The green puff tried to stop giggling, with little 
results. 


(watch?v = jnmp2Vx7 q6k) 


Suddenly, a gloved hand rested on Meta Knight’s shoulder. The 
knight turned around to face a gray colored puffball with sea green 
eyes, and hair colored light blue and black. 


Like Alazam, this soldier was also highly ranked in the GSA. 
Intricate symbols were embedded in the gray puffs elaborate armor, 
and a brilliant golden cape flowed down his back. Several pieces of 
the armor had angelic white wings as a theme, including a helmet that 
revealed a small scar on the cheek. By his side was a beautiful white 
sword, signifying that the man was a knight. 


The small sector could only gaze in wonder at the handsome 
knight, and they instantly and without a doubt knew he had to be one 
of the ‘specials’. Falspar slowly began to realize where he had seen 
this puffball before. The grey knight was the very same soldier that he 
and Beta had eavesdropped on during a report with Sir Arthur. 


“Excuse me...” The voice the other knight possessed was gentle and 
mellow. “I am terribly sorry for my teammate’s actions towards you. 
Sir Alazam can be very excitable... Are you hurt anywhere?” 


“No harm done.” Meta Knight answered, though he was surprised 
himself to have come out of the ordeal unscathed. 


“Ah, I’m glad.” He breathed a sigh of relief. “Sir Alazam had no 
intentions of harming you, though sometimes he does forget his own 
strength...” 


The blue and black haired puffball turned to his companion and 
frowned. “That was entirely uncalled for. Apologize at once.” 


The red puff rubbed the back of his head and grinned sheepishly. 
“T’m sorry... You’re just... so tiny... Tiniest knight I’ve ever seen.” 


Meta Knight held back a groan when he heard what sounded like 
Falspar about to begin another round of laughter. 


“That is rude!” The gray knight scolded, then turned to the masked 
Star Warrior with an apologetic smile. “Forgive me, this is not how I 
anticipated our first meeting to develop, Sir Meta Knight.” 


Meta Knight’s eyes slightly widened in surprise, not expecting a 
highly ranked soldier to show such interest in him. It almost sounded 
as though he wanted to speak to the blue knight as an equal, rather 
than a fledgling in the army. 


“How impolite of me, I have yet to introduce myself.” The elite 
knight chuckled softly. “My name is Sir Mercy, of Sector W. I am 
pleased to make your acquaintance, brave soldiers of Sector H. I have 
been waiting to meet you in particular for some time now, Sir Meta 
Knight.” 


The blue knight turned his gaze elsewhere. “But why would that be, 
Sir Mercy? I am an average soldier. Nothing spectacular or out of the 
ordinary.” 


The gray puffball blinked, then laughed jovially. “Oh, you really are 
much too modest! You’re everything Sir Arthur told us you would be! 
Have at least a little bit of pride in being his apprentice!” 


Meta Knight lightly shuffled on his feet. “Sir Arthur... has spoken of 
me?” 


“Of course he has!” Alazam guffawed. “All of us have at least heard 
of you from him!” 


Just when Meta Knight started to feel overwhelmed by all the 


unexpected attention, suddenly Falspar butted in. 


“Hey, what about me?! Certainly, you’ve heard of me, Falspar 
right?” 


Dragato clenched his fists together. The ginger was torn between 
yanking the red-headed puffs mohawk as roughly as possible, or 
slipping away from his sector to avoid second hand embarrassment. 
Luckily, it seemed the purple puff wouldn’t have to do either. 


Instead of being insulted or offended, the sea green eyed knight 
smiled warmly. “Yes, I have heard of you as well, Falspar. And the rest 
of Sector H as well. All of you have gained a decent amount of praise 
from other sectors as of late. I know you are going to be one of the 
most excellent sectors in the Galaxy Soldier Army.” 


Dragato stepped forward and gave a humble bow out of respect. 
“Thank you very much, Sir Mercy. We promise not to disappoint.” 


“T will hold you to that promise, soldier.” Mercy hummed. “...Sir 
Alazam, perhaps it would be alright to share our little secret with 
Sector H. Does that sound fair?” 


“Mhmm, sounds all right to me!” The purple-haired puff agreed. 
“You’re gonna love this!” 


“T beg your pardon, but is it not against GSA rules to share such 
private information?” Dragato inquired. 


“Not if the soldier in question wants the information distributed.” 
Mercy said with a gleam in his eye. “What we have found is far too 
good to keep to ourselves.” 


“Well, come on. Tell us, Sir Mercy!” Jecra said eagerly, with Falspar 
joining in. 

(watch?v = Wai8pknEbew) 

“Alright then, let us begin.” The blue and black haired puff 
chuckled. “On this last mission, we were assigned to investigate a few 


planets outside the Gamble Galaxy. While Sir Alazam and I were on 
this mission, we heard a most interesting rumor...” 


The veteran knight paused for suspense, taking in their unwavering 
attention. 


“What we heard was the legend of a magical weapon!” Alazam said 
with excitement. “A weapon so powerful that even Nightmare fears 
it’s very existence!” 


A few eyes widened with disbelief. 


“Is it true, Sir Mercy?” Garlude asked. “Is there really such a 
weapon with that sort of power?” 


“If the rumors are true, there is indeed.” He answered. “And the 
name of this weapon... is Galaxia.” 


“ ..Galaxia?” Nonsurat breathed in wonder. 
“What sort of weapon is it?” Jecra questioned. 


“Galaxia is a legendary sword made by beings of light, or so it has 
been said. The sword’s location is an unknown cave somewhere 
distant and treacherous. According to the prophecy, those whom the 
sword deems unworthy cannot even so much as touch it’s hilt.” 


“Also, a strong and powerful Demon Beast named Kirisakin 
supposedly guards the sword’s cave.” Alazam added. “It would take 
more than a few Star Warriors to take one of Nightmare’s most 
dangerous Demon Beasts down. But when the time comes, Mercy’s 
been the one chosen to draw Galaxia!” 


“Now, we don’t know if that’s true.” The elite knight said quickly. 
“Tt is Galaxia’s choice on whether or not I am worthy.” 


“You say that like it’s alive or something.” Falspar raised an 
eyebrow. 


“That might be true!” Mercy said with a hint of excitement. “There 
is actual credence to the theory that Galaxia may indeed be sentient!” 


“,.What does that last word mean?” The redhead asked. 


Dragato huffed and rolled his eyes. “The word ‘sentient’ means ‘the 
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ability to feel, perceive, or experience subjectively’. 
Falspar blinked, then stared blankly. 
The purple puff sighed. “It means ‘alive’.” 
“That’s... kind of creepy.” The green puffball frowned. 


“A weapon like that sounds almost unreal. Like something from a 
fairytale.” Jecra said with disbelief. 


“It very well could be just that. Nothing more than a legend. But if 
such a weapon exists, the Galaxy Soldier Army must obtain it one way 
or another.” Mercy said, determination evident in his voice. 


“Exactly how alive are we talking about? Can it think or speak?” 
Falspar wondered out loud. 


“It would be fortunate for the GSA if Galaxia was somehow 


obtained.” Meta Knight added. “That is, if it is not mere legend.” 


“We think we might have a few ideas where it could be.” Alazam 
said hopefully. “So we might be getting close.” 


“And more importantly, could it somehow eat...? I’m not sure if I 
would be okay with having my weapon talk, knowing everything 
about me, and eating my food... Or what if it can’t eat...? That’s 
actually kind of sad...” Falspar prattled on, though no one was paying 
him any mind. 


“By the stars!” Mercy suddenly gasped. “Sir Arthur must be 
wondering why we failed to report! Look at me, talking the day away 
without a care. I am terribly sorry, I just love talking to new recruits. I 
apologize if I have taken up too much of your valuable time.” 


“No Sir Mercy, it was a pleasure.” Garlude smiled pleasantly, a few 
others nodded enthusiastically in agreement. 


“Tm glad to hear that.” The elite knight beamed. “May your sector 
grow strong and courageous. I look forward to seeing Sector H’s future 
accomplishments. So for now, I bid you adieu.” 


The gray puffball left the room, his fellow companion following 
him closely. 


“Bye, tiny puff.” Alazam waved cheerily to the blue knight. 


Meta Knight held back a shiver, but nodded politely as the red 
puffball left the scene. He never wanted another occurrence like that 
to befall him ever again... That was just embarrassing. 


“Wow... I can’t believe we were lucky enough to meet some of the 
special agents.” Jecra laughed. “If we had been on a mission today, we 
wouldn’t have got this chance.” 


“And if we had been on a mission today, I wouldn’t have got the 
chance to see Meta Knight thrown around like crazy!” Falspar roared 
with laughter. 


Meta Knight gave an audible sigh. It seemed he would never be 
allowed to live this down... 


Author’s Note: 


So, fun fact about this chapter. It was originally a lot longer. 
So I had to cut it, and make what was cut into chapter 58. So the 
wait for the next chapter will not be that long since it’s pretty 
much almost done. If I had kept what will become the next 
chapter, it would have been 8,000 words long. 


...And that’s a lot. 


Anyway, two new OCs have been introduced. Well one’s 
already been seen before, but now Mercy’s been formally 
introduced. Alazam is an eccentric fellow who has now had the 
privilege to be the first character to ever successfully maul Meta 
Knight. Not even the villains managed to strike fear into him like 
that! That takes talent! 


And Mercy, he’s pretty big to the GSA. He’ll be important later. 
Also, Dragato is a kiss up. 


So, about the next update. I’ve given you some comic relief in 
the form of Meta Knight getting flung around and embarrassed in 
front of his teammates. 


Next chapter is where the stuff hits the fan. Seriously, none of 
you will probably be ready for it. 


I’m a bad, bad author. 


Anyway, see you guys next update. 


